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part one 

TWILIGHT 



Chapter One 


Journal Entry— August 1939 

This is the first entry in my Journal I cannot help but feel that the 
war will begin in a few weeks. If the lessons of the past three years 
are any barometer^ something awesome is apt to happen if Germany 
makes a successful invasion^ what with three and a half million Jews 
in Poland. Perhaps the tensions of the moment are making me over- 
dramatic. My journal may prove completely worthless and a waste 
of time. Yet, as a historian, I must satisfy the impulse to record what 
is happening around me. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Drops of late sununer rain splattered against the high window 
which ran from the floor to the ceiling. 

The big room was violently Pohsh, in memory of one of the 
landed gentry who had kept it as a nest for his mistress of the mo- 
ment during his visits to Warsaw from his estate. All evidence of 
female occupants had vanished. It was solid and leathery and mas- 
culine. Its former grandeur was somewhat qualified by a practical 
consideration that the present occupant was a working journalist 
with the particular slovenliness that goes with bachelorhood. 

Christopher de Monti was untidy but rather inoffensive about it. 
It was almost a pleasure for his housekeeper to clean up after him, 
for he had immaculate taste in records and books and tobacco and 
hquor anc^a wardrobe marked with the finest British labels. 

In one comer, next to the window, stood a banged-up typewriter 
and a ream of paper and an overfull ash tray. 

The single bedroom was formed by a deep alcove off the living 
room which could be isolated by drawing a pair of velvet drapes. A 
night stand beside the huge bed sported an ancient German table- 
model radio shaped like a church window. From the radio escaped 
the sad and foreboding notes of Chopin’s Nocturne in A Flat. 

That was about all one heard on Radio Polskie these days; 
Chopin performed by Paderewski . . . nocturnes. 

It seemed as thou^ night was again to fall on Poland. 

Chris grumUed in a state of half sleep and half wakefulness and 
stretched his lean, wiry limbs to their full reaches and felt across the 
bed for Deborah. She was gone. His eyes opened and searched the 
dark comers of the alcove. Then he quieted as he heard her moving 
about in the other room. 

His hand groped automatically on the ni^t stand and found the 
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pack of cigarettes, and in a moment he watched the smoke*la 2 e 
upward as the nocturne raced to a pulsating crescendo. 

Chris rolled over on his side and looked at Deborah throu^ an 
opening in the drapes. Her half-naked body was bathed in late 
afternoon shadows. Chris loved to watch her dress. She balanced a 
foot on the end of a chair and stretched her leg and rolled up her 
stockings and slipped into her blouse and skirt with effortless grace. 
Then she stood before the mirror, her fingers darting pins into long 
raven hair and twisting it nervously into a firm knot. He rememr 
bered that first time when he had taken the pins from her hair one 
by one and watched it fall like black silk. She took her trench coat 
from the coat tree and buttoned it, never acknowledging that she 
kiftw Chris's eyes were on her back, and with determmed abrupt- 
ness walked for the door. 

“Deborah.” 

She stopped and pressed her forehead against the door. 

“Deborah.” 

She came into the alcove and sat on the edge of the bed. Chris 
snuffed out the cigarette, rolled next to her, and lay his bead ui 
her lap. Her Hack eyes filled with melancholy. Her fingers traced 
bis cheek and mouth and neck and shoulders, and Chris looked up 
at her. How beautiful you are, he thought. She was biblical. Black 
and olive. A Deborah of the Bible. When she stood, Chris grabbed 
her wrist and she could feel his hand tremble. 

“We can’t keep tb^s op. Let me speak to him.” 

“It would fall him, Chris.” 

“How about me ? It’s killing me.” 

“Please.” 

“I’m talking to him tonight,” 

“Oh Lord, why does it always have to end like this?” 

“It will until you’re my wife.” 

“You’re not to see him, Chris. 1 mean that.” 

He released his grip. “You’d better go,” he whispered. He turned 
away, his back toward her. 

“Chris . . . Chris . . .” 

Pride kept him silent. 

“I’ll call you,” she said. “Will you see me?” * 

“You know I will.” 

He threw on a robe and listened to the click-click-click of her 
footsteps on the marble hall outside. He puUed back the window 
drapes. The rain had slowed to a miserable drizzle. In a moment 
Detorah appeared on Jerusalem Boulevard below. She looked up 
to his window and waved her hand feebly, then ran across the 
street to where a line of droshkas waited. The horse clip-clopped 
away from the curb and turned out of sight. 

Chris let the drap^ fall closed, snuffing out most of the light. He 
wandered into the kitchen and poured himself a cup of the steam- 
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ing coffee Deborah had made then slumped into a chair and hid his 
face in his hands, shaken by the impact of another parting. 

On the radio, a newscaster speaking in nervous Polish recited the 
latest diplomatic setback ir the growmg mountam of them. 


Chapter Two 


Journal Entry 

On the news we hear that Russia and Germany are about to an- 
nounce a non-aggression treaty. It seems impossible that the two 
sworn enemies on the planet^ pledged to destroy each other have 
come to this. Hitler's tactics seem logical. He obviously wants to 
neutralize Russia for the time being to avoid the possibility of a iwo- 
front war [that is^ if England and France honor their obligations to 
Poland). Vm willing to wager that the wages being paid to Stalin 
is half of Poland and I think we are being divided up at some long 
polished table in Moscow this minute. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

In embassies, state departments, chancelleries, foreign offices, 
consulates, mimstnes, war offices, code rooms, newsrooms, frantic 
men scurried to all-night conferences, played war games, barked 
into telephones of flooded switchboards, cursed, prayed, pleaded. 

A trail of broken treaties lay strewn about like corpses after a 
Mongol invasion. 

Men of good will were stunned at the warped logic behind which 
eighty miHion civilized people raUied and shrieked and strutted like 
hysterical robots. Hammered into a hypnotic trance by the well- 
timed tantiums that were the mad genius of Adolf Hitler, the men 
of good will sank deeper into muck and mire, unable to divest 
themselves of the all-consuming monster in their midst. 

The geopoliticians had drawn*and quartered the world into areas 
of labor and raw matenal and presented the master plan whtcl 
stood to make Genghis Khan and every archvillain of every age 
pale by comparison. 

The German masses gave the edict in a terrifying redundance 
**Sieg Heil! Sieg Heiil Sieg Heiir 

*"Lebenstraum [Land to live] I” 

^^SiegHeiV" 

And they poised ready to act out the role of Teuton war gods t< 
the strains of Wagnerian Fire Music. 

**We must save German citizens living under foreign tyranny/f* f 
German is always a German!'* 
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^*Sieg Heiir 

Austria and Czechoslovakia qualified. Flushed with bloodless 
victories, certain that America, France, and England would not 
fight, the Nazi cancer spread. 

“Danzig is German 1 Return the Polish Corridor’ Return the 
1914 borders! Halt the inhuman treatment of ethnic Germans!** 
Heiir 

Once an indifferent world stood by and shrugged as little yellow 
men fought little yellow men in a place called Manchuria, and once 
France sputtered feebly as Germany broke the Versailles Treaty 
and marched into the Rhineland, and once men debated, then 
sighed as black men in mud huts armed with spears fou^t for their 
land*. . . a name that children used in games . . . Abyssinia. 

A mesmerized world quivered at the proving ground of demo- 
cratic sterility; the rape of Spain by Italian and Moroccan and 
German hordes. 

Now Austria, now Czechoslovakia, and the righteous cowed and 
the evil grew bold. 

Once the harbingers of peace told their people they had made a 
bill of peace in a * Itice called Munich. As Poland’s hour grew near 
came that realization that there was no place left to run or to hide, 
nor words to say, nor treaties to make. 

In Moscow, a shrewd chessplayer knew that the long dream of 
the Allies was to have Russia and Germany maul each other to 
death. His distrust of England and France was built upon decades 
of boycott, hard-learned lessons when republican Spain was 
abandoned, and finally when Russia was not invited to the sellout 
in Munich. 

Hitler, positive of the final timidity of the Allies, positive their 
string of betrayals would extend to Poland, keyed his war trumpets 
to shattering highs and was responded to with black drum rolls and- 
pounding boots. 

Josef Stalin was no less certain of Allied betrayal. In a desperate 
bid for time he entered into negotiations with his archenemy. To 
ensure easy, unimpaired victory for himself. Hitler did business 
with Stalin, and the Allies cried, '■‘Foul!’* 

And in the middle a proud and defiant Poland, which hated 
Russia and Germany with equal vigor, ended all hope of Allied 
jnity by refusing to petition Russia for help. 

Oiris sped his Fiat down the rain-sHckened boulevard and 
urned into the shop-lined New World Street. Tt was gray out. The 
♦ate shoppers clung close to the buildings and moved with haste 
?)ast the elegant store windows. At the corner of Traugutta Street, 
./here the line of shops ended, the New World Street changed its 
*ame to the Krakow Suburb Boulevard for reasons no one seemed 
o understand. Chris headed toward the scmi-faced, semi-elegant 
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Bristol Hotel. The hotel made a good newsman's headquarters. It 
gave him a twenty-four-hour*a-day switchboard service and it 
stood at the apex of a trian^e that enveloped the Europa Hotel, the 
Foreign Ministry, the Piesident’s Palace, and Warsaw’s city halL 
Between them, there was always a constant flood of news. 

Chris turned the car over to the doorman and brushed past the 
turmoil of the rumor-filled lobby to the opened-cage Otis elevator 
of World War I vintage. 

On the balcony floor he entered the door of a suite marked Swiss 
News Agency, 

Ervin Rosenblum, photographer and journalist and Chris’s 
indispensable man, stood at the worktable, which was spilling 
over with photographs, cables, stories, and copy. 

Chris walked beside him, wordless, and took a fistful of the late' 
dispatches. One by one he let them flutter to the floor. Ervin Rosen- 
blum was a very homely man who stood five feet five inches and 
was almost sightless without his thick-lens glasses. As Chris read, 
Ervin searched Chris’s pockets for a cigarette. 

“Boy,” Chris mumbled. “They’re surer than hell going to start 
shooting soon.” 

Ervin gave up his search for a smoke. “Mark my words, Poland 
is going to fight,” he said. 

“Maybe she’ll be better oflF if she doesn’t fight.” 

Ervin looked at his watch nervously. “Where the hell is Susan? 
I’ve got to get this stuff to the lab.” He picked up his Speed Graphic 
and jiggled the flash bulbs in his pocket. “Chris, do you think Eng- 
land and France will help us?” 

Chris kept reading the dispatches. “When arc you and Susan 
getting married?” 

“I can’t get her still long enough to ask her. If she’s not at the 
orphanage she’s at a Zionist meeting. Did you ever hear of six 
meetings a week? Only Jews can talk so much. So I’m appointed 
to the executive council just so I can get dates to see her. Momma 
asks, are you coming to dinner tonight? She’s made potato latkes 
for you, special.” 

“Potato latkes? I’ll get there between stops.” 

Susan Geller appeared in the doorway. She was as short and 
homely as Ervin was. Squat, devoid of almost aU features which 
make women pretty. Her hair was pulled back straight and flat 
and wrapped into a knot under her nurse’s cap. Her hands were 
large and knobby from the life of lifting sick people and changing 
bedpans, but the moment she spoke the ugliness faded. Susan 
Geller was one of the kindest creatures on the earth. 

“You’re a half hour late,” Ervin greeted her. 

“Hi, honey,” Chris said. 

“1 like you better,” she answered to Chris. 
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Ervin grabbed a batch of negatives, film, bulbs, and his camera. 
“It’s all yours,” he said to Chris. 

“Can you stop by the President’s Palace? See Anton. Maybe 
he can fix us up for five minutes witl? Smigly-Rydz. He may be 
chan^ng his tune now that the Russian-German non-aggression 
pact is official.” 

The phone rang. Ervin snatched it oflP the hook with his free 
hand. “Hello . . . Just a minute.” He held his hand over the mouth- 
piece. “Wait outside,” he said to Susan. “I’ll be right there.” 

Susan and Chris blew good-by kisses to each other. 

“Who is it. Rosy?” 

’^.Deborah’s husband,” he answered, and handed him the phone 
and left. 

“Why, hello, Paul. How are you?” 

“I was asking the same question. I was just saying to Deborah 
how much we and the children have missed you.” 

“Things have been pretty hectic.” 

“1 can imagine.” 

“I do owe vou an apology for not calling. How ... uh ... is 
Deborah ?” 

“Fine, just fine. Wliy don’t you break away for dinner to- 
morrow?” 

Chris was finding it unbearable to keep up the masquerade. 
Every time he saw Pau^ and Deborah together, every time he 
thought of them shaimg a bed, the revulsion in him grew. 

“I’m afraid it’s impossible, Paul. I may have to send Rosy to 
Krakow and ” 

Paul Bronski’s voice lowered. “It is rather important that you 
come. I should like to see you on a pressing matter. Say, seven.” 

Chris was scared. Paul’s tone had the authority of a command. 
Perhaps Paul Bronski himself would call the showdown 
Deborah had avoided. Maybe it was all fantasy. They were good 
friends. Why not invite him to dinner? 

“I’ll be there,” Chris said. 


Chapter Three 


Journal Entry 

I have studied the trend of the behaviour of the ethnic Gentians in 
Austria and Czechoslovakia. They have done a tremendous Job in 
undermining in advance of the Gertnan armies. They have certainly 
been raising all sorts of hell in Danzig. Just before the Austrian 
Anschluss*^ they became strangely quiet. This past week their ac^ 
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ti^ty here has all but stopped. Could this be on orders? Is this the 
luliinafore the storm? Is history about to repeat? 

Everyone I know is being called up into the reserve, Smigly-Eydz 
means to fight, Polish temper and history indicate they will, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

*‘We Poles unfortunately got ourselves located between Russia 
and Germany. The traffic between the two has been busy, indeed,** 
Dr. Paul Bronski, dean of the College of Medicine, said to an 
auditorium overcrowed with students and faculty. ‘*We have been 
trampled. Wc have even ceased to exist, yet Polish nationalism 
fires a breed of patnot that has always made Poland return.*' 

A spontaneous burst of applause halted his speech. 

“Poland is in trouble again. Our two friends are restless. The 
situation is so urgent that they have even called upon the senior 
citizens like this specimen before you ’* 

Polite lau^ter for Paul’s overcritical estimation of himself. Al- 
though balding and sporting a scholar's stooped shoulders, Paul 
Bronski had sharp and handsome features. 

“Despite the blunder of the High Command in calling me mto 
the army, I predict that Poland will somehow survive.” 

In the back of the auditorium. Dr, Franz Koenig stood motion- 
less, looking into the sea of faces. Bronski’s leaving filled him with 
an exhilaration he had never known. His long, patient wait was 
almost over. 

“I leave this university both heavy-hearted and joyous. The 
prospect of war is enormously real and it saddens me. But 1 am 
content for the things that we have done here together and 1 am 
happy because I leave so many friends.” 

Koenig didn't even hear the rest of it. They would all be dripping 
tears, he knew. Bronski had that facility to put a tremor in his 
throat that never failed to move the recipients of his milky words. 

They were all standing now, and unabashed tears flowed down 
young cheeks and even grizzly old cheeks of professors in a sloppy 
mdulgence of sentiment as thoy sang school songs and anthems, 
which sounded like school songs and anthems everywhere. 

Look at Bronski! Engulfed by his adoring staff. Shaking hands, 
slapping backs until the end. The “beloved” Bronski. “The Uni- 
versity of Warsaw without Paul Bronski is not the University of 
Warsaw.” “Your office will remain untouched until you return to 
us.” 

Your office, Koenig thought. Your office, indeed. 

Dr. Paul Bronski, the “beloved” Paul Bronski, had finished the 
last of his instructions, dictated the last of his letters, and dismissed 
his weeping secretary with an affectionate buss. 

He was alone now. 
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He looked about the room. Paneled walls covered with ^he 
symbols of achievement that one would gather as the head of a 
great medical college. Diplomas and awards and photos of stu- 
dents and classes. A billboard of gloryi 

He shoved the final batch of papers into his brief case. All that 
was left was a photo of Deborah and the children on his desk. He 
slid that into the top drawer and locked it. And he was done. 

A soft, almost apologetic knock on the door. 

“Come in.” 

Dr. Franz Koenig entered. The little grav-haired man with the 
little gray mustache advanced timidly to the edge of the desk. “We 
ha'^e been togcthei for a long time, Paul. Words fail me.” 

Paul Bronski was amused. A magnificently understated phrase 
... a lovely play on words. Dr. Koenig was a humorless man who 
could never believe his sincerity was doubted. 

“Franz, T’m going to recommend you fill my office ” 

“No one can fill ” 

“Nonsense . . .” 

And mor^ ga. ule , . . and another farewell. 

Franz Koenig waited in his own office across the hall until Paul 
left, and then he re-entered. His eyes became fixed on the leather 
chair behind Bronski’s desk. He walked behind jt and touched it. 
Yes, tomorrow he would move in and things would look good 
from here. 

My chair . . . dean ot medicine! My chair. Bronski gone. Quick- 
talking, teary-voiced Bronski. Ten years he had waited. The board 
was blinded by Bronski. They were entranced by the fact they 
could put a graduate of the university as the dean of medicine for 
the first time in six decades. That’s why they chose Bronski. A 
whispering campaign against me because T am a German. Tb^' 
were so eager to make Bronski the dean, they even closed their ey5 
to the fact that he is a Jew. 

Franz went to his own office again and got his homburg and 
tucked his cane over his arm and walked in his half trot down the 
long corridor. The students nodded and doffed |heir caps as he 
sped by. 

He approached the big ornate wrought-iron gates. A knot of stu- 
dents blocked his way. For a moment everyone stood still, then the 
knot dissolved and he passed through, feeling their eyes on him. 

How differently they reacted these days, he thought. No longer 
the vague indifference. He was a man to be respected, even feared. 
Fear me? The thou^t delisted him. 

Even his fat, nagging Polish wife behaved differently nowadays. 

He walked away from the three ponderous main buildings of the 
university, continuing the fast pace in rhythm to his tapping cane in 
the direction of Pilsudski Square. 
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He was happy today. He even made an attempt to whistle. The 
end of a long, long journey was at hand. 

Like most of the million ethnic Germans, Franz Koenig had 
been born in western Poland in a territory formerly German- 
occupied, then freed to Poland after the World War. In his youth 
his family moved to Danzig, which was located in a geographical 
freak known as the “Polish Corridor.” It was a finger of land which 
split East Prussia away from the German mainland in order to 
give Poland access to the sea. It was an abnormal division. Danzig 
and the Polish Corridor filled with ethnic Germans and Poles 
became a thorn in German pride and the object of bickering and 
threats from the beginning. 

Franz Koenig came from a good merchant family. He had re- 
ceived a classical education in medicine in Heidelberg and in 
Switzerland. He was a man of total moderation. Although raised 
in the furor of Danzig, he considered himself neither German nor 
Polish nor much of anything but a good doctor and teacher; a 
profession, he felt, that crossed the bounds of nationalism. 

Franz Koenig was an adequate man. His appointment to the 
University of Warsaw was adequate. I'he Polish girl he had mar- 
ried was adequate. He hved his life in a mild and inoffensive man- 
ner, delighting most in the privacy of his study with good music 
and good books. The early marria^ ambitions of his Polish wife 
failed to stir him. She gave up in disgust and ^ew obese. 

When the Nazis came to power, Franz Koenig was embarrassed 
by their behavior. In an outburst, rare for him, he referred to the 
SA Brown Shirts as “thick-necked, pin-headed bullies.” He 
thought himself fortunate to be in Warsaw and clear of the havoc 
in Germany. 

All that changed. 

There was a month, a week, a day, and a moment. 

The office of dean of the Allege of Medicine was open. By 
seniority, competence, and devotion, the position was his. In 
anticipation of the appointment which should have been routine, 
he constructed a dull but adequate speech to accept the chair. He 
never delivered (he speech. Paul Bronski, fifteen years his junior, 
was appointed. 

He remembered Kurt Liedendorf, the leader of Warsaw’s 
ethnics, snorting in his ear. 

“It’s a blow to us — aU us Germans, Doktor Koenig. It is a ter- 
rible insult.” 

“Nonsense . . . nonsense . , . ” 

“Now maybe you understand how the Versailles Treaty has 
made the German people anonymous. Look, you . . . Heidelberg 
. . . Geneva. A man of culture. You have been made anonymous 
too. You are a victim of Jewish cunning. All us Germans are 
victims of Jewish cunning, Herr Doktor. . . . Hitler says . • 
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Jewish cunning . . . Bronski . . . Jewish cunning . . • 

All that Franz Koenig ever wanted for a world he served well was 
to be the dean of medicine at the University oi Warsaw. 

“Come and spend the afternoon with us, Herr Doktor. Be with 
your own people,” Kurt Liedendorf said. “We have a special guest 
from Berlin who will give us a talk.” 

And the guest from Berlin told them, “Perhaps the methods of 
the Nazis are harsh, but to rectify injustices heaped upon the 
German people takes men of strong will and vigor. Everything 
we do Ls justified because the goal to restore the German people to 
their rightful way of life is justified.” 

‘‘Ah, Herr Doktor,” Liedendorf said, “Good to see you here. Sit 
here, sit up front.” 

“Hitler has seen to it that the German people are not anony- 
mous any more. If you declare yourself as a German, you will not 
be anonymous!” 

He came home from the fourth meeting, and the fifth and the 
sixth, and he looked at his fat Polish wife and all that was around 
him. Feudal gentry, universal ignorance. “I am a German,” Franz 
Koenig said iO ii.n^elf. “I am a German.” 

“Doktor Koenig, vo'i should see it in Danzig. Thousands and 
thousands of Germans fighting for the Fiihrer. Letting the world 
know that we will not be abused any more.” 

How proud he was of the deliverance of the Germans from 
Austria and CzechoMOvakia! 

“I’ve been thinking of it deeply, Liedendorf. I want to’join in this 
work.” 

He walked along the edge of the Saxony Gardens, past the blocks 
of government buildings and palaces and art museums. All this 
granite and marble were not of his sinew. In the beer halls, in the 
homes of his own people, German people, was where he belonged 
Here Dr. Franz Koenig was a respected man. Here they spoke ot 
great things without shame or fear. 

He stopped before the Square of the Iron Gates just beyond the 
Saxony Gardens. 

A sickening odor of half-rotted vegetables, un\yashed peasants, 
squalling chickens, haggling, screaming bartcrers and beggars, and 
a thousand pushcarts pleaded for the zloty in the most primitive 
form of trade. 

“Used neckties, good as new!” 

“Pencils!” 

“Buy from me!” 

Old women squatted on the cobblestones with a few eggs, thieves 
and pickpockets roamed about, and lines of pushcarts dangled 
secondhand shoes and greasy jackets. The noise of the iron rims 
of the carts roared and echoed over the square. 

“Buy from me!” 
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tilbarded Jews, bearded Paul Bronskis, argued endlessly to save a 
half zloty in hand*waving Yiddish, a language cruelly butchering 
the beautiful German tongue. 

A drunken soldier was burled from a cafe and fell at Koenig's 
feet. 

Drunk as a Pole — that is what they say, Koenig thought. Drunk 
as a Pole. Such fitting words. 

All of Poland had passed before him in two short squares. How 
wrong is Hitler’s disgust of the Slavs? A nation of thirty million 
people with only two million newspaper readers. A nation of feudal 
lords and serfs in this, the twentieth century. A nation which wor- 
shiped a black madonna as African Zulus prayed to sun gods. 

This was Poland to Franz Koenig. Five per cent Paris, walled be- 
hind marble mansions and ruling decadence. Ninety-five per cent 
Ukrainia . . . abominable ignorance. 

What could the good industrious German folk have done with 
the fertile flat lands and the bursting mineral deposits of Silesia? 

“Buy from me!” 

Who was this mass of dirty people vdth their childlike mentality 
to hold back the German people, who had contributed more to the 
world’s enrichment and knowledge than any other race? 

Franz Koenig knew that no matter what small injustices the Nazis 
perpetrated the final result of a greater Germany justified the 
means. 

Koenig circumvented the confusion of the market place and 
entered Hans Schultz’s bar. 

Schultz smiled. *^Guten Tag^ Herr Doktor^ Guten 

“Hello, Schultz. Anything new?” 

‘Vo. Herr Liedendorf is unable to come out these days. He said 
that our work is done and you should stay home and wait.” 

Dr. Koenig downed his beer and nodded to Schultz, who smiled 
as he wiped the bar. 

In a few moments he entered his flat and put his hat neatly on the 
rack and placed his cane directly below it. He looked at his fat 
Polish wife, whose mouth was sucking in and out like a puckered 
fish, and he could not hear what she was saying. She walked and her 
flesh wobbled. 


He envisioned her in the bed, which sagged on one side because 
of her immensity, and he saw her flabby buttocks and her hanging 
breasjj 

his study and slammed the door behind him. 
3. It was always set now on Radio Deutsch- 


ilerate the outrageous treatment of our 
lerman women and children are unsafe 
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from Polish vandals . . . where German men are beaten and h^- 
dered!” 

^^Sieg Heill Sieg HeW Sieg Heiir 

And soon ten thousand voices shattered the air waves, singing 
“Deutschland liber AJIes,” and Dr. Franz Koenig closed his eyes 
and tears fell down his cheeks, just as they had fallen down the 
cheeks of his students. 

And he prayed that his liberators would be coming soon. 


Chapter Four 


Journal Entry 

Wonderful news! Andrei came home on leave unexpectedly! We 
of the Bathyran Zionist Executive Council have a lot of things to 
talk over and decide^ With Andrei here it will give us a chance to 
get together, 

ALEXANDER DRANDEL 

Tlie army truck came to a halt before the northernmost brid^ 
that spanned the Vistula River from Warsaw to Praga. Captain 
Andrei Androfski hv^ppi d out of the cab, thanked the driver, and 
walked along the river toward the new northern suburb of Zoliborz. 
He tilted back the four-cornered cap worn by officers of the crack 
Ulany regiments and he whistled as he walked and received and 
returned the smiles and flirtations of young lady strollers. Captain 
Andrei Androfski indeed cut the classic figure of an Ulan cavalry 
officer. His leather shone, and the short stiletto at his side glinted 
when the sun caught it. > 

He turned away from the river and into a tree-lined street of 
lovely new homes in an area stamped with uppcr-middle-class 
wealth. Andrei spotted a large stone on the sidewalk and began to 
dribble it with his feet with the dexterity of a trailed soccer player, 
his leg muscles fairly rippling through his trousers. He gave the 
stone a final swift kick of the boot, speeding it down the street 
toward an imaginary goal, and turned at the gate of Dr. Paul 
Bronski's house. 

“Uncle Andrei!” shouted ten-ycar-old Stephan as he sprinted 
over the lawn and leaped on his uncle’s back. 

“Schmendrick!” 

The two “clashed,” and the big cavalry officer was “thrown” to 
the ground, apparently no match for his eighty-pound nephew. He 
surrendered gallantly, got to his feet, and lifted the victor on his 
shoulders. 
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•^ow is Batory?” 

“Batory! The finest, the most beautiful, and the most fierce 
animal in all of Poland.” 

“What has he done lately. Uncle Andrei?” 

“Lately! This week — well, let me see. I took him to England for 
the Grand National, and he ran so fast he split the air and caused it 
to thunder. Well sir, those Englishmen thought it was raining and 
ran for cover and didn’t even see the race. Batory lapped the field 
four times and was coming up for ^e fifth time when the second 
fastest horse crossed the finish line/And those stupid Englishmen 
who were hiding in the stands thought Batory finished last.” 

“Who takes care of Batory when you are gone?” 

“First Sergeant Styka, personally!” 

“1 wish 1 could ride him again,” Stephan said, recalling the most 
thrilling incident of his young life. 

“You will, just as soon as we clear up some things.” 

“Can I jump him this time?” 

“Yes, I think so. That is, if heights don’t make you too dizzy. 
When ^tory jumps, the world below becomes very small. As a 
matter of fact, I don’t enter him in jumping races any more. Batory 
jumps so high, the other horses are around the track before he 
comes down.” 

Andrei walked to the house. 

“Uncle Andrei!” cried Rachael Bronski. This meeting was 
devoid of the previous violence, for the voice belonged to an ele- 
gant black-eyed fourteen-year-old young lady whose greeting was 
limited to an affectionate hug. 

“Andrei!” cried Deborah, running in from the kitchen, wiping 
her hands. She flung her arms around her brother’s neck. “You 
devil. Why didn’t you let us know you were coming?” 

“I only knew myself last night. Besides, I want to stay clear of 
Alexander Brandel. He’ll call one of those damned meetings.” 

“How long?” 

“Four whole days,” 

“How wonderful!” 

Andrei lifted Stephan from his shoulders as though he were 
weightless. 

“What did you bring me?” Stephan demanded. 

“Stephan, shame!” his sister reprimanded. 

Andrei winked and stretched his arms out. Stephan began fishing 
through his uncle’s pockets, which had been an unfailing source of 
booty from his earliest memory. He withdrew a gilded Polish 
eagle, the insignia whose two spread wings held up the front comer 
of the Ulany cap. 

“Mine?” with apprehension. 

“Yours.” 
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**Wow!*' and Stephan was gone to alert the neighborhoo<U^at 
his great Uncle Andrei was home. 

“And for my beautiful mece.” 

“You spoil them.” 

“Do me something.” 

The girl’s fingers quickly worked the ribbon open. 

“Oh! Oh!” She hugged him and raced to the mirror to fix the 
pair of ivory combs into thick black hair which was just like her 
mother's. 

“She’s beautiful,” Andrei said. 

“Boys are already starting to look at her.” 

“What do you mean? What boys?” 

Deborah laughed. “She won’t be a wallflower like her mother.” 

Rachel walked to her uncle, whom she adored, and kissed his 
cheek. “Thank you, Uncle Andrei.” 

“My reward, please,” Andrei said, pointing to the piano. 

Rachel played her mood. A bubbling etude. Andrei watched a 
moment, then Deborah took his hand and led him toward the 
kitchen He stopped at the door again. “She plays like an angel — 
like you use:! to p-a) ” 

Deborah shooed Zo« hia, the housekeeper, out and set on some 
water tor tea. Andrei sprawled and loosened his tunic It smelled 
good in the kitchen. Deborah had been baking cookies. It was like 
the old hat on Sliska Street on the day before Sabbath. Deborah 
took otf Andrei’s cap and lan her fingers through the array of curly 
blond hair. 

“My baby brother.” 

She set before him a large platter of cookies, which were half 
finished by the time she poured the tea. He took a long sip. “This is 
good, this IS good. Sergeant Styka brews a lousy tea.” 

“How are things on the border, Andrei?” 

Andrei shrugged. “How should I know ? They don’t consult mil 
Ask Smigiy-Rydz.” 

“Be senous.” 

“Seriously. I’m home for four days ” 

“We’re all worried sick.” 

“All right, the German concentrations are very, very heavy. Let 
me give you an opinion, Deborah. As long as Hitler gets what he 
wants by bluffing, fine. Well, he isn’t bluffing Poland and he may 
damned well back down.” 

“Paul has been called up.” 

Andrei uncrossed his legs. Thementionof Paul Bronski struck an 
obvious note of discord. “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said quickly. 
“1 didn’t think ” 

“None of us did,” Deborah said. She walked to the sink and 
began rolling the dough for more cookies. “Have you seen 
Gabriela yet?” 
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“I'came directly here. She is probably still working.** 

“Why don’t you two come to dinner tonight?” 

“If Brandel doesn’t find me first.” 

“Try to make it. Christopher de Monti will be over.” 

“How is my boy Chris?” 

“He has been terribly busy since the crisis. We haven’t seen him 
for several weeks,” she said, rolling the dough at a furious pace. 

Andrei walked up behind his sister, turned her around by the 
shoulders, and tried to lift her chin so she would look at him. 
Deborah shook her head and spun away. 

“Please don’t dream things up between Chris and me.” 

“Just old friends?” 

“Just old friends.” 

“Does Paul know?” 

“Tliere’s nothing to know!” 

“Did you raise me for an idiot?” 

“Andrei, please . . . please, wc have enough to worry about these 
days. And for God’s sake, don’t pick an argument with Paul.” 

“Who argues with Paul? He always ” 

“I swear, if you two get into another fight ” 

Andrei gulped down his tea, stuffed a half dozen cookies into his 
pocket, and buttoned his tunic. 

“Please promise me you’ll get along with Paul tonight. He’s 
going away. Do it for me.” 

Andrei grunted, came up behind Deborah, and gave her a brisk 
slap on the backside. “See you later,” he said. 

Andrei Androfski stretched lazily on a park bench on the edge of 
the Lazienki Gardens facing the American Embassy. The statue of 
Frederic Chopin hovered above him, patronized ^y the local 
pigeons, and the Belvedere Palace of the former Marshal Pilsudski 
was immersed in the greenery behind him. It was a nice place to 
laze. He engaged in his favorite pastime of undressing the female 
pedestrians with his eyes. He dug into his pocket and found the last 
of Deborah’s cookies and munched. 

After a while the main door of the Embassy opened. Gabriela 
Rak came out and walked up the embas.sy-lined Aleja Ujazdowska. 
He caught up to her by the time she reached the first intersection. 
Sensing a masher behind her, Grabriela stepped quickly from the 
curb. 

“Madam,” Andrei said, “would you kindly give me the name of 
that fortunate young lady who owns the heart of the most dashing 
officer in the Ulanys?” 

She stopped in the middle of the street. 

“Andrei? Andrei!” And she spun into his arms. The traffic 
policeman raised his hand, sending a flood of vehicles swirling 
around them. They dodged and honked their horns with the irri- 
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tated understanding one gives to a soldier and his girl kissing ii>the 
middle of a street. At last an unpatriotic taxi driver shouted that 
they were a pair of jackasses and sent them scurrying to the safety 
of a park bench across the way. 

“Oh, Andrei,” she said, and lay her head on his chest. “Oh, 
Andrei,” and she snilHed. 

“If 1 knew that I was going to make you so sad, 1 wouldn't have 
returned.” 

She dried her eyes and purred with contentment. “How long?” 

“Four days.” 

“Oh, I’m so happy.” 

“I "?lmost had to find another woman for myself. 1 thought you 
would never get out of the Embassy.” 

Gabnela toyed with his large hand, which nearly made two of 
hers. “I’ve just been in a meeting. We aren’t reopening the Ameri- 
can school. All the children have been evacuated to Krakow. Even 
some of the key personnel are leaving.” 

Andrei grumbled something about the traditional cowardice of 
Americans. 

“Let’s not ‘alk apout it now,” she said. “We only have ninety- 
six hours, and look at the time we have already wasted. We can’t 
go to my place. I had it repainted. It smells terrible. I didn’t know 
you were coming home.” 

“And if we go to my place, Alexander Braudel and the whole 
damned executive council <vill be camping at the doorstep.” 

“Let’s risk it,” Gabriela said with a low-voiced tremor of want 
that sent her captain to the curb in search of a droshka. 

They drove north past the imposing mansions of the “new rich” 
on the Avenue of the Marshals. Gabnela snuggled against him, her 
fingers feeling his face and shoulders. 

Andrei’s flat on Leszno Street sat in a middle-class neighborhood^ 
that buflcred the rich on the south from the wild slums on the^ 
north. They climbed the stairs towards his tiny flat, arms about 
each other. By the time they reached the third-floor landing, 
Gabriela stopped to catch her breath, 

“My next lover has to live on the ground floor,” she said. 

Andrei swept her up in his arms and tossed her over a shoulder 
like a sack of sugar. 

“Put me down, you crazy fool!” 

He emitted a bloodcurdling cavalry charge and leaped up the 
final flight of stairs two steps at a time, kicked open his never- 
locked door, then stood in amazement with Gabriela trying to 
squirm off his shoulder. 

Andrei’s eyes went from corner to corner around the flat. He 
peeked into the kitchen, then looked around again, wondering if he 
had invaded the wrong apartment. The place was spotlessly clean. 
For years he had carefully strewn his books and papers about. His 
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de^ was always three inches deep in reports. All the wonderfiil 
clutter, all the carefully preserved dust — all of the things that make 
a man a bachelor — were gone. 

Andrei kicked open the closet door. Everything pressed and 
hanging neatly. 

The lutchen ... All those lovely unwashed dishes washed. 

There were curtains, lace curtains, at the windows. 

‘T’ve been evicted!” Andrei cried. “No, something more hor- 
rible than that has happened. A female has been here!” 

“Andrei, if you don’t put me down I’ll scream rape.” 

He lowered her to the floor. 

“1 think you owe me an explanation,” he said. 

“I’d sit in my place night after night waiting for Batory to charge 
down the street bearing my Ulan warrior. All alone with my ten 
black cats and my memories. And 1 came here and sat because you 
were all around me and 1 wasn’t quite so lonely. But who can sit 
in such a mess?” 

“1 know your type, Gabriela Rak. You’re going to try to make 
me over.” 

“Oh, you know it!” 

She leaped at him, and he cau^t her off the floor and held her 
and sank his lips into hers. And in a moment Andrei had no more 
talk to make. They were bringing each other from smoldering 
dormancy with an urgency that heightened every second. 

The phone rang. 

It stuck them like a knife. They froze. 

It rang again. 

“Son of a bitch, Brandel.” 

It rang again. 

“Let it ring, darling,” she said. 

And it did . . . again and again and again. 

Gabriela spun away from him, tcary-eyed. “It has eyes, that 
phone. It never rang the whole time you were gone.” 

“Well, maybe I’d better answer.” 

“Oh, you might as well. Every Bathyran in Warsaw knows that 
Andrei Androfski is home on leave.” 

He snatched the phone from the hook. “Is that you, you son of a 
bitch, Brandel?” 

A soft voice answered on the other end. “Of course it’s me, 
Andrei. You’ve been in town for three hours and twenty minutes. 
Are you snubbing your old friends?” 

“Alex, do me something. Go to hell,” he said, and slammed the 
receiver down. The instant he did, he lifted it again and dialed 
Brandel’s number. 

“Andrei?” 

“I’U call you later. Tell the gang I’m anxious to see them.” 
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hope 1 didn*t break anything up. Have a nice time. Good 
Shabes.” 

Andrei walked to the edge of the bed, where Gabriela sulked. He 
leaned over and put his lips into her honey hair, and she closed her 
eyes, reveling in the sensations his touch caused. Andrei went to 
the window and pulled down the shade, plunging the room into 
dusk, and he locked the door. 

“Don’t be angry. Gaby. 1 didn’t know about your place. I would 
have gotten a hotel room. Don’t be angry.’’ 

“I’m not an^y,” she whispered. 

They lay beside each other, luxuriating in teasing and touching 
and ':/hispering. 

Suddenly Gabriela broke into a sweat and she was no longer able 
to control herself. “Oh God, I’ve missed you so!” 

And they fought awkwardly and furiously to get out of their 
clothing. 

The phone rang. 

This time it went unanswered. 


Chapter Five 


Journal Entry 

I think I picked the wrong time to call Andrei. Thank goodness 
his temper goes down as fast as it rises. 

/ talked to hanker friends this evening. Evervonc is frantic to 
convert their securities to American dollars or SmLss and South 
American bonds. Whole estates are being liquidated. 

With the Russian-German alliance a fact ^ the Gentian propagandih 
has gone utterly insane with charges of Polish border violations and 
maltreatment of ethnic Germans. 

Meanwhile., why do we keep a deaf car to England's and France's 
pleadings that we negotiate for help from Russia? Does our General 
Staff really think we can beat the Germans? 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Dr. Paul Bron.ski filled the large brown envelope with a number 
of legal and financial papers. There was a will, insurance policies, a 
variety of securities, some cash in large denominations, and a key 
to his safe-deposit box. Finally a sealed letter. He scrawled the 
words, “In the event of my death,’’ and put the letter in with the 
other papers, wet the flap, and rolled it stuck. 

In the dining room, young Rachel Bronski pranced about the 
table helping the large and rapidly aging Zoshia put the finishing 
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touches on a lush setting. The table was overburdened with heavy 
silverware and gold-rimmed porcelain. 

Rachel touched the flowers in the centerpiece and made them 
just so. 

In his study* Paul Bronski listened to the BBC 

“In an exclusive interview with Polish Marshal Smigly-Rydz* 
Christopher de Monti of the Swiss News Agency, in a story date- 
lined Warsaw, said that the Polish position remains as always — 
no thought of a mutual-aid treaty with the Soviet Union. Later 
BBC contirmed this seemingly unshakable pohcy in a news con- 
ference with Poland’s Foreign Minister Beck. Poland’s adamance 
is viewed as bringing war one step closer.” 

Deborah, putting the finishing touches on herself, entered the 
study. Paul placed the envelope face down, turned off the news, 
and smiled at his wife. In their sixteen years of marriage she had 
never failed to make herself attractive. No man could ask for a 
more perfect mate for his career. 

“You look lovely,” he said. 

“Thank you, dear,” she said. “Paul . . . please try to stay out of 
an argument with Andrei tonight.” 

“Andrei makes that diflicult at times.” 

“Please.” 

“You’ve got my assurance. Get your brother’s.” 

“I think for the children’s sake — ^and — ^well, it should be special 
tonight.” 

The doorbell rang. Rachel answered. “Hello, Chris, come in.” 

“You look more like your mother every day.” 

Rachel blushed. “Momma and Daddy arc in the study. Go on 
in.” 

Paul and Deborah stood and looked at the door as Chris came 
throu^. Then Deborah studiously avoided his eyes. “It’s been a 
long time, Chris,” she said. 

He nodded. Paul shook his hand, and for the moment the fear of 
that first moment of the meeting subsided. 

“Would you excuse me ?” she said. “I’ve got to see to dinner. I’ll 
be back with cocktails.” 

Paul offered Chris a seat, then returned to his desk and loaded 
his pipe. “I’ve been listening to the news,” he said. “I hear you got 
with the old man.” 

“Seems strange keeping this position with the clock running 
out.” 

“Both Russia and Germany have pushed us around for cen- 
turies. There’s actually little to choose between them. Well, the 
hell with it. Chris, we’ve missed you. How have you been?” 

“Running.” 
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Much of the tension in Chris had cased. The warm welcome^ the 
small talk. Either Paul was totally ignorant or expedient. Or he was 
playing some sort of game with great skill. Whatever it was, Paul 
did not want an ugly scene, and that was a relief. 

“Pm leaving tomorrow,’* Paul said abruptly. “Been called up. 
More than likely I’ll be stationed with the surgeon general’s staff 
in Krakow — paper work. Been so long since 1 practised medicine, 
1 begged off line duty for the sake of the army. Works out well, they 
need administrative help.” 

Chris was both glad and sorry at the pronouncement. Nagging 
thoughts buzzed around inside liim. “See here, Paul,” he wanted to 
say, “Deborah and 1 love each other very much, it’s nothing we 
planned . . . just happened. I want you to give her her freedom.” 

The words never found their way beyond nagging thoughts. 
How can you say to a man who is leaving for war, “I want your 
wife. Incidentally, have a nice time at the front” ? 

Why did Paul Bronski have to be such a decent sort ? That’s what 
made it .so damned lousy. Bronski was a wonderful person. And 
any desire Chns had to create a scene suddenly melted. 

“Chris, yovi ana 1 haven’t known each other tremendously long 
as some friendships go. i'ou know how it is. With some people you 
work with them all your life — like myself and Dr. Koenig — and 
never really know them. Another man can walk into a room and in 
ten minutes you become friends — ^rcal friends. I think you and I 
are that kind.” 

“I hope so, Paul.” 

“I’ve been a very lucky man. In addition to my position and my 
family, my father left me a considerable estate which I have been 
able to enlarge.” Paul slid the brown envelope across the desk. 

“If something should happen tu me . . .” he continued. 

“Oh, come now.” 

“Good friends don’t have to make small talk, Chris. Polandr 
doesn’t have a chance, does it?” 

“No — not really,” 

“Even if 1 do get through, which I certainly anticipate, they’re 
going to make it hard on us. With your conuectionj and freedom of 
movement and with the possibility of an occupied Poland, you are 
in the best position of anyone I know to convert my estate into 
Swiss or American holdings.” 

Chris took the envelope and nodded. 

“You’ll find everything in order.” 

“I’ll take care of it right away. I have a friend leaving for Bern 
next week. He can be trusted. Any preference in investments?” 

“German munitions seem like a good bet.” 

They both laughed. 

“My bank is good and conservative. They’ll know the answers,” 
Chris said. 
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*VGood. Well . . . you hold all my fortunes. One more thing. If 
anything should happen to me, I know you will see to it that 
Deborah and the children are taken out of Poland.*’ 

Chris’s mouth went dry. All the rest of it was what one friend 
does for another. But this seemed as though he were willing 
Deborah to him. Chris looked into Paul’s implacable eyes. Reveal- 
ing, yet not revealing. If he really knew, he had carried it quietly. 
He had veiled the pain it must have caused. But isn’t this the way 
Paul Bronski would do things? He was a gentle man as well as a 
shrewd man. Wouldn’t he have thought it out and already forgiven 
both Deborah and him? Or maybe Chris was overdramatizing 
everything. Perhaps Paul did feel their friendship deep enough to 
ask this. 

Nothing Paul said or did gave tlie slightest clue to wh4it was 
really behind his expression. 

Chris folded the envelope and put it in his inside pocket. Deb- 
orah entered with two glasses of sherry for herself and Paul and a 
martini for Chris. 

“You two look so grim.” 

“Chris was explaining the meaning of the news to me, dear.” 

“Rachel is playing the piano. Come on into the parlor.” 

They stood around the piano, Paul obviously glorying in the ex- 
traordinary talent of his daughter. It was the same melody that was 
coming over the radio. 

Chris felt himself back in bed looking at Deborah’s body. 
Paderewski . . . Chopin ... a nocturne . . . 

Deborah lowered her eyes as her daughter’s slender fingers 
danced over the keys. And Chris lowered his. 

Paul looked from one to the other. “Why don’t you play, dear ?” 
he said to his wife. 

She breathed deeply and slipped beside Rachel and look up the 
bass. There they were, Deborah and Rachel, beauty and beauty. 

The mood of the moment was shattered by a bombastic roar at 
the door. Uncle Andrei had arrived'. He had a second round of 
battle with Stephan and this time decided to lift fat old Zoshia off 
the ground and^dance her around the anteroom. 

“Chris!” he roared, belting de Monti in the back so that he lost 
half his martini. 

Gabriela, filled with the weary happiness of love-making, drifted 
in almost unseen behind the roaring Ulan. “Keep playing! Keep 
playing!” ordered Captain Androfski. 

Never known as a man adept in stifling emotions, he greeted 
Paul Bronski in a way that left little doubt of the iciness that existed 
between them. The words they exchanged testified they were 
straining for effect for Deborah’s sake. 

“I hear you’ve been called up, Paul.” 

“Yes, they’re really scraping the bottom of the barrel.” 
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“No,” Andrei retorted, “you’ll do a good job for them. Yjou 
always do a good job.” 

“Why, thank you, brother-in-law.” 

There were “ohs” and “ahs” regarding the beauty of the table 
from Gabriela, Chris, and Paul when dinner was called. Andrei 
looked up and down for something that was not there. He caught 
an angry signal from his sister and only then did he scat iiimself in 
sulking quiet. 

It was a splendid meal, one particularly made to please Andrei. 
During the gefiltc fish and horse-radish the conversation bemoaned 
the state of the theater in Warsaw. The best plays, always French, 
were slow reaching Warsaw this summer because of the crisis. 
Gabrida volunteered that the opera season would suffer too. 
Rachel hoped that the music would not be affected too much, and 
Deborah hoped so too, because if things went weU the conserva- 
tory was going to let Rachel have her debut with a major orchestra. 

The chicken soup was loaded with noodles. They talked about the 
Olympics, Stephan knew almost every statistic, Jesse Owens was 
great — but Uncle Andrei, who played forward on the Polish soccer 
team, was grea^ci ' *'.an Jesse Owens and the rest of the Americans 
put together. Where would Andrei play this year? Depended upon 
his situation with the army. 

Roast chicken, stuffed helsel and noodle and raisin kugel. Chris 
reckoned he hadn’t had a good Jewish meal in months— he was 
glad Paul had talked hiM into coming. Gabriela asked for recipes, 
which Deborah promised to supply by phone next day. Stephan 
got restless. 

Tea and rice pudding. Reflections of the university. Koenig to 
the dean’s chair? Isn’t he mixed up with the Nazis? Well, German 
or not, Franz Koenig was certainly entitled to the post. 

Cognac. Rachel helped Zoshia clear the table. Stephan, who had 
lost all conversation before and after the Olympics discussion, dis- 
appeared. 

And then, with the children gone, world politics. 

All of this conversation, and Andrei Androfski had not uttered a 
word, 

“Chris, Gabriela,” Paul Bronski said, “we have all endured the 
silent wrath of my brother-in-law. Captain Androfski. Fortunately 
it was not great enough to ruin my wife’s cooking. In his behalf I 
wish to ask forgiveness for his bad manners.” 

“1 agree with you. Dr. Bronski,” Gabriela said hastily. “Your 
behavior is shameful, Andrei.” 

Andrei, suddenly exposed, grumbled a low rumble destined to 
increase in volume. “I promised my sister no arguments. 1 keep my 
. promises despite the inconveniences it causes me.” 

“I think it would have been better to argue and get it off your 
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chQst rather than sulk like Stephan and try to make everyone at the 
table as miserable as you/* Paul shot back. 

**You promised, Paul. Stop baiting him/’ Deborah said. 

’’Let Captain Androfski speak before he explodes.” 

’’Paul, you’re leaving in the morning. Let’s not have an argument 
tonight,” Deborah pleaded. 

“Why, dear ? Don’t you want me to remember home as it always 
is?” 

”I am a man of my word,” Andrei said. ‘‘But I also remember 
my home as it always was. Friday night and 1 sit at my sister’s tabic 
and there are no candles or benediction.” 

“Is that what has been bothering you, brother-in-law?” 

“Yes, it is the Sabbath.” 

“We stopped facing east a year ago, Andrei.” 

“Oh, I knew it was coming. 1 didn’t know you could break her 
down so quickly. 1 remember when we lived in the slums on Stawki 
Street. God, we were poor. But we were Jews. And when we moved 
to that fancy neighborhood on Sliska Street and Momma died, 1 
had a sister then who was the head of a Jewish house.” 

“Andrei, let’s stop this here and now,” Deborah said. 

Chris and Gabriela were suddenly trapped in the midst of the 
flying words of a family feud. They looked helplessly at each other 
as Andrei sprang to his feet and slammed his napkin down. 

“Dr. Bronski started this. Not 1. Deborah, 1 sat with Stephan 
and talked to him. He does not even know he is a Jew. What 
happens when he becomes thirteen ? Your only son not given a bar 
mitzvah. I’m glad Momma and Poppa are not alive to see this day.” 

Paul Bronski seemed to be delighted in having opened Andrei 
up. “Deborah and I have been married sixteen years. Isn’t it about 
time you got onto the idea we wish to live our own lives without 
consultation from you?” 

“Paul, I am Andrei Androfski, the only Jewish officer in my 
Ulany regiment. But every man knows who I am and what I am.” 

“1 am Dr. Paul Bronski and they know who 1 am too. Just a 
minute, Andrei. I explored your galloping Zionism. It isn’t my way 
to salvation. It didn’t appeal to me either.” 

“And your name didn’t appeal to you either, did it, Paul? 
Samuel Goldfarb. Son of a Parysowski Place peddler.” 

“You are so right, Andrei. Nothing about Parysowski Place 
appeals to me. Not its poverty or its smells or the weeping and 
wailing, waiting for the Messiah to come. The Jews are the ones 
who have caused their own troubles in Poland, and I want to live 
in my country as an equal, not as an enemy or a stranger.” 

“And does that justify your sittmg on the council of the Students’ 
Union, those dirty little fascists who throw stones through the win- 
dows of Jewish bookseDers?” 

“I didn’t back those actions.” 
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“Nor did you try to stop them. You know why? Well, Fll.tell 
you. You foUow a coward’s path.” 

“How dare you!” Deborah said. 

“It is you who is the coward and not I, Andrei, because I have 
enough courage to say that Judaism means nothing to me and I 
want no part of it. And you go to your holy-roller Zionist meetings 
not believing what you hear, looking for false salvation.” 

The words rained down on Andrei like blows. Paul had struck a 
nerve and his foe turned white and trembled and the room grew 
breathlessly quiet, waiting for that short fuse to sizzle to the bomb. 
But Andrei spoke in a deliberate, trembling rattle. “You are a fool, 
Pauj Bronski. Being a Jew is not a matter of choice. And one sweet 
day soon, I fear, it will crash down on you and destroy all your logic 
and smart talk. God, you’re in for a rude awakening, because you 
are a Jew, whether you want to be or choose to be — or not.” 

“Stop it I” Deborah screamed. “This is my home. You v. ill never 
do this again if you want to set foot m here, nor will you ever see 
Stephan or Rachel. Paul is my husband. You will respect him.” 

Andrei hung his head. “1 — should do something about my 
temper,” he sh.‘ J softly. “I have caused a scene in front of guests. 
Why should I care, really, so long as you arc happy?” 

“I am happy,” Deborah said. 

“It is only . . , Your words— and your eyes do not march to the 
same tune,” 

Andrei walked frop" ih table quickly. 

“Andrei!” Deborah called. “Where arc you going?” 

“To drink. To drink and drink and drink to Dr, Paul Bronski, 
the king of the converts!” 

Deborah started after him. Gabriela quickly stepped from the 
table and blocked her way, “Let him go, Deborah,” she said. “He 
is all wound up like a piece of spring steel from the tension on the 
border. You know Andrei, he will be here tomorrow with apolo-^ 
gies. Let him go.” 

The slam of the front door resounded like a cannon shot 
throughout the house. 

“Chris, keep an eye on him, please,” Gabriela^id. 

Chris nodded and followed without a word. 

When Chris was gone, Deborah sank into her chair, ashen- 
faccd. 

Paul Bronski, feeling contented as a Cheshire cat, soothed, 
“Don’t let him hurt you so, dear.” 

Deborah looked up through tear-filled eyes. “He knew ... he 
knew. And that is what hurts. My husband is going away and I 
wanted to light the candles toni^t like a Jewish mother — and 
Andrei knew.” 

And all the cunning of Paul’s traps slammed in on him in an 
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unexpected and stunning defeat and he sagged and walked toward 
the door. 

“Paul!” Deborah ordered sharply. “»Sce Gabriela home.” 

“No, that’s all right, Deborah. Let’s you and 1 have another cup 
of tea and then I’ll find my rampaging cavalier in an hour or so. 
And don’t you worry about Andrei — 1 am the one who loves him. 
And sometimes, dear Lord, it is almost worth the pain.” 


Chapter Six 


The revolutionary activitiesofFrydctyk Rak had made it increas- 
ingly more dangerous for him to live in a Poland partitioned be- 
tween Russia, Germany, and the Austro-Hungarian Empire. He 
went into a self-imposed exile along with many patriots. In France 
he established him^lf as one of the leading hydi^loctric engineers 
in Europe. 

After the war, in 1918, when Poland had returned to statehood, 
Fryderyk Rak returned to Warsaw with his wife and daughters, 
Regina and Gabriela. The new Poland was filled with urgent needs. 
A hundred years of occupation had left it in a medieval condition. 
Hydroelectric projects were given an urgent priority. Fryderyk Rak 
was one of the few Poles with training and experience to cope with 
the challenge. 

He gained neither great wealth nor fame, but a fair measure of 
each. His most impressive contribution was the part his firm of en- 
gineers played in the building of Gdynia. The Versailles Treaty had 
given new Poland a route to the sea through the Polish Corridor, 
The only port at the time was Danzig, a so-called “free city” 
fraught with political dynamite and lar^ly inhabited by unfriendly 
Germans. Common sense made the building of a Polish seaport a 
necessity and thus Gydnia was created. 

In exile, he had become a rabid skiing enthasiast. With the first 
snowbursts of winter he would pack the Rak family off to the Alps 
His doctor warned him there were slopes for thirty-year-olds and 
slopes for fifty-year-olds, but he indulged in his inbred stubborn 
Polish pride by defying the advice and finding the most dangerous, 
swiftest ways to get down the mountainsides. He died at the age 
of fifty from a heart attack at the bottom of a treacherous run called 
K-94, aptly nicknamed “the butcher,” and left behind him a well- 
endowed widow and her two daughters. 

In her bereavement, Madam P,ak turned to the comfort of her 
only close living relative, a brother in Chicago. She came out of her 
period of mourning weU stocked with suitors of Polish descent and 
saw little reason to return to the old country, never having shared 
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Fryderyk*s passion for it. Regina, the oldest daughter, was a rather 
plain, rather plump girl who was completely content to marry a 
nice Polish boy whose family imported Polish hams and become 
an American housewife with a home in Evanston, within gossiping 
distance of Mother. 

Gabriela, the youngest, was of her father’s breed; independent, 
stubborn, and self-centered. Fryderyk Rak had been a liberal man 
and an indulgent father. Her uncle, however, had taken his position 
as head of the family and protector of his widowed sister and her 
offspring with complete seriousness. He had brought with him 
from Poland much of the old-country traditions of family tyrant. 
Gabriela rebelled. Warsaw and life with Father were her happiest 
mertiories. She received an impressive education from stern nuns 
in expensive and exclusive Catholic girls’ schools, where she prayed 
each night that the Vu-gin Mother would help her get back to 
Warsaw. 

As soon as she was of legal age and came into her part of the in- 
heritance, she made strai^t back. Gabriela ’s mastery of English, 
French, German, and Polish and her American education brought 
her a job with the American Embassy as a teacher. Later she be- 
came a nearly indispensable member of the staff and was the only 
Polish national permitted to worh on classified material. 

The allowance from her father’s estate and her job allowed her 
to enter that upper echelon of society which had made Warsaw the 
Paris of the East. Th'vre was a never-ending circle of culture and 
trivia and romance. Gabriela was an extremely pretty girl. Her 
calendar never lacked for dates. She wa.s a classic Polish beauty 
with white-blond hair and sparkimg blue eyes, but a smaller, petite 
version. 

Like many world travelers, she developed a great degree of 
sophistication, enjoying flirtations and being romanced. Every few 
months there was a proposal of marriage to weigh and discai^. 
Gabriela enjoyed her freedom. She measured her relationships 
with a rather cold-blooded shrewdness. She was content in War- 
saw. This was the place — it always was. She realized that she would 
eventually find the man to go with the place, but life was good and 
she was in no hurry. Her only indiscretion had been a forgivable 
girlhood fling with an instructor whose after-school instructions 
were unforgivable. 

When Gabriela left the Bronski house, she began her search for 
Andrei and Chris at Jerusalem Boulevard, knowing that neither of 
them did any serious drinking south of there. She checked news- 
men’s and Zionists’ hangouts until she picked up their trail. Once 
on the scent, she quickened her search, as they had left their calling 
cards in the form of two medium-sized disturbances and one tiny 
brawl. 
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I^e entered the Bristol Hotel and made straight for the little bar 
inside the entrance of the night club. A new South American band 
was playing the latest tai^os. Tangos were all the rage now. Per- 
haps, Gabriela thought, if Andrei is not too far gone, 1 can bring 
him back here to dance. He is such a lovely dancer when he wants 
to be. 

She adjusted her eyes to the darkness and warded off the advance 
of a lone male in a crisp, authoritative voice. 

“Yes, ma’am,” the bartender said, “they sure were here. Left 
about a half hour ago.” 

“In what condition?” 

“Soused. Mr. de Monti a little worse off than his officer friend.” 

Well, there go my tangos, Gabriela thought. 

“Any idea of where they were going?” 

“Mr. dc Monti usually likes to cap off his benders in the Old 
Town. Says he likes to drink in Polish folklore.” 

Gabriela stopped for a moment in the lobby and stared into the 
ballroom. It was filled with elegant Polish officers in uniform and 
elegant ladies in the latest Paris gowns and bearded, beribboned 
diplomats. It was a high-ceilinged room with dark mahogany 
paneling twisted into ornate gingerbread and herringbone parquet 
floors polished to a dazzle. Floor-to-cciling mirrors alternated with 
floor-to-ceiling tapestries depicting grim Polish heroes on sta- 
tuesque white horses with billowing manes leading determined 
troops into battle. The immense crystal chandelier sparkled, and 
the elegant ladies and gentlemen hopped around the room in a 
counterclockwise circle in step with a lively polka. And when the 
music stopped, the gentlemen bent from the waist and kissed the 
ladies* hands. Some responded with flirtatious eyes from behind 
fans and others by looking off in boredom. 

It was as though Gabriela looked at two different centuries from 
the slinky night club to the grand ballroom. The music faded as she 
walked north to the Old Town. It was balmy out, and the late 
theater- and movie-goers wandered along arm in arm and the 
streetwalkers prowled for business and the droshkas rolled by, 
holding cuddling couples. 

She stopped for a moment on the central bridge and leaned on 
the rail. Far below, the commuter trains loaded up and sped over 
the river to Praga. ,* 

Gabriela hummed the polka to herself and was soon steeped in 
nostalgia. It was on a warm night like this that she had met Andrei 
and it was in a big, brilliant ballroom. Good Lord, Gabriela 
thought, has it been only two years? It seemed hard to recall a life 
between her father’s death and meeting Andrei. Only two years . . . 
only two years. 

The Seventh Ulany Brigade held its annual officet^’ affair at the 
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Europa Hotel. This was the eighth in a line of twenty-six events that 
illuminated the fali and winter season. The Seventh Ulanys hlad a 
particularly long string of great cavalry charges which could trace 
its beginnings back to the hrst king, Casimir the Great, in the 
Middle Ages. Therefore, the Seventh Ulany alfair always brought 
out the cream of Warsaw. 

Gabriela Rak, as 4isuai, was nearly crushed by the overeager 
band of bachelor officers. They were particularly out of step, more 
pompous than the Second and Fourth Ulanys combined, and their 
humor less amusing than that of any regiment of the season. 

At the end of the first hour of violent polkas Gabriela retreated to 
the sanctity of the powder room to rearrange herself for the second 
round. 

Her closest friend, Martha Thompson, wife of her immediate 
superior at the Embassy, had a cigarette with her. Martha was a 
clever woman, a mother of three who retained that particular 
American chic. 

Gabriela was bored. The new season was ci^t grand balls old 
and nothing was in prospect for even a mild flirtation. 

Martha Th^mnson, on the other hand, was unvarnished in her 
enthusiasm. Aren’t lliey all so beautiful in their boots?” she said. 

“Good Lord, Martha, you can’t be serious. I’ve never seen so 
many fishy-eyed officers in a single brigade.” 

“Trouble with you. Gaby, you’ve driven off all the serious con- 
tenders. You’re a pamper od, spoiled httle girl.” 

“I’ve got an abnormal desire to crack some of them over the 
skull when they bow and slobber on my hand.” 

“1 kind of like it. Well, young lady, don’t wake one morning 
and find that the only thing left that’s any good is much married — 
or full of complications. Take a stupid one and tram him your 
way.” 

Gabncla smiled. “Come on, Martha, let’s have another go at it.^ 

She braced for the next onslaught and re-entered the ballroom on 
Martha’s arm. Both of them saw him at the same time. In fact, 
every pair of eyes seemed set on the door as the epitome of a Polish 
cavalry officer. Lieutenant Andrei Androfski, entered. After that 
second of awesome silence, which he sensed, h^ was en^lfed by 
adoring, back-clapping cronies and was soon explaining with 
bravado how he had performed his latest atWetic feat, the winning 
of the light heavyweight wrestling championship of the Polish 
Army. 

“Isn’t he yummy,” Martha said, 

Gabriela was still staring. 

“Who is he?” 

“Forget about him. Gaby. You’re really bucking city hall. No one 
has be^n able to solve him.” 

“So?” 
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“Some say he’s a Tibetan monk who has taken chastity vows. 
Others say he has mistresses stashed all over Warsaw.” 

“Who is he?” 

“Lieutenant Androfski.” 

“The Tarzan of the Ulanys?” 

Martha sighed. “Well, back to my drab old reliable husband.” 

Gabriela took Martha’s elbow. “Have Tommy introduce me to 
Lieutenant Androfski.” 

“Well, well. A new hat at Madam Phoebe’s says you can’t get 
him to see you home.” 

“I’ll meet you there at noon. I know just the one I want.” 

When Thompson introduced Andrei to Gabriela, he neither 
bowed nor kissed her hand. He nodded politely and waited for the 
usual words — “So you’re the famous Andrei Androfski!” 

“1 didn’t catch your name,” Gabriela said. 

A clever opening gambit, Andrei thought. “I know your name. 
Miss Rak. Like so many, 1 am an admirer of the work of your late 
father, so my name is unimportant. You can just snap your fingers 
and say ‘hey you’ and Dl know you are addressing me.” 

It won’t be such a dull evening aftei all, Gabriela thought. 

What a lot of nonsense, Andrei thought, to play Victorian fencing 
games with spoiled brats. 

“I have the next set of dances open, Lieutenant.” 

Brother, he thought, this one doesn’t even play coy. Works 
without a fan. Moving in for the kill already. Well, let’s look it over. 
Pretty little thing all right, a little on the lean side . . . 

“You do dance, Lieutenant?” 

“As a matter of fact. I am an excellent dancer, but frankly I do it 
only as an accommodation.” 

Well ! Does hv know it. 

“If it annoys you so much, why did you bother to come?” 

“My colonel ordered me to come. You see, 1 have covered my 
brigade with glory.” 

Of all the fantastic conceit! 

Gabriela was about to walk off but .saw Martha Thompson out 
of the comer of her eye. Martha was nudging Tommy and snicker- 
ing. The music started. 

“I am certain you won’t have any trouble finding a partner, Miss 
Rak,” Andrei said. “There’s a whole line of stags drooling for you 
over there.” 

As he started his retreat Gabriela impulsively snapped her finger 
and said, “Hey you.” 

Andrei walked toward her slowly, put his arm about her, and 
whisked her onto the dance floor. He was not boasting about his 
prowess as a dancer. Every female eye in the room watched them 
enviously. Gabriela was furious with herself for behaving as she 
knew a thousand girls had done before. But she liked being in his 
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arms. They were nicer than any pair of arms she had been in for a 
year This made her angrier, because he was managing to convey 
the feeling that he would just as soon be dancing with a broom. 

The thought of bringing this egotistical roughnder to heel began 
to delight her. What a wonderful idea to torment him! How lovely 
to end the evening giving Lieutenant Androfski just enough to 
make him plead . . . then slam the door in his face. First, the hat 
from Martha Thompson. 

“I should like you to see me home later,” she said at the end of 
the set of dances. 

Her trap wa^^ swift and complete. When ore is playing the game 
at a .grand ball and one is a Ulan, it would be an unpardonable dis- 
courtesy to reject a lady’s “request.” 

“Perhaps your escort may take exception,” he answered. 

“I came with Mr. Thompson of the American Embassy — and 
Mrs. Thompson. 1 am quite free. Lieutenant — oi is it necessary for 
me to get It in the form of an order from your colonel ?” 

He smiled weakly. “I will be delighted.” 

As the automobiles were being driven up to the entrance, Mr. 
Thompson ^’‘Me. J them a ride. 

“It IS »o nice and balmy out, why don’t we walk, Lieutenant?” 

“lf>ou like.” 

“Good night, Tommy. Good night, Martha, Don’t forget — 
Madam Phoebe’s at noon tomorrow.” 

It was late and the atrL^ts were empty except for a few drunks. 
There was only the sound of their own footsteps and a very distant 
droshka. 

Gabncla stopped suddenly. “1 was terribly silly and rude to 
you,” she said, “and I shouldn’t have forced you to bring me home. 
II vou would see me to a droshka ” 

“Nonsense. I’ll be glad to take you home.” 

“You don’t have to be polite any more — we are off battftf 
limits ” 

“Matter of fact,” Andrei said, “I was a little hit rough on you 
too I really don’t behave like a pompous a.ss. I like you better now 
that I know you work for a living.” 

He offered her his arm, and she took it and* they crossed the 
street. She smelled good and she fell good and he was wonderfully 
aware of her. He whistled softly to hide his feelings. 

“I knew you were trying to anger me,” she said. “1 watched you 
after we danced. You are really very shy and self-conscious, you 
know ” 

“I don’t want to sound as if I’m bragging, but — I guess evervonp 
expects me to act a certain way.” 

“And you don’t really like it, do you?” 

“No, not always. Especially at these dances . . 

“Why?” 



•*Never mind.” 

“No, tell me.” 

“I don’t have very much in common with the people who go to 
grand balls.” 

“A famous Ulan I ike you — all those adoring men and women . . 

“I don’t belong with them.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m not going to spoil your evening with all the serious, com- 
plicated things I am.” 

They walked in silence for the final block. Both of them had 
moved too quickly to that Strang feeling of helplessness at the dis- 
covery that they were suddenly infatuated with each other, and it 
was frightening for them. The game was over for Gabnela. He had 
behaved nicely and she did not wish to play the tease but wanted to 
know more about this man who could be a peacock one moment, 
then sink into boyishness m another. 

Her flat was in a large old mansion on the Square of the Three 
Crosses facing St, Alexander’s Church. She stopped before the 
door and fumbled in her purse for her key and handed it to him. 
Andrei unlocked the door and handed the key back. 

“Good night, Miss Rak,” he said. 

They shook hands. 

“Lieutenant Androfski. 1 was brought up in America, as yc»u 
know, and sometimes we do things a little dilfcrently. Would you 
con.sider me terribly brash if 1 said 1 would like to see you again, 
very soon ?” 

He took his hand from hers slowly and became pitifully and 
awkwardly shy. “I am afraid not. Miss Rak,” he said quickly, and 
turned and walked off. 

Gabriela was stunned at her own words, more stunned at his 
action. She ran up the steps, watery-eyed, confused, and hurt and 
angry. 

A large group of American VIPs were flying in from Paris. It in- 
cluded three congressmen and their wives and an advisory board of 
industrialists for a prospective American loan to build a dam on 
the Warta P.ivcr. 

“We want to help get this loan pushed through,” Thompson said 
to Gabriela. “I’ve got to be away in Krakow when they arrive. Can 
you make up their itinerary and handle them for two days till 1 get 
back?” 

“Anything special you want them to see?” 

“The usual junk around Warsaw. Lunch with the Ambassador, 
press conference, whatever is going at the opera and theater. 
Meanwhile, draw up a list for their reception.” 

“Will do. Don’t worry about a thing.” 

“Here’s all the dope. Look this over. Play it to Congressman 
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Galinowski, big Polish district in Gary. Stay close to Cranebrook; 
he talks too much.” 

“Tommy, the last time we had wives, the Minis'try of Informa- 
tion sent over a real creep to escort them around. Why don’t we 
try someone else?” 

“Like what?” 

Gabricla shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. Why not — well, get one 
of those big Ulany ofTicers. The Seventh UJanys have a dozen real 
charmers who speak English.” 

“Oh, sister,” Thompson mumbled. “He’s already cost me one 
hat.” He flicked the inter-com and spoke through it. “Mildred. 
Call up the commanding general at the Citadel. On that group of 
VIPS coming in day after tomorrow, we’re going to need an escort 
for the wives. Make it important ... big loan to Poland involved. 
Sec if you can get Lieutenant Andrei Androfski — from the Seventh 
IJIanys — placed on detached duty for PR. Have him report to 
Miss Rak.” He flicked off the switch. Gabriela's face was crimson. 
“Just call me Cupid Thompson.” 

If Andrei was livid with rage, which he was, he did nothing to 
show it. He r^'pc'-^-^d to Miss Rak and took his orders with com- 
plete detachment and oozed Polish charm playing escort to the 
three elderly but appreciative American ladies. Andrei even 
managed to hold his temper when one of the ladies discovered he 
was on the national soccer team and insisted he take ofThis boots 
so she could see the np jsc^< s in his calves. 

At the end of the third day he delivered them to their suites and 
reported to Miss Rak at the Embassy. 

“I must say, everyone is commenting on my master stroke of 
public relations. You have made a noble contribution to a dam on 
the Warta PJvcr.” 

“Thank you,” Andrei said stiffly. 

“In fact. Lieutenant, they are so pleased with your company,» 
they particularly asked if you would escort them on a two-day trip 
to Krakow while the committee surveys the proposed dam site.” 

“Miss Rak,” Andrei said, “1 feel I am denying fellow oflicers a 
tremendous experience and wish to share this duty with some 
others ” 

“But they particularly asked for you, Vou do want to see that 
dam on the Warta ?” 

“Miss Rak. To hell with the dam on the Warta. I hurt your pride 
the other night and you have made me cat humble pic. You win, I 
lose. Since I have been taking those — those — nice ladies around 
Warsaw my brigade has lost an important soccer match and my 
horse is dying of loneliness. You will have to find someone else to 
assume this pleasurable duty, because it will take a court-martial to 
bring me back tomorrow.” 

“1 think that is terribly un-Polish of you.” 
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“Will you let me return to my brigade?’* 

Gabriela smiled. “11 you take me home.” 

This time when he handed her the key she walked through the 
door, leaving it open. “Come on up,” she said. 

Andrei followed awkwardly into a small but tastefully and 
lavishly furnished living room. The luxury seemed to add to his 
discomfort. She threw open the french doors and stepped out on 
the balcony overlooking the Square of the Three Crosses. Andrei 
stood near the front door, fiddling with his hat. 

“Close the door and come on in. 1 won’t bite you.” 

As he reached the balcony, Gabriela spun around, her eyes 
ablaze with anger. “You are very right. Lieutenant. 1 have never 
sulk red such humiliation.” 

“You’ve had your revenge.” 

“No. I haven’t.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t make an affair of honor out of this.’* 

“I have never chased a man in my life, nor have I ever been 
rejected.” 

“My, what an angry little terrier you are.” 

“I made it obvious that I found you attractive. I would like to 
know exactly why you delight ui making me feel like some sort of 
cheap trollop.” 

“I told you. I don’t like places like the grand ballroom of the 
Bristol — or here. 1 don’t belong here.” 

“You must certainly know that with a wink of your eye you 
could obtain the family fortunes of every eligible spinster in 
Warsaw.” 

“I have no desire to be anything but what I am,” 

“And what are you ?” 

“I am a Jew. I am not inclined to do the things necessary to reach 
a position I don’t covet in the first place. To be sure. I'm one of 
those good Jew boys. I can throw a javelin farther and jump a 
horse higher than almost any man in Poland. So, you sec, there's a 
gentlemen’s agreement in the Ulanys not to mention publicly my 
tainted ancestry.” 

“Is that any reason to treat me as you did?” 

“Miss Rak, I don’t know how advanced your American educa- 
tion was, but in Poland it is the general consensus we use nice ten- 
der young Catholic girls like you for sacrificial offerings.” 

Gabriela walked back into the living room and braced herself 
against a lamp table and blew a long, deep breath. “Well, I asked 
for it. I owe you an apology. At least my pride has been served, I 
thoueht you disliked me.” 

“Not at all 1 ilk"* vou very much.” 

“I fnd'Tn^rith that la ver of bluster you are a very sensitive man.” 

“T'n engaged m serious work. I only serve half time in the army.” 

“W'haf kind of work?” 
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“You wouldn’t be interested.** 

“I think I would.” 

“I am a Zionist.” 

“Oh yes. I’ve heard something about it. Redemption of Palestine 
or something like that.” 

“Yes, something like that.” 

“Don’t be so touchy. What do you do?” 

“I’m an organizer and on the executive board of an organization 
called the Bathyrans.” 

“Battiyrans? What an odd name.” 

“It was a group of Jewish warriors sent out by Herod to defend 
against infiltrators. . . . Look, this doesn’t interest you.” 

“fjut it does. And what do your Bathyrans do?” 

“We follow certain principles of Zionism, which tells us we must 
re-cstablish our ancient homeland in Palestine, and we run an 
orphanage and have a farm outside Warsaw. On the farm we train 
youngsters in the redcdication to the land. When we are able to 
raise enough money, we buy a piece of land in Palestine and send 
off a new group to start a colony.” 

“Why on earth would you do that?” 

Andrei’s patience snapped. “Because, Miss Rak, the Polish 

people have not allowed us to o>^n or farm land and ” He 

stopped short and lowered his voice. “Let’s stop this. You don’t 
give a damn about Zionism and I feci like a fool here.” 

“I am trying to be fnen^'^ly.” 

“Miss Rak, between Jerusalem Boulevard and Stawki Street 
over three hundred thousand people live in a world you know 
nothing about. Your high and mighty writers call it the ‘Black 
Continent.’ It happens to be my v/orld.'* 

He put on his hat and walked toward the door. 

“Lieutenant. All this — why docs all this mean that we can’t be 
friends?” *4 

Andrei walked toward her slowly. “What do you want from me ? 

I am not interested in a romance.'* 

“Really . . .” 

“Stop this silly damned game. I am a poor man, but I don’t mind 
it in the least because I am doing something that makes me happy. 

I am and never will be anything you consider important. As far as 
anything in common, we may as well be living on different planets.” 

Gabriela’s voice trembled. “I don’t know why 1 let you get me so 
angry. You are very presumptuous. Try to be friendly with some- 
one, and immediately they’ve got illusions of grandeur.” 

“I know exactly what's going on in that shrewd little mind of 
yours and FU tell you how presumptuous 1 am. If you annoy me 
again I am going to rip every stitch of clothing off your body and I 
am going to make love to you in exactly the way you know I can.” 

She was small, but her slap was mighty. 
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Andrei lifted her in his arms. ‘‘Scream and 1*11 blacken both your 
eyes,” he said. 

Gabriela too terrified to know whether he was bluffing or 
not. He walked in the bedroom to the big canopied, satin-covered 
t^d. 

“On second thought,” he said, “go out and get a little more flesh 
on you. You're too skinny for me to trouble with.” He flung her on 
the bed and left. 

“Did he do that!” Martha Thompson exclaimed. 

Gabriela nodded and poured tea and sliced the apple cake. 

“So what did you do ?” 

“Do? Nothing. I was absolutely terrified. You can imagine.” 

Martha sipped her tea, nibbled on the cake, and sighed. “Oh 
dear, why doesn’t something like that ever happen to me?” 

Suddenly Gabriela pulled out a handkerchief, turned her face, 
and began to smtfle. “Why, Gabriela Rak, I’ve never seen you 
cry. 

“1 don’t know what’s gotten into me lately. I’ve been so jumpy 
since I’ve met him. All someone has tc do is look at me sideways 
and I start to cry.” And she bawled. “No one has ever been able 
to get me so angry,” she sobbed unevenly. “He’s conceited and 
detestable. Oh God, I hate him!” 

Martha sat alongside her on the couch and offered a sympathetic 
shoulder. 

“I hate him!” 

“Sure you do,” Martha comforted, “sure you do.” 

Gabriela pulled away and brought herself under control. “I am 
behaving like a fool.” 

“Welcome to this world of fools. You took a long time joining 
us, but you’re making up for it all at once. You’ve had this coming 
to you, Gabriela. You’ve been running the show all your life.” 

“He’s a complete opposite of everythmg I’ve ever known. Like a 
stranger from a foreign land.” 

“You know what your old Aunt Martha always said. Ibe only 
good ones are either much married or full of complications.” 

“Complications! The terrible part of it is that I’m scared to death 
of being snubbed again. I’ve done just about everything but throw 
myself at his feet, and that. I’ll never do.” 

“You’re going to have to. Alternative, have Tommy send you to 
Krakow for a long trip.” 

Gabnela shook her head slowly. “I didn’t think anything so 
simple could be so painful. 1 want to see him so badly 1 could burst. 
1 just don’t know what to do.” 

“Well, honey, no matter what this Lieutenant Androfski is, one 
thing is for certain. He is a man.” 
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Andrei was stretched out on his bed» his feet propped up on the 
iron bedstead. He stared blankly at the ceiling, ignoring Alexander 
Brandel, who was fishing through papers at the old round table in 
the center of the room. 

“I am against appointing Brayloff to edit the paper. He is in- 
clined to lean too much toward the Revisionists’ point of view. 
What do you think, Andrei?” 

Andrei grunted. 

“Ideally, Ervin Rosenblum would be perfect. However, we 
can’t pay him what he is earning on the outside. Maybe, if we could 
use Ervin in an advisory capacity ... I’ll talk to him. Now, Andrei, 
about the Lodz Chapter— you’re going to have to give their prob- 
lems your attention ri^t away.” Alexander stopped. “I’m maybe 
talking to the wall tonight? You haven’t heard a thing I’ve said.” 

Andrei spun off the bed, shoved his hands in his pockets, and 
leaned against the wall. “I heard, I heard.” 

“So what do you think?” 

“To hell with Brayloff, to hell with Ervin Rosenblum, to hell 
with the Lodz Chapter. To hell with the whole goddamned Zionist 
movement!” 

“So now thci* you 've made your great proclamation, maybe you 
might teU me what is eating you up. You have been uncivilized for 
a week.” 

“I’ve been thinking. Maybe I’ll stay in the army.” 

Alexander Brandel nr»ufilod his shock at the pronouncement. 
“Fine,” he said. “I’ll predict you’li be the first Jew to become Polish 
Chief of Staff.” 

“I’m not joking. Alex. Here I am, twenty-six years old, and what 
ami? Fighting for a cause that’s all but hopeless. Putting on a big 
front all the time . . . working the clock out . . . hving in rooms 
like this . . . Maylie I’m cra^ for not taking the one chance I’ll ever 
have to really be something. I walked today. I walked and 
thought. I walked around Stawki Street where I lived when I was a 
boy, and it scared me a little — maybe that’s where I’ll end up when 
all this is over. And I walked to the Avenue of the Marshals and 
Jenisdlem Boulevard. That’s where I could be if I set my mind to 
it.” 

“And while you were walking, did you walk along the Square of 
the Three Crosses and past the American Embassy?” 

Andrei turned around angrily. 

“Thompson at the Embassy called me up and invited me to 
lunch today. It seems there is a young lady there almost as miser- 
able as you are.” 

“God Almighty! Can’t I even have a broken heart in privacy?” 

“Not if you’re Andrei Androfski.” 

“I don’t want a lecture about Jewish boys and shikses** 

Alex shrugged. “If a shikse was good enough for Moses, a shikse 
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is good enough for Androfski. I know all the things you are think- 
ing now. Why am 1 here? Why am 1 beating my brains out doing 
this? But if you are able to believe in Zionism the same way some 
of the priests and nuns believe in Catholicism and the same way the 
Hassidim believe in Judaism, then you will find the ultimate re- 
ward of peace of mind greater than any sacrifice.” 

Andrei knew the words came from a man who could have gained 
great recognition and economic reward had he not chosen the path 
of Zionism. Somehow, Alex did not seem to be giving anything up. 
If only he could believe in Zionism like that. 

“Andrei, you stand for something to all of us. We love you.” 

“So I will lower myself in the eyes of my friends and 1 will hurt 
them by taking up with a Catholic girl.” 

“I said we love you. The only way you could ever hurt your true 
friends is by hurting yourself.” 

“Do me a favor and go home, Alex.” 

Alexander Brandel put all his papeis together and stuffed them 
into his battered brief case. He stuck his cap on his head and 
wrapped the mulflei, which he wore summer or winter, about his 
neck, and walked to the door. 

“Alex!” 

“Yes?” 

“Tm sorry. I’ll — be off duty in a week. Til take that trip to Lodz 
right away. Maybe I should also swing around the country and 
see the chapters in Lublin and Lemberg.” 

“That may be a good idea,” Alex said. 

After Alex had left, Andrei poured himself a half glass of vodka, 
downed it in a single swallow, and took up a caged pacing of the 
confines of the room. 

He stopped and wound up his record player. A scratchy sonata 
struggled its way flatly out of the sound head. He turned oil the 
lights except the one over the table in the center of the room and 
walked to his books. He took a book of Hayim Nachman Bialik, 
the prince of poets of Zionism. 

“This is the last generation of Jews which will live in bondage 
and the first which will live in freedom,” Bialik had written 

He was in no mood for Bialik. Another book. One filled with 
fury. ‘In Dubious Battle’ by John Steinbeck, his favorite author; 
and Milton’s lines explaining it all. 

Innumerable force of Spirits armed. 

That durst dislike his reign, and, me preferring. 

His utmost power with adverse power opposed. 

In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven 

And shook his throne. What though the field be lost ? 

All is not lost — the unconquerable will, 

The study of revenge, immortal hate. 
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And coura^ never to submit or yield; 

And what is else not to be overcome? 

Andrei filled his glass again. Now there was a man who under- 
stood, he thought. Milton knew of fighting for lost causes. In 
dubious battle . . . His battle . . . 

There was a soft, almost imperceptible knock on the door. 

“Come in, it’s open.” 

Gabriela Rak stood in the doorway. Andrei seized the edge of 
the table, daring not to move or speak. She walked across the room 
into the shadow of the books. “1 thou^t 1 would take a walk north 
from Jerusalem Boulevard. I am intrigued by these three hundred 
and fifty thousand people from the Black Continent.” Her fingers 
ran over the backs of the books. “I see you read in Russian and 
English as well as Polish. What is this here, this odd script 7 It must 
be Yiddish, or Hebrew maybe ? A. D. Gordon. They have a volume 
of A. D. Gordon at the Embassy library. Let me see now. ‘Physical 
labor is the basis of human existence ... it is spiritually necessary, 
and nature is the basis of culture, man’s elevated creation. How- 
ever, to avoid r iplf ‘iiation, the soil must not be the property of an 
individual.’ How is that for my first lesson in Zionism?” 

“What are you doing here?” An-Jrei croaked. 

She leaned against the books and stiffened, her eyes closed and 
her teeth clenched, and tears fell down her cheeks. “Lieutenant 
Androfski. lam twenty Ihr cyeai'sold. lam not a virgin. My father 
left me a considerable endowment. What else would you care to 
know about me?” 

Andrei's hand pawed helplessly around the table. At last his fist 
smashed down on it. “Why don't you leave me alone ?'* 

“1 don’t know what has happened to me and I don’t seem to 
care. As you can see, I’m throwing myself at your feet. I beg you, 
don't send me away.’' 

She turned and wept uncontrollably. 

And she felt his hand on her shoulder, and it was gentle. 
“Gabiiela , , . Gabriela , , .” 

From that moment when she was consumed by his great and 
wonderful power, all the things she had coni.dercd important to 
her way of life ceased to be important. 

Gabriela knew with no uncertainty that there had never been 
nor ever would be again a man like Andrei Androfski. Those 
things which society and its religions and philosophies and 
economies had imposed upon them as great barriers came crumb- 
ling down. Gabriela had been a selfish woman. She suddenly 
found herself able to give with a power of giving that she did not 
realize she possessed. 

For to her, Andrei was like David of the Bible. He was at one 
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time all that was strong and all that was weak in a single man. 

He had within him the power to snulT out a life in an angry fit. 
Yet there had never been a man who could touch her with such a 
gentleness. 

He was a giant who lived his life for a single ideal. He was a 
helpless boy who became confused or pouted or angered at a 
seeming trifle. 

He was a symbol of strength to his friends. He would get roaring 
drunk when the frustrations became too diflicult. 

But with him there were moments of electric flaring of emo- 
tions. There were moments of hurt and pain deeper than any she 
had known except at the death of her father. There were the great 
expectations fulfilled with the sensuous thrills of pure physical 
pleasure. 

To her friends it seemed that her willingness to become the 
mistress of a Jewish pauper was a terrible calamity. For Gabncla, 
the things she surrendered seemed insignificant and indeed no 
sacrifice for loving a man who made her happier than she had ever 
been in her life. 

Little by little she divorced herself from the treadmill about 
which she centered her activities. Gabricla accepted the hard fact 
that her affair with Andrei might never be resolved in a marriage. 
She understood that she must never step on the dangerous ground 
of tampering with his work. She knew he would not be changed 
over to any of her images. Andrei was Andrei, and she had to take 
him and everything he was as he was. 

Andrei had at last met in Gabricla Rak a woman who could 
match him fury for fury, passion for passion, anger for anger. She 
often flared into those stubborn streaks of pride which would be 
resolved only when he humbled himself or blurted an awkward 
apology. He sat quietly and took without a whimper the wrath of 
her anger when he had been out on a binge. He instinctively knew 
when to back down from a conflict. For his reward he found 
moments he had never known. Moments when she felt his depres- 
sion and frustrations over the failures in his work. In those mo- 
ments she was able to reach him with compassion as he had never 
been reached before. 

He knew he had tamed a wild mare, but one who always kept 
that streak of rebellion. Gabriela demanded her religious identity. 
He insisted that she not completely withdraw from all those things 
which had been her life, and he took many of her friends as his. 

And they discovered that they had as many things in common 
as they once believed had kept them apart. They shared a mutual 
love of music and books and theater. On occasion he would admit 
he enjoyed dancing with her. 

Gabriela did not strain herself for acceptance among his friends 
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but entered part of his strange world and found those closest to 
him took to her with sincerity. 

His trips around Poland and his leaves from the army always 
brought him home to days and nights of love-making which never 
weaned or slackened in intensity. 

Only two years ago, Gabriela thought. Only two years since I 
met my Andrei. She watched from the bridge as the last commuter 
tram left for Praga, then walked north again in pursuit of Andrei 
and Christopher dc Monti. 


Chapter jcven 


Pukier’s ancient Wine Cellar in the Old Town was submerged in 
noises and smoke and smells. The immense casks leaked age-old 
wines, which blended with the smells of ales and cheeses. 1 he voices 
of rowdy hob'**nK..> were .somewhat bulfered by thousands of 
bottler, lining the walls. A' lid the uproar, a trio of gypsy musicians 
inched their way frf>m table to table. 

The gypsies sioptKd and hovered over the table, determined to 
cnfcrtaiTi Andrei and Chris, AiidrH emptied his mug, belched, and 
put a com on the table ihv violinist snatched it and downbeated 
the accordionist and ar* unwashed tamborinc-rattlmg female 
vocalist. 

“Jesus Christ,” Christopher de Monti mumbled, “Jesus Chiist. 
Even the gypsies play Chopin.” 

“Chopin V- a national hero. Chopin gives us courage!” 

“Oh balls! Me w'as a tubercular little w'art sha ked up with a 
cigar-smokmg French whore who cashed in on Polish misery ” 

“Is that nice?” 

The w'ailress fought her way to their table, slung down a pair of 
plates, a loaf of dark rye bread, and a small ham, along with more 
vodka. 

The gypsies played “O Sole Mio.” 

“Christ, that’s worse than Chopin,” Chris said. 

Andrei gulped down half a pint of vodka and wiped his mouth 
with the back of his sleeve. 

“Let us not digress from our conversation ” he said. “The 
Germans attack, wc will counterattack, naturally. My steed, 
Batorv, and I will be the first tw'o into Berlin.” 

C hris weaved and focused on the ham. He raised his fork, 
aimed, and plunged it deeply. “This is Poland,” he announced. He 
picked up a knife and cut the ham in two. “One slice goes to Ger- 
many. ’Nothcr slice goes to Russia. No more Poland. AU gone. 
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Andrei, tell them goddamn gypsies to blow. So anyhow, all your 
goddamn poets will write tired sonnets about the good old days 
when the noblemen kicked the piss out of the peasants and the 
peasants kicked the piss out of the Jews. Then! Some half-assed 
piano player will play benefit concerts to the Poles in Chicago. Ail 
Chopin concerts. And in a hundred years everybody will say— 
Jesus Christ, let’s put Poland back together — ^we’re sick of hearing 
Chopin concerts. And in a hundred and two years, the Russians 
and the Germans will start up again.” 

Andrei belched again. Chris tried to continue his lecture, but hi.s 
elbow kept slipping from the table each time he tried to point to 
Russian Poland. The violin cried. And when a gypsy violin cried in 
Fukier’s, men cried too. “Chris, my dear friend,” sniffed Andrei, 
“take my sister away from that no-good bastard Bronski.’ 

Chris hung his head. “Don’t mention a lady’s name in a bar, sir. 
Goddamn broad.” 

Andrei’s sympathetic hand fell on Chris’s shoulder. “Damned 
broad,” he agreed. 

Andrei emptied, then refilled his mug. “Hitler’s bluffing.” 

“Hell he is.” 

“He’s scared of our counterattack.” 

“Counterattack, my butt.” Chris’s fist struck the table. He 
spread it clean, shoving bottles and plates and glasses into one 
corner. “This table is Poland.” 

“I though the ham was Poland.” 

“The ham is Poland A, This is Poland B, Sec the table, stupid? 
See how nice and flat it is? Perfect for tanks. 1 he Germans have 
them. They got big ones, little ones, fast ones, heavy ones. Tried 
and tested in Spain. That General Staff of yours had any sense, 
they’d pull back now.” 

“Pull back !” the Ulany officer cried in horror. 

“Pull back, I said. Blunt the first German thrust on the Warta 
River. Then drop everything in back of the Vistula and make your 
stand.” 

“Back of the Vistula! You dare insinuate we give up Silesia and 
Warsaw?” 

“Hell yes. Thdy’ll take it anyhow. Chopin or no Chopin. If you 
can hold a Vistula line for three or four months, the British and 
French will have to start something on the western front.” 

“Oh, big strategist, dc Monti — big strategist!” 

“Just common sense and vodka.” 

Gabriela crossed into the cobblestone square of Stare Miastro, 
the Old Town. It was surrounded on four sides by perfectly pre- 
served five-story medieval houses that formed the showplace of 
Warsaw. The historical relics of Poland’s glory were preserved in 
authentic settings. Madam Curie v/as properly revered in a mus- 
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eun% and shops selling cut glass and national products made it a 
well-conceived tourist trap as weU as a heartstone of Polish 
sentiment. 

At the far end of the square, Gabricla could hear the noise from 
Fukier’s. She walked in and looked around. 

There they were, Chris and Andrei, their elbows on the table, 
their hands clasped, Indian wrestling. The mob had gathered 
around them, placing bets and rooting them on, Christopher de 
Monti was deceptively powerful, a carryover from his basketball 
days. It was he who was pressing Andrei’s wrist down slowly. 
Andrei was humiliated, as befitted a Ulany officer in a contest with 
a mere mortal. As Chris poured his strength into his hand and 
pressed downward, a roar went up from the crowd and the odds 
shifted quickly. Andrei’s face turned first red, then purple with 
strain, and the veins fairly leaped out of his neck. 

Their wrists quivered. 

Suddenly the innumerable pints of vodka caught up with Chris. 
He was unable to make the final pin. Andrei, sensing the weakness 
of his opponent, called on the reserve strength of a great athlete, 
and Chris Wnicd. 

Utter silence gripped he mob as Andrei came inching hack from 
the brink of defeat. The sweat rolled down Chris’s face as he tried 
to fight off the inevitable. He collapsed. Andrei made the kill with 
such speed and power tha^ Chns was thrown right out of his chair 
and went sprawling iiito liic spectators. 

The Ulany officer stood up, wavering, and raised both ai ms over 
his head to receive his deserved accolades, then bent dowai to help 
his victim to his feet. Bloody, but unbowed, Chris's hand lashed 
out, caught Andrei by the heel of his shiny boot, and sent him 
crashing to the floor. They both lay on their backs, convulsed with 
laughter. 

“What in the devil are you doing down there!” she demanded? 

“Whadda think I’m doing?” Andrei said. “I’m trying to get this 
drunken slob home.” 

“It stinks in here,” Andrei said. 

“1 told you it was painted. Now be careful and don’t touch 
anything. It’s still wet.” 

Andrei spilled the unconscious Clu is on Gabricla’s sofa. He 
landed with a thud, his legs awry. 

“You don’t have to be so rough,” she admonished. She knelt 
down and unlaced ChrLs’s shoes. “Take off his coat and tie. He’s so 
drunk, he’s liable to choke.” 

Chris blurted out something about flat tables and Polish hams as 
Andrei fought him out of his clothing. Gabriela placed a pillow 
beneath his head, covered him with a blanket, and dimmed the 
lights. 
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Andrei hovered over him. “Poor Chris. Do you see the way he 
and Deborah steal looks at each other ? As if they arc both going 
to die of broken hearts. Poor Chris.** 

“Get in there,” Gabriela ordered. 

He stag^red into the bedroom, flopped on the edge of the bed, 
and held liis face in his hands. 

“rve got to do something about my temper,” he mumbled. 
Andrei then berated himself roundly, but it was a monotone 
soliloquy heard only by himself. Gabriela entered with a large mug 
of steaming black coffee. 

Andrei’s head dangled with shame. “Fm a son of a bitch,” he 
said. 

“Oh, shut up and drink this.” 

He stole a guilty look at Gabriela. “Gaby . . . baby . . . please 
don’t bawl me out . . . please, baby.” 

She took his cap off, unbuttoned his tunic, and wrestled his boots 
off. Andrei had reached that stage of drunkenness where words are 
thick but thoughts brilliantly clear. The coffee gave him a sudden 
resurgence. He looked up at his little Gabriela. She was so lovely. 

“I don’t know why you pul up with me,” he said. 

She knelt before him and lay her head on his lap. Even in this 
state, hjs hands touched her hair with amazing tenderness. 

“Are you all right, dear? Can we talk?’' she asked. 

“Yes.” 

“When you've gone away in the past two years, a week to 
Krakow, or a week to Bialystok, or a week or two on maneuvers, 
it was never really too bad because I was always able to live for that 
moment I knew you would come storming up the stairs into my 
arms. But now you’ve been on regular duty — you’ve been gone 
nearly twp months. Andrei, 1 almost died. At the Embassy wc 
know hov/ bad things really are. Andrei . . . please marry me.” 

He struggled to his feet, holding one of the four fall posters. 
“Maybe you’ll hate me the way you hate Paul Bronski for giving 
up his beliefs, but you mean more to me than being a Catholic does, 
and I’ll give it up and I’ll light the candles for you on your Sabbath 
and I'll try to be all the things ” 

“No, Gaby . . . no. No . . . I’d never ask you to do that.” 

“I know how much you mean to other women. I can sec the way 
they look at you. If you were angry with me and should go away 
for a night or two, I swear I’ll never question you or make a 
scene.” 

“You make sccne.s now. You’d make scenes if we were married. 
Maybe I wouldn’t love you if you didn’t make scenes. Dear . . . 
I . . .” 

“What, Andrei?” 

“I have never said this to you, but it would be the proudest thing 
m mv life if I were able to take you as my wife. It is only 1 . . . 
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tel] myself a hundred tunes a day that it is not true It will not 
happen. But Chris is right Poland is going to be conquered God 
knows what the Germans will do to us. The one thing you don’t 
need now is a Jewish husband ” 

Andrei’s words and their meaning were absolutely clear. “1 see,” 
she said, deflated. 

“God damn it all. God damn everything ” Andrei had that lost 
look about him that moved Gabriela to forget her own desires, for 
he was floundenng and in trouble and needed her. 

“What did Paul Bronski say to you tonight that brought all this 
on ?” she asked 

“That bastard*” 

“What did he say to hurt you so?” 

Andrei sucked in a deep breath and reeled to the window, where 
he stared into the darkness “He called me a phony Zionist — and 
he IS right ” 

“How can you sav that*?” 

“No, he’s right, he’s nght ” 

He tried to ir his shrouded thoughts He looked for Gabncla 
through blec»rv eyes She seemed far awav and out ol toeus. 
“You’ve never been oii Stawki Street where the poor 3e\vs Iwc I 
can sec the garbage on the streets and smell it and hear the iron- 
nnimed wheels of the teamster wagons on the cobblestones It was 
a kind of stink and h’^inbation that drove Paul Bronsl i out of 
there Who c«n really blame him ?’' 

Gabncla listened with terrible awe as the drunken outpoor in- 
creased Since she lud known Andrei he had never spot en a word 
of his bo>hofid 

‘Like ail Jews, we lived tlrough economic bo\cotts, and blood 
nols by the s line students Paul Bronski le ids My lather — >ou saw 
his picture?” 

“Yes ” 

“lust another one of those bearded old religious Jews nobody 
understands , . sold chickens My father never got angry, even 
when they threw stones through his windows He always said. ‘Evil 
will destroy itself ’ You don’t know the Krasinski Gardens — nice 
Polish girls don’t go there It’s at the north end, where the poor 
people go on Saturday to look at trees and eat hard-boiled eggs and 
onions and pass gas while thetr kids fall into the fishponds 1 had 
to deliver chief ens for my father to the Bristol and Furopa I’d cut 
through the Krasinski Gardens The gangs of froy im hung out there 
waiting for us little Jew boys E\cry time the> beat me up and 
stole my chickens we’d have to eat boiled potatoes for a week I 
would ask my father, ‘Daddy, how long is it going to take for evil 
to destroy itself?’ And all he would answer was, ‘Run from the 
goyim^ run from the goyim ’ 

“One day 1 was making my delivenes. I had a pal from the cheder 
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—that’s our parochial school. Funny, I don’t even remember his 
name. But 1 can sec his face so plain. He was skinny — half my size. 
Wc crossed Krasinski Square, and the goytm trapped us ripht in 
front of their goddamned cathedral. I started to run. But this kid — 
wish I could remember his name — he grabbed me and made me set 
the chickens down in back of us. 

“Funny, not running. When the first one came to me I hit him. 
I could whip most of the kids in my neighborhood, but I never 
thought of hitting a goy. He went down to the pavement — he got 
up mad, his nose was busted. I hit him again, and he went down 
again and just lay there and moaned — and 1 turned and looked at 
the rest of them, and they backed up and I kept walking forward 
and I ran at them and they ran away! I caught another one and 
beat the hell out of him. Me! Andrei Androtski fioni Stawki Slrea 
had beaten up two goytni." 

An<l he dropped from the elation of the memory of triumph back 
to his drunkenness. “That's w hy I’m a phony Zionist, ^Jaby ] hate 
that damned Zionist farm. I don’t want in spend m> hie in little 
bare rooms over union halls Bronski knows this —I'm not going to 
sit m my damned swamp in Palestine.” 

“Then why, Andrei — why?” 

“Because m the Bathyrans I have a dozen, two do/cn f r icnds who 
are together with me So long as we hang together, one can steal 
our chickens. All I want. Gaby, is to be able to live without run- 
ning ” 

Spent and weary, Andrei lay back on the bed slowly. “1 forced 
them to make me a Ulany officer. I, Andrei Andiofski, a Zionist 
leader, made them male me a Ulany ofiiccr. But I can feci their 
eyes on my back. Jew, they say to themselves— Jcv/ But they do 
not say it to my face, ...” 

“Slihh' darling You are not fighting now.” 

“Gaby I’m so tired So tired of battling tor eveiyonc, I am tjred 
of being the great Andrei Androfski.” 

“It’s all right, dear, /ou rest now.” 

She dimmed the lights and lay f^csidc him and soothed him 
until he fell into.a fitful thrashing sleep. 

What IS the best Sehora ** 

My baby will learn Torah, 

Scforim he will write for me, 

And a pious Jew he’ll always be. 

Momma’s song. Momma’.s lullaby Andrei blinked hiscycs open. 
His fingers felt the pillow. There was a bad taste in his mouth. 

What is the best Sehora? 

My baby will learn Torah . . . 
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Andrei sat up quickly. He shook his fuzzy head. Oabriela awoke 
the instant Andrei did, but she lay motionless and watched him 
swing his legs to the floor, weave his way into his tunic and walk 
out of the french doors and stand on the balcony. A quiet, sleeping 
Warsaw was before him. 

Seforim he will write for me. 

And a pious Jew he'll always be. 

“Poppa,” Andrei whispered. “Poppa.” 

Israel Androfski stood before him His black coat stained and 
threadbare. His silver-and-black beard ungroomed because of 
weariness, and his eyes half closed with the strain of the hard life 
etched into face and posture. 

Andrei could smell the poverty of Stawki Street. 

“In cheder you will learn to find comfort in the Torah and the 
Talmud and the Midrash. You go to school tomorrow to begin 
your swim in the Sea of Talmud and gather the wisdoms which 
will give you the strength and understanding to Jive as a good and 
pious man ur life.” 

Little Andrei bahbk 1 his excitement in Yiddish, eager to start 
his training in one of Warsaw’s six hundred Jewish schools. 

Rabbi Gewirt? stood warming his hands on the Tireless stove in 
a dingy room before a handful of shivering students, 

“You sec. Kinder^ we Jews have been in Diaspora since the 
destruction of the Second Temple and the great dispersion nearly 
two thousand years ago. , . .” 

... In the Crimea during the Byzantine era, the Khazars, a war- 
like people, adopted Judaism, but in the tenth century the K bazars 
were defeated and dispersed by the Russians much as the Jew s were 
driven from the Holy Land, liie Russians swept them out and ih-Ji 
have never been heard of since, and theii empire was consoiidateo 
under Christianity of the Greek Orthodox leaning. 

Jews suffered maltreatment during the years of their dispersion 
m all countries of their dispersion from massacres to expulsions. 
The fever of Jew baiting heightened to a new, level during the 
Spanish Inquisition, when torture and bestiality were aS common 
as daily prayer. 

In the Dark Ages the Jews were blamed for the Black Plague 
and for witchcraft and for ritual murder. 

But it was the Crusaders under the flag of Holy Purification and 
in the name of God w'ho set out to kill every Jew in Furope. The 
massacres became so bloody that wave after wave of Jew s fled fi om 
the fountainhead of butchery in Bohemia to the newly emerging 
kingdom of Poland. 

Here the Jews were welcomed and this was their real beginning, 
along with the beginning of Poland itself. Jews were needed, for 
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there was no middle class between the landed gentry and the 
peasants. The Jews brought with them their arts, crafts, trades, pro- 
fessions, and ability as merchants. 

“And how was cheder today, Andrei?” 

‘The boys tease me because they say Andrei Androfski is not a 
Jewish name.” 

“Aha! Well, it is a very Jewish name. It appears all down our 
family line. Our family were very old in Franco before they emi- 
grated to Poland during the Crusade*’..” 

“Poppa, why must you and Rabbi Gewirtz talk so much about 
history? I want to know about things happening today. Why do 
we spend so much time in the past ?” 

“Why ?” Israel Androfski thrust his finger skyward and rcfniatcd 
an old Hebrew phrase. “Know from where you come. Before >ou 
know who you arc and w^here you are going, you must know liom 
where you come.” 

And so Andrei learned that a series of Polish kings granted a 
number of charters guaranteeing religious freedom and protection 
to the Jews soon after their arrival in Poland from Bf»hemia. 

However, this condition of security was short-lived, and not long 
after their arrival there opened a sordid, almost thousand-year 
parade of oppression against the .lews wliich ni;vei slopf>:d Imt 
only varied in intensity from time to time 

It began as the P^oman Church grew in power and cons^»lidated 
its position as the state religion. The Jesuits of Posen and Krakow 
triggered Middle Age riots against the Jews, persisting in the 
spreading of lies about ritual murder libels. 

The Jesuits received help from immigrant Germans who were 
the competition with the Jews in commerce. With Church help 
they managed to obtain a Jew’s tax, expulsion from competitive 
crafts and trades and professions. The feudal pans kept Jews from 
owning or farming land. 

And so to Poland came the honor of creating one of the world’s 
first ghettos, an enforced separation of the Jews froni the rest of the 
citizens by walling and locking them in. 

Banned from participation in national life and from participa- 
tion in the normal economic life, they were compelled to be a 
breed apart. 

In their ghettos, limited in their means of livelihood, the Jews 
began their long tradition of self-rule and self-help. Banded to- 
gether without choice, they intensified their studic*^ of the Holy 
Books to find the answers to the thousand-year-old dilemma. 

“Wc are like a bird,” Rabbi Gewirtz said. “We are a long way 
from home and we cannot fly that far, so we circle and circle and 
circle. Now and again we light upon a branch of a tree to rest, but 
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before we can build our nest we are driven away and must fly 
again— aimlessly in our circle . . 

Polish Jews turned bitter against their homeland The Poles used 
the very dilfercnce which they had forced on the Jews to prove 
Jews wer»- not like other people Tlie Jews had no identity as Poles. 
They spoke Yiddish, a language carried from Bohemia They 
cruted their own culture and liteiafure apart from the masses 
around them 

In 1649 the grcifrst ealamit/ anee the falls of the Temples 
crirlicd the Jews of Poliiid ^ ^^rsiek^of the Ukraine aided by the 
Tartars, staged a revolt against the feudal par of Poland In the 
of gory, savage fighting, thr- Co»s leks became obsessed with 
the idea of staying »wery Jew in Poland, the Ulrame, and the 
Bailies, iiid rivers of Jewish blood ‘purted from thf swift-areing, 
111. sing f os'acl saber. In the frenzy to kill, thf Cossacks often 
buried Jewish babies alive 

And, like tlif Arab world after the Mongol invasions, the Jews 
of Pol ind n< vtr recovered from the t" id* ma ler^s 

f4iinib-d from *he butchery, they < nteii d an era of desperation 
and "ought va^ of the P ng blarl- n'ght through their Holy 
Bool s 

The enP r»f ther abala snowballed The ^ abvdi, a study of mv" tic 
me inirigj of thr Holy Bool A'dst night b/rabili.tir rabbi who 
pn idled th< /ohar and thf Buol of ^ t itif>n TTuoupii rrvptic 
numerolrjgy and Iny*'^es tii« y sough" to oven ome the suHering of 
daily life by finding hidden meanings in the Bible 
Along with the ribali p cime a paradf of false me^siah^* Self- 
deel ired mt .siahs prodaimed themselves the anointed leader to 
tale fh< h w"' bad to the Hfily Land A d^si'Kirate, anguished 
pefiple di posed of reason and floded bf hind them 

Kingnf th» fraud"' wa ,S ihbUaiZvi,aTurl ish le v, who through 
dist^aliorr of the r abala *‘pro\f d ’ him.< If tht Mi ""sian Throurh-'^ 
out tiv world of dijprrsed lewrv the elder and the rihhr liom 
Am U rd im to Salf>mk i, fiom F.i v to Pans, argued the \aliditv of 
Sabt»it ii//rsf|mm. It w the Poll ,h Jew r> who arose drowning 
logic with the maddened hope that he eould lead them to c’-cape 
A crushing delusion Sahbalai Zvi was eonv« fttd to Islam and 
bccami a Mohammedan to escape the wrath ot theTurl i.h sultan 
lacfjb I rani , a Bohemian rabbi, rcl.t the tires after Sibbatn s 
di ath in Albania, but the I nnl ist sect earned out sex orgies md 
deluserniMits of the Holy Law . In the end. Jar ob F lanl was con- 
verted to ^ atholieism 

And all of the false messia!i% fell, and the lew' of Pol ind smk 
deeper into a muck of despondency From the depths v»f their 
despair emerged the Hassidim Israel Baal Shem Tov ci upted w iih 
yet another new cult which captured the imagination of tlie en- 
slaved Jews m their ghetto dungeons, 
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The Hassidim detached themselves from the world of daily 
tribulation and. reality through frenzied prayer that transcended 
the pain about them. Wild! Leaping! Screanung! Moaning! The 
joy of prayer! 

“Poppa! I don’t want to be a tailor or a chicken seller!*’ Andrei 
cried, “i don’t want to be a Hassid! I want to be like other people 
in Warsaw.’* 

Israel Androfski’s face saddened. He stroked his son’s curly 
bush of hair. “My boy >^t 11 not be a chicken seller. You will be a 
great Talmudic scholar.’’ 

“No, Poppa, no. I don’t want to go to cheder any more!” 

His father raised his hand in anger, but the slap never came, for 
Israel Androfski was too gentle a man. He looked at the burning 
in his son’s eyes with puzzlement. 

“I want to be a soldier — a soldier like Berek Joselowicz,” Andrei 
whispered. 

Poland, partitioned, at constant war with Germany and Russia, 
ceased to exist as a state time and again in her long and bloody 
history. At the end of the 1700s she was again in the throes of one 
of her numerous rebellions, this time against the Russian Tsar on 
the cast and the King of Pnissia on the west. Desperate for man- 
power, the Poles allowed Berek Joselowicz, a Jew of Vilna, and 
Josef Aronwicz to organize a Jewish brigade, a radical departure 
from past principle. Five hundred of them took the field in the 
defense of Warsaw, Twenty of them survived. With the precedent 
set, the Jews answered the call to arms in Poland’s rebellions 
against Russia in 1830 and 1 863, but as Russia gobbled Poland and 
the state disappeared from the face of the earth, a huge land ghcuo 
was forrtied called the Jewish Pale of Settlement. Beyond the Pale, 
no Jew could travel or live. 

And through the 1800s the web of economic strangulation, boy- 
cott, excessive taxation, and bestial pogroms continued. M urdt r of 
Jews was supported by the Tsar and overlooked by the Russian 
Orthodox Church, The Jews were driven into a position of mass 
destitution. 

A few fumbling calls for reforms were heard, but the voices were 
far softer than the gangs of roving Jew killers. 

And a new generation in the Pale emerged unsatisfied to con- 
tinue Jewish existence as it had been through the black centuries. 
The new generation could not find peace in the cabala or the wild 
prayer of the Hassidim, nor would they follow false messiahs. To 
them, the old ideas had failed, and during the mid- 1 800s dynamic 
new ideas swept the ghettos of the Pale. Young Jews formed self- 
defense committees to protect the ^etto against the pogroms as 
they began to emulate the soldier Berek Joselowicz! 
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Then came the Lovers of Zion, the first practical move to or- 
ganize colonies in the Holy Land. 

The thousand religious groups, led by their rabbis, fought the 
new radicals who departed from traditional Jewish living, but the 
brush fires ran wild and each nev/ pogrom made the desire for free- 
dom more intense. Writers, dreamers, angry young men threw off 
the shackles of the past. 

Theodor Herzl molded the hundred different ideas of a thousand 
years into a simple paper called “The Jewish Slate,” setting forth 
the credo that the Jews would never reach a status of equality until 
the re-establishment of their ancient homeland was achieved. 

Hcrzl was hailed as a new messiah by some, was scorned as a 
new Sabbatai Zvi by others, but the father of modern Zionism had 
planted the seed of the nev/ tree of hope for the Jews of the Pale. 

As anti-Jewish riots spread over Europe at the end of the cen- 
tury, the urgency of Zionism heightened. 

It was into this world of pogrom and flaming new ideas that 
Israel Androfski was born at close of the century. World War I 
brought freedom redcclare the state of Poland behind the legions 
of Pilsud«-ki, Israel Androfski and most ot Poland*s Jews listened 
to the v/ords and ideals ol Pilsudski and believed that after nineteen 
hundred years their emancipation had come. The Socialists and 
idealists rallied all of Poland behind him. 

. . . And then Mp‘uh;l Pil-.iidski abandoned the Jews and 
peasant:, and the workers of Poland to attain dictatorship w ith the 
age-old power; of the feudal gentry, the colonels' clique, and the 
Church behind him. . , . 

To the Jews, another shattering disillusion as riots and unfair 
taxation and trade restrictions heightened against them. 

“Andrei! Wdial is! You carrying rocks in >our pockets an*:^ 
fighting i'(iyim in ICrasinski Gardens?” 

“Poppa, they started it. They attacked me when w'e began our 
deliveries.” 

“1 told you to run from the^f7.Ww.” 

“I will not run.” 

“God help me ! God help me for a son like this. You listen to me. 
You will go to synagogue and pray and you will be a good Jew'!” 

They accepted Andrei outside the .Jewish area U'causc he cc»uld 
pit hi.s strength against them and win. Hut behind his back he 
knew he was ahvays “the Jew.” Alw'ays the Jew, no matter what he 
attained. Always the wall between them. Never able to be ac- 
cepted . . . what he craved the most eluded him. 

“I have decided to join the Zionists, Poppa.” 

“Those radicals! My son, my son. You have not been to 
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synagogue for six months. You are now twenty years of age and 
you have not found out yet that the price of being a Jew calls for 
patience and prayer and acceptance of your position.’* 

*‘1*11 never accept it. Oh, Poppa, 1 cannot find what 1 want in 
the Talmud. I must look for myself. . . .*’ 

“Andrei,** Alexander Brandel said. “You must accept the com- 
mission in the Ulany. Do you realize what it means to aU of us to 
have one of our boys, a Zionist, a Ulany officer? It has never hap- 
pened. And pray God you’ll make the Polish soccer team for the 
Olympics in Berlin. Andrei ... do it for us.’* 

“If they would only accept me ... as ... not some sort of a 
freak!’* 

“I know, Andrei, how hard It is to carry this battle for us, but 
your back is strong and we need you.** 

“We are like a bird a long way from home, circling aimlessly . . . 
looking for a place to light and build a nest. But as soon as we 
cry we are driven from the tree and we must circle again. . . .** 

Israel Androfski lay on his deathbed and rasped to his bereaved 
boy, "‘And have you won your great battle for acceptance? 
Andrei , , . return to a good Jewish life before it is too late. . , ,** 

What is best Sehora? 

My baby wiD learn I’orah, 

Sefonm he mil write for me. 

And a pious Jew he’ll always be. 

“Know from where you came.*’ 

Dawn cast an ugly gray light on Warsaw. Andrei’s heavy eyes 
blinked at the sharpening outlines of the rooftops. He felt the 
presence of someone behind him. 

“It IS very chilly. You’d better come inside,’* Gabncla said 


Chapter Eight 


Journal Entry 

We are within an inch of war. 

The Polish delegation arrived in Berlin for last-minute talks hut 
are without authority to make direct negotiations. It is the consensus 
that Hitler doesn^t really want to negotiate. His pact with Russia 
puts the Soviet army on the shelf for the time beings and no one is 
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under the illusion that France and England are going to do very 
much if Germany attacks us 

I was finally able to get hold of Andrei. Ana Grinspan came up 
from Krakow^ so we will be able to hold an executive meeting later 
this morning. 

ALEXAJ^EF BRANDEL 

Throughout Warsav/ tx-lls pealed They pealed from the towers 
of large and small churches and the cathedral They pealed from 
St Antoine’s and St. Anne’s and from the Carmelites' and from 
Notre Dame and the Donruniean and Franciscan churches and St 
Casif/iir’s and the Jesuit^’ and from the Holy Cross where Chopin s 
heart is kept in a little blael^ box near the altar. 

Warsaw is filled with churches, and all their bells pealed. For it 
was Sunday 

A smattering of white sails billowed on the Vistula River to test 
out the first biisV latc-suinmer breeze, and bathers and sunneis 
packed the shore of the tH-ach at Praga Pari- 
T he Poniato>‘'<*Vj Bridge and the Kierbcdzia Bridge bur Vied with 
the heavy traii'c to and <rom Piagi a* relatives exchanged visits 
Beneath *hf Poniatow ,1* j Bridgt ^ as the Solec district And this 
was filled with the odor of freshly droppr d hor^e dung, as most of 
the teamsters lived in Solec and stabled thf ir horses in the court- 
y irds alongside their ho 

In the winding step beneath the bridee in Solec the police in* 
Ni'stigated the 1 nifing of a weli-f nrrwn whore However, the usu il 
smuggling, mugginv, fencing, pro,titution, pickpocketing, gam- 
bling, and thiev me which made the Snlce the Solec had decreased, 
for rno>t ol the //hurts and hoodlum j were in chureli 
All of Christian Warsaw, twr» thirds of its population, piously 
promenaded in and out * >t church T he day before, Jew rh Wars iw, 
thi* other third, had piously promtn ided in and out of •'ynagogue. 

It wa> a pleasant day As Ciabncla drc»sed lor Mds< shi could 
See be>orid her balcony mtu the square and along the Aleja 
Ujazdowsfa, where the elegant promenaded The men cut fa^^ti- 
dious hgure** with their homburgs and canes and spats and pm 
stripe^’, and there were (he dashing army cTicme, and women 
elegant m Pans hats and Pans drcs'>es and fur pieces 
The new riefi paraded along Jerusalem Boulevard and the grand 
Avenut of the Marshals 

The hopeful young lovers and the soldiers of the rani- and their 
girb promenaded up and down N»'w World Street, loof ing long- 
ingly into the barred ohopwindows 
The visitors fiom the country flooded the Old Town Square to 
saturate themselves with Polish lore. 

The neither rich nor poor filled the Saxony Gardens And, since 
the supcr-nationalistic marshal, Pilsudski, had died, the crowds 
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were allowed to spill into and examine the wonders of his personal 
botanical gardens in the Lazienki around his Belvedere Palace. 

In the Old Town, boys took photographs of their girls posing on 
the medieval walls. 

And the poor people went to the Krasinski Gardens to look at 
trees and grass and eat hard-boiled eggs and onions and pull their 
children out of the lake. 

Amid squirting fountains and palaces and church bells, Warsaw 
promenaded and little girls in knee-length white stockings and 
bows and pigtails walked before parents who felt rather saintly 
after their visit to the holy domains and little boys ran after the h ttle 
girls and pulled their pigtails. 

In the middle of the broad sidewalks, life centeied about the 
circular-shaped concrete billboard structures upon which hand- 
bills were posted announcing cultural events, news, bargains, and 
Irene Dunne movies. 

The monuments of Pilsudski riding his horse, Stefan riding his 
horse, Casirair riding his horSe, Poniatowski riding his horse, and 
Chopin merely standing were smothered with fresh-cut flowers in 
the Polish tradition of reverence to her heroes. 

Over Pilsudski Square, Warsaw’s ground for political and mili- 
tary rallies, stood eleven massive columns forming an entrance to 
the Saxony Gardens, and in its center the etern^ flame to the 
unknown soldier. This, too, was surrounded with cut flowers. 

After church the rich went to the swanky Bruhl House and ate 
ices and sipped tea after their hour with God, and the poor stared 
at them from the street through the long, low windows. The rich 
did not seem to mind. 

Not all of Warsaw was so reverent. 

The Jews had celebrated their Sabbath a day earlier, and while 
their Christian brethren purged their sins the Jews quietly circum- 
vented the stringent blue laws. The center of Jewish gangsterism 
on Wolynska Street smuggled and thieved, the textile workshops 
on Gensia bartered for raw material, and the stores of the building- 
materials owners that lined Grzybow Square could be opened with 
the proper combination of knocks. 

In the mixed Christian and Jewish quarters of the smart Sienna 
and Zlota streets, Jewish professionals and businessmen let their 
neighbors know they were good Poles and joined in the promenad- 
ing. 

And the bells pealed. 

Everything seemed quite in place for a Sunday in Warsaw. That 
is, if you did not go near the tension-filled ministries or the rumor- 
riddled lobbies of the Polonia and Bristol and Europa. Or if you 
were not among those who stopped before the President’s Palace 
and watched and waited for word of a miracle which was not 
coming. Or if you were not in your home before the radios bring- 
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ing in voices from the BBC and Berlin and America and Moscow. 

For under the normalcy, everyone seemed to know that the bells 
of Warsaw could well be sounding the death kneU of Poland. 

The meeting of the Bathyran Council was held in the flat of its 
general secretary, Alexander Brandel. Hjs place faced the Great 
Synagogue on Tlomatskie Street and was conveniently near the 
Writers’ Club, which was the meeting place of the journalists, 
actors, writers, artists, and intellectuals who admitted they were 
Jewish. The Jewish journalists, actors, writers, artists, and intel- 
lectuals who did not admit they were Jewish met in another club a 
few blocks away. 

A dozen routine matters, left unresolved during Andrei’s ab- 
sence, were dispensed with, then the discussion turned to what they 
should do in the event of war. 

“War will bring us to terrible times,’’ Alex said, “I do not think 
it is too premature to set up on an emergency footing. Perhaps even 
think about what we will do, God forbid, if the Germans come.’’ 

Ana Grinspan, the liaison secretary, was up first. “The very first 
thing we sho\!a is close rapt.s as never before. We must estab- 
lish a system of commii lications ijctween all our chapters in case 
of German occupation.” 

Andrei was looking wistfully out of the window. When Ana 
hegan to talk, he turned and looked at her. She was still very attrac- 
tive, he thought. She Kad b :cn his girl before Gahnela. Funny, she 
is a lot like Gahnela. Ana was twenty-five and very Polish in 
appearance. She lived in Krakow and was from an upper-middle- 
class family. Most half Jews went to one of two excesses — an 
abnormal hate of their Jevdshness or the embracing of it with an 
abnormal passion. When Ana discovered her father's Jewishness 
she became a rabid Zionist. It was this obsession that cooled Andrei 
towards her. There arc timer, when a woman must be a v/oman anvl< 
to hell with Zionism, It’s too much to hear it going to bed and 
waking up. At any rate, their parting was completely civilized. 

Ana spoke for ten minutes. No arguments about her point of 
view. Unity forever. 

Tolek Altcrman w'as on his feet. Dear God, 'please don’t let 
Toick get wound up, Andrei thought. But lolck was wound up. 
He was distinguished by a head of bushy hair, a leather jacket, and 
a leftish point of view. Tolek w'as the manager cjf the Bathyran 
training farm outside Warsaw. He had been to Palestine with a 
Poale Zion group and, like all of those who had been to Palestine, 
he had a holy arrogance about it. “We who have actually been 
there” was one of his favorite and most-used phrases to press an 
argument. 

“Wafer no war,” Tolek was chanting loudly, “wc are banded 
together because of mutual belief in a set of principles.” 
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Now, Andrei thought, he*U ask us what those principles are. 

“And what those principles?” Tolek said. “They are the 
principles of 2Lionism. Poland and Russia are the wcllsprings of 
Zionism because of the desire of our people for a homeland after 
centuries of persecution.” 

Oh, for Christ sake, Tolek — we know why we are Zionists. 

“To remain Zionists, we must continue to function as Zionists.” 

He's snaking into his weird traps of logic. 

“The farm is living Zionism. We must continue to keep the farm 
going and to train our people for then: eventual goals — war or no 
war.” 

Tolek then shifted into second gear. There was no denying that 
he had done a great job as manager of the farm. Before he took 
over, Andrei thought we couldn’t grow weeds. Since then we've 
trained three groups of youngsters and they’ve established success- 
ful colonies in Palestine. If only he wasn't so flushed with his sacred 
mission. 

“Having been there myself . . Tolek said. 

Talk, talk, talk, talk. 

Now It was Susan Gcller’s turn to talk. “The Bathyraii Orphan- 
age in Zoliborz is one of the finest in Poland. We take care of two 
hundred youngsters. All of them are prospective colonists lor 
Palestine. War wiU bring us more orphans. Nothing on eaith is 
more important than our children. . . 

Tolek wants his farm, Susan wants her orphanage. Ana wants 
unity forever. Each one argues for his own self-interest. Well, 
Ervin is yawning. Good old Ervin Rosenblum. Our secretary for 
infoimation and education hasn't anything to say, thank God. 
Rosy is a social Zionist; he joined us looking tor intellectual 
companyr-mostly Susan Geller's, I wonder il they’ll evrr get 
married. 

Did 1 tell Styka about Batory’s left fiont hoof? It wa.s a httle 
tender after the last patrol. I’m certain I told him to have the 
veterinarian look Batory over. Maybe I didn’t. My leave came so 
suddenly. 

“So, what do you think, Andrei?” Alexander said. 

“What?” 

“I said — don’t you want to add your opinion?” 

“Sure. If the Germans come, we go into the forests and fight/’ 

Tolek Alterman’s bushy hair flopped as he thrust a finger up and 
said that Andrei had no restraint. Andrei didn’t care to argue today 
— not with Tolek or Ana or Susan or Ervin or Alexander. 

“Who can make plans? Who the heU knows what’s going to 
happen!” Andrei said. 

Alexander Brandel stepped in quickly and with his great gift for 
mediation averted the clash of philosophy spurred on by the gush- 
ing rivers of words. He pronounced a few well-chosen, all-con- 
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elusive benedictions about the great wisdom of Zionism in which 
everyone’s point of view was vindicated, and the meeting broke up 
on a note of unity, unity forever. 

When they were al' gone, Andrei remained in the home of his 
closest friend. He and Wolf Brandel, Alex’s sixtecn-ycar-old son, 
engaged in a chess match while Alex worked at his desk. 

“As a cavalry officer, I shall show you how to use your horses,” 
Andrei said, moving his knight against Wolf’s bishop. 

Young Wolf lopped the horse off. Andrei scratched his head. It 
was no disgrace to lose, for the boy was a chess wizard. 

Alex looked over from his desk. “Wolf tells me you commit your 
horse to battle without proper support. You are a bad olficer, 
Andrei.” 

“Hah . . . today, schmcndrick, you arc going to get a lesson.” 

The mild and graying Brandel smiled and went back to his 
papers. Being general secretary of an organization w'lth twenty 
thousand memliers and a hundred thousand sympathizers kept 
him busy night and day. Administrator, fund raiser, recruiter. He 
was overseer of the orphanage, the training farm, and the publica- 
tion Kol Bathyrati- Voice of Baihyran. 

More than anything, Alexander Brandel was the philosopher of 
pure Zionism. 

There were many typos of Zionism, each with its own variants. 
Alexander Brandel said th'^^re was a different typo of Zionism for 
everv Jew. 

The largest single philosophy, Labor Zionism, emerged from 
Poland and Russia after terrible massacres of the Jews at the turn 
of the century. Labor Zionism called for self-sacrifice by a dedi- 
cated Jewish labor force as the key to the redemption of Palestine. 

The second of the major philosophies was that of the revisionists 
or activists. These were angry men whose mold demanded rciri- 
buti(m. Often super-nationalistic and military-minded, ihcy'^^ 
wanted the injustices of anti-Semitism atoned by “an eye for an 
eye.” From the ranks of the revisionists came many of the terrorists 
who fought British rule in the Palestine Mandate. 

Alexander Brandcl’s Bathyraas, formed by small group of 
intellectuals, were a third group. Their concept was Zionist purity. 
They believed in a single principle: the establishment of a Jewish 
homeland was a historic necessity, as proved by two thousand 
years of persecution. 

Wliile the other groups agreed that the Bathyrans indeed had 
idealism to spare, it was impossible to put ideology into practical 
use without dogma. 

Brandel countered charges that the Bathyrans were an antiseptic 
social club by taking the best of all the ideas and putting them into 
practice while being bound by none of them. He did not agree with 
the restrictions on the individual demanded by the Labor Zionists, 
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nor did he belieye in the dedication to force of the Revisionists as 
a complete answer. Some force and some restrictions — ^yes, but not 
completely. 

When he had quit his job as an instructor of history at the 
university to assume leadership of the Bathyrans, the group was 
struggling and floundering. From chaos he developed concepts 
and philosophies which brought it into respect. 

He lived in abstraction in his personal life. His income was al- 
ways modest, his person disorganized in a scholar’s absent- 
minded way. The light always burned late in the Brandel flat, for 
even beyond duty to the Bathyrans, Alexander Brandel was a 
Polish historian of note. 

Wolf knocked off Andrei’s second horse when Sylvia, Alex’s 
wife, came in with a pot of tea and some cookies. She was six 
months pregnant and starting to show very much. Bathyran humor 
had it that Alex had come home only twice in sixteen years and 
both times made Sylvia pre^ant. 

She was the personification of the “good Jewish girl.” Plain, 
pretty with dark and plumpish features, she was sharp in mind and 
the clever homemaker who created ideal conditions which allowed 
Alex to pursue his work. 

To Sylvia, a Zionist from birth, Alex had achieved the pinnacle 
of accomplishment for a Jewish man. He was a writer and teacher 
and historian. Nothing could be greater than that. She had at- 
tended her first Labor Zionist meeting in her mother’s arms before 
she could walk and she was completely dedicated to her husband’s 
work. She never complained that they were poor or that he was 
gone half the time. 

In his own lackadaisical way Alex loved Sylvia very much. 
Almost as much as she loved him. 

Alex thrived on work. Only once in a while did he seem to need 
the comfort of a warm bed and his woman’s arms and soothing 
voice. While the world revolved around him in has^e and anger 
and frustration, he never seemed to vary his pace, never raised his 
voice, never panicked, never seemed torn by those inner conflicts 
of other men. 

Alexander Brandel had achieved that state of heaven on earth 
which is called peace of mind. 

It seemed paradoxical and almost humorous that it was the team 
of Brandel and Androfski that made the Bathyrans go. Andrei was 
fifteen years Alex’s junior and his opposite in temper and outlook. 
Andrei was an activist in thinking. Yet they recognized in each 
other a particular strength the other lacked. The symbol of strength 
. . . the symbol of mind. 

“You and Gabriela will stay for dinner,” Sylvia said. 

“If you don’t go to any trouble.” 

“What’s trouble? Wolf, the minute you are through with that 
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game, you practice your flute. Money for flute lessons doesn’t 
grow on trees.” \ 

“Yes, Momma.” 

“Andrei, it’s a good thing your niece Rachel goes to the same 
conservatory. He would never practice a note.” 

Andrei shot a glance at Wolf, who reddened. 

So ! he thought. Y ou are one of those schmendneks looking over 
Rachael. 

Wolf licked his lips, lowered his eyes, and made a move. 

Andrei studied the boy. Gawky, a few straggling hairs on his 
chin, pimples . . . What could Rachael possibly see in that thing? 
Not a man, certainly, but on the other hand not quite a boy, 
Known him since he was a baby. He is a good lad. He will respect 
Rachael ... I think. 

“Your move.” 

Andrei made an atrocious play. 

“Checkmate,” Wolf said. 

Andrei glared at the board for three full minutes. “Go practice 
your flute.” 

He stretcheo and yawiv^d and meandered over to Alex, who w’as 
writing in a large notebook. 

“What’s this?” Andrei said, lifting the book and thumbing 
through It. 

“Just a journal of cv.nh Fulfilling my natural aiJling as a nosy 
person.” 

“What do you cxp<xt to do with diaries at your age?” 

“1 don’t know it it has any use. Just a wild guess, Andrei, that it 
might have some importance someday.” 

Andrei put brandel’s journal back on the desk and shrugged. 
“It will never take the place of the Seventh Ularv Brigade.” 

“I wouldn’t tie too certain of that,” Alex said. “ Truth used at the ! 
right time can be a weapon worth a thousand armies.” 

“Alex, you’re a dreamer.” 

Alex watched Andrei grow restless. He was really the only per- 
son with whom Andrei could spi^k from the inner reaches of his 
mind. Alex pushed his papers aside, took a bottle of vodka from 
his desk, and poured two glasses, a small one for himself and a 
large one for Andrei. 

Andrei took the glass and said, ^"Le^chayim ! — to life.” 

“You were quiet at the meeting today,” Alex said. 

“The rest of them did enough talking for me.” 

“Andrei, I’ve seen you so unhappy only once before. Two years 
ago, B.G. — before Gabncla. You’ve had an argument?” 

“I always have arguments with her.” 

“Where is she?” 

“In the church most likely, lighting candles and asking forgive- 
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ness of Jesus, Mary, the Apostles, and forty Polish saints for living 
in sin with a Je^.” 

“It’s the coming war, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, it’s the war and it’s Gabricla. There are things that a man 
wants answered before he goes out on a battlefield.” 

“We talked about these things today for three hours. You 
weren’t with us.” 

Andrei sipped his vodka and shook his head. “I am a bad Jew, 
Alex. I am not a Jew my father would have been proud of, may 
God rest his soul.” 

Andrei walked to the wmdow and pulled the curtain back and 
pointed to the great symbol of eastern Europe’s Jewry, the 
TIomatskie Synagogue. “My father could find comfort for any 
problem in the words of the Torah.” 

“But, Andrei, that is why we are Bathyrans and Labor Zionists 
and Revisionists. We could not find comfort in the Torah alone.” 

“That IS the point, Alex. I am not even a good Zionist.” 

“My goodness, who’s been talking to you?” 

“Paul Bronski. He sees right through me. I am a phony Zionist. 
Alex, now listen to me. I’m not a disciple of A. D. Gordon and that 
crap of love of the soil. I don’t want to go to Palestine, now or ever. 
Warsaw is my city, not Tel Aviv or Jerusalem. I am a Polish officer 
and this is my country.” 

“You told me once very plainly that you don’t want anyone to 
steal your chickens. Isn’t that Zionism? Aren’t we merely m a 
struggle for dignity?” 

“In dubious battle,” Andrei mumbled. Then he sat and his voice 
became very soft. “I want to live in Poland and I want to be a part 
of this country as though I belong. But at the same lime I want to 
be what I am. I cannot accept Paul Bronski’s terms of giving up 
what 1 am. I have wanted to run to the synagogue and believe with 
my father’s faith. 1 want to believe in Zionism as you believe.” 

Alexander Brandel tightened the muffler around Ins neck. He 
lifted his glass, revealing a big suede patch on his elbow. 

“Did you ever read my article when I tried to explain the ana- 
tomy of anti-Semitism in Poland ? Never mind, it was a bad article.” 
He closed his eyes to intensify his meditation and recited, “All of 
Poland is divided into three classes. The peasant class, the gentry — 
those who aim to keep them peasants — and the Jews. Ninety-five 
per cent Ukrainia and five per cent Paris with a few ethnic groups 
thrown in to make eternal trouble on our eastern and western 
borders We Jews came to Poland at the invitation of a Polish king 
in the Middle Ages fleeing ahead of the holy swords of purification 
of the Crusades. We came to establish their merchant and profes- 
sional class.” 

“Well said. Professor.” 

“Andrei, take that poor miserable peasant scratching out an 

68 



existence on the land. He is driven to mysticism in his worship in 
order to justify being able to live in a world he cannot cope with. 
Now, he has a Jew in his village. The Jew is not allowed to own 
land, so the Jew makes magic with his hands. The Jew can sew, 
mend shoes . . . The Jew can read. The Jew reads something in that 
mysterious script and keeps rituals that frightens the peasant. Or 
perhaps the Jew becomes the grain merchant. He has to use his wit 
and cunning to live. He may lend money — this makes him despic- 
able. But what the peasant really does not understand is the Jew 
who pushes a cart and sells secondhand clothing in order to send 
his son through college. Now, our peasant goes out once a week to 
the t-'wn and he is very frustrated and confused and he gets drunk. 
He must hit someone, explode this accumulation of frustration. 
He cannot hit the nobleman who owns his land and steals half his 
crop as rent, so he beats up the little Jew who cannot fight back. 
The nobleman tells him that the Jew who lends the money and is 
the grain merchant and uses human blood in his rituals has brought 
him to this state of poverty. He is a victim of Jewish cunning. Now, 
our nobleman, who robs the peasant blind, does not give them 
education or *jea.i.'ne or justice, also hates the Jew who is his doc- 
tor or lawyer or architetv: or hanker. We are the convenient scape- 
goat for the serfs and the ones who aim to keep them as serfs.” 

Andrei grunted. “Wanting to be a Pole in your own land is as 
futile as wanting to be a Jew in your own land. I am not allowed 
the luxury of either.” 

He looked out of the window and saw Gahriela walking toward 
the flat. At least there is another night with her before 1 must go 
back, Andrei thought. At least tlierc is that. 


Chapter Nine 


The divine feeling which gripped Warsaw on Sunday was, un- 
fortunately, not able to call a truce, to hold back those hands of 
fate moving toward the twelfth hour. TTie ministries, the war 
offices, and the newsrooms were open for business. 

Chris turned the bureau over to Rosy and walked to the Foreign 
Ministry to check out any late announcements in the crisis. 

For the moment it was quiet. 

He left and, instead of returning to the Bristol, continued past 
the tall columns of the eternal flame on Pilsudski Square and on 
into the Saxony Gardens. The Sunday strollers and lazcrs filled the 
benches and paths. He passed the big wooden theater which an- 
nounced the final production of the summer season. New show 
next week« Chris thought, all German cast. Chris stopped before 
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the lake, checked his watch, and found an empty bench. The warm 
sun and the glidrng swans added to the serenity. He closed his eyes a 
moment and rub^d his temple. He was queazy and had a slight 
headache as a result of his binge with Andrei the night before. 
Lucky Andrei will be going back, he thought, as one more drinking 
bout with the pride of the Ulanys would do him in. 

Deborah appeared down the path. She lookcd^around for him, 
but he did not signal. For a moment he wanted only to gaze on her. 
Each time he saw her it was the same as the first. She waved and 
sat beside him and he quietly took her hand. For a long time they 
did not speak, nor did they hear the swirl of foot tralhc around 
them or the sounds of giggling from the lake where a soldier 
stopped rowing his boat and nearly tipped it climbing back to his 
girl, nor did they hear the swans flutter indignantly to get out of the 
boat’s way. 

“I came as soon as I could get away,” Deborah said at last 

“Why wouldn’t you come to my apartment?” 

Deborah merely shook her head. “Chris,” she sighed, “what we 
have been doing has never been right. Only now it seems even 
more wrong with Paul away.” 

“It’s seemed so long. Just listening for you every minute.” 

“You know I wanted to come,” she said. Her fingers betrayed 
her nervousness so badly that she withdrew her hand. 

“J’m going off tomorrow,” Chris said. 

She was startled. 

“Just a few days. I’m going to make a round of the border.” 

“I’m glad you called me.” 

“Since the other night you haven’t been off iny mind a minute. 
Deborah, we’re sitting here in the sunlight and we can think. We’ve 
just got K> have this out with Paul.” 

“No, Chris. Not with him in the army.” 

“Before that it was another excuse, and before that another. I 
swear I’ve been hoping he won’t come back.” 

“Chris!” 

“I know, he’s a fine fellow.” 

“I’ve thought a lot about us too, Chris. When I’m with you — it’s 
— I never thought it would ever come to me. But at the same time 
I am doing something against everything I’ve believed in. I’m not 
going to leave Paul.” 

“Is there any feeling between you and him ?” 

“Not the way you mean. There never has been, you know that. 
There are other ways a man and woman can be something to each 
other.” 

“Deborah, I’m not leaving you until you throw me out.” 

“Then we have come to that. I can’t continue to see you and 
keep what little is left of my self-respect,” 

His hand touched her cheek and her neck, and she closed her 
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eyes. “Don’t, Chris, you know how I am when Vou touch me. Oh, 
Chris, all I do is give you problems. I’m no good for you.” 

She felt liis lips touching her face. “Come on up ^o my place,” 
he whispered. “1*11 undress you and we’ll lie in bed and listen to 
music and open a bottle of champagne ...” 

“Chris ... get up and walk away . . . please.” 

“J will if you really want me to.” 

“You know I don’t.” 

The afternoon was filled with a hundred kisses and endearments 
and a hundred more. Their love-making carried with it an intense 
sort of desperation, and when they had exhausted each other they 
fell into deep, glorious naps. When they awoke, Deborah was 
happy. She bathed and roamed around the kitchen, all but lost in 
Chris’s big terry-cloth robe, and fixed the steaks and iced the 
champagne while he soaked in a steaming tub. 

“Wash my backl” she heard him call. 

When she came into the bathroom, his feet were up on the edge 
of the tub and he was singing a Verdi ana, trying for a high C, 
which he missed by a full six notes. Deborah whimpered sensuously 
as she knelt the tub and rubbed the soap over his back. He 
tried to open her robe. 

“No peeking,” she said. 

She grabbcci his hair and dunked him, then covered his wet face 
with kisses. 

Toward evening it Pi ev .‘hilly and he lit a fire. They finished their 
meal and lay contentedly on the big sofa, sipping w'arming cognac. 
Deborah opened the robe and closed it over the two of them, and 
his hand traced the lines of her body from her shoulders to her 
knees. 

“Would you believe that I was such a terrible prude and such a 
good girl? What have you done to me, Mr. de Monti?” 

Deborah Anclrofski was only eleven when her mother died. She 
had to a.ssume the role homemaker for her father and little 
brother, Andrei. Before and after school, her job never ended. She 
had to cook and clean and do laundry and shop They were poor 
as only a Polish Jew could be. She had to spend*hours bargaining 
and haggling in the filth and poverty of Parysowski Place to save 
every zloty. 

It seemed that all Deborah could remember of her mother after 
a time was an image of a tired and pain-filled woman waiting for 
the redemption of death to take her away from the smells and the 
dirt of Stawki Street. Momrn.i always held her back and groaned 
as she climbed the stairs. Momma always had a new ache in a 
never-ending assortment of them. 

Israel Androfskj, was able to find respite from the struggle of 
existence in the comforts of a deep-rooted Jewishness which 
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bordered on fanatic joys through prayer. He could detach himself 
from the misery around him at synagogue. This was denied 
Momma, for everyday prayer was a privilege of men. 

Being a “good Jewish wife” imposed rigid rules of life. As 
Deborah grew older, all the little vignettes and mosaics began to 
take form and meaning. Why Momma always complained 
especially on the Sabbath eve when Poppa came home from 
synagogue, for a good Jewish wife was supposed to reconsumniate 
the marriage every Friday night. And this was painful and un- 
pleasant for Momma. Momma lost three children by miscarriage; 
one other died from disease when a year old. This came from what 
Momma and Poppa did on the Sabbath eve, and it always ended 
up in pain and suffering. 

When Andrei was bom, this brought on a new set of ills to 
Momma’s insides. 

“Be careful of the boys,” Momma told Deborah. “They will 
make you pregnant and you’ll spend your life scrubbing floors 
and washing and over an oven and giving them babies. Boys are 
no good, Deborah — boys arc no good.” Momma went to her 
grave decrying the suffering connected with being a woman 

Momma’s prophecies were borne out when Deborah had to 
scrub and clean and cook and wash and shop. It was like a voice 
from the grave always on her shoulder. 

By the time she had reached fifteen, her father had worked his 
way out of the slums and moved the family to the nice Sliska Street 
neighborhood where Orthodox Jews of means resided. 

Although Israel Androfski was a rather kindly man, in the back 
of her mind Deborah always blamed him for her mother’s death. 
And when she came of an age to understand why her father visited 
certainwomenwithbadreputations.itfurther proved, m her mind, 
the sordidness of what men and women did in bed. Family 
responsibility had imposed upon her a passive nature. She was 
always lonely, as long as she could remember, except for Andrei. 
Her one solace was the piano. 

When the burden of being a homemaker lifted after they moved 
to Sliska Street, Deborah threw all the latent hurts into it, bringing 
about an artistry that moved her close to dizzying heights of 
mastery. 

Then, as suddenly as she had plunged into it, she rebelled against 
it when her father demanded she spend more and more time in its 
study. 

A strange and unexplainable phenomenon stirred within her 
which overpowered the fears of night. A desire for freedom She 
wanted to explore that strange world beyond. An instinct of 
survival let her know she was drowning in a mental ghetto. 

In her first act of defiance Deborah quit the piano and demanded 
to go to the university to study medicine. Her first look at the out- 
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side world gave her her first true friend, Susan. OeUer, a nursing 
student. 

Deborah Androfski was eighteen years old when she met Dr. 
Paul Bronskj, the brilliant young professor for whom every female 
student in the university carried a secret torch. Deborah was an 
uncommonly beautiful girl, and as uncommonly naive as she was 
beautiful. 

Paul Bronskj, who had been rather meticulous in every move he 
made in his life, wanted her for his wife. She had every quality — 
intelligence and beauty — and would be the perfect mother and 
hostess. She could supply the needs of a man when he desired, and 
she would be good for his career. 

Deborah stepped into the big wide world too fast. She was com- 
pletely without sophistication or experience in that game of boys 
and girls. She was swept off her feet. With shattering accuracy. 
Momma’s dire prediction came true. She was pregnant. 

“1 love you very much,” Paul said. ”1 want you to become Mrs. 
Paul Bronski.” 

“I think I would die if you didn’t want me.” 

“Not wan^ yOi 7 Deborah . . dear . . . only . . . now, we must 
do something about pregnancy.” 

“What ” 

“I know this will be difliculi for you, but our future depends on 
it. We are going to have to give you an abortion.” 

“Paul . . . take our jab^ . . 

“Dear, you're eiglitecn years old. You are one of my students. 
Think of what kind of scandal there will be if you are married in 
your condition. Not only the shame for you and your family, it 
would ruin my career.” 

“But ... an abortion ...” 

“It will be done carefully— and don’t worry. We will have 
children, lots of them.” ♦ 

The result mired her deep in guilt. Momma was right. Sex w-as 
ugly and painful. Her deep religious roots made her bear losing 
the child as a penance for her sin. She married Paul Bronski and 
beciune to him all the tilings he wished. She was the perfect mother 
and the clever hostess and she filled his needs as^i man. 

But it was in darkness in their bed that she served her sentence. 
The guilt of the sex act was deeply embedded, and she practiced 
the discipline of pretending to enjoy in order not to offend her 
husband. She experienced neither fulfillment nor the smaller 
pleasures of love-making. She was entirely frigid. 

What strange and wonderful thing was it that drew her to 
Christopher de Monti ? He took her hand as though she were a 
little girl and led her through the black evil forest to the golden 
castle that sat on a cloud. 


73 



There was th^ first frightening time they were alone in his 
apartment and everything between them that had gone before 
had kd to the moment when a man and a woman have nowhere 
left to go in their relationship but to bed 
She threw an angry tantrum over a seeming trifle Chris com- 
pletely understood that she was in reality angry with htrsell over 
her fear of an inability to perform 
So many times Chris held her lace in his hands 
*‘Dtborah, my lo\e your mother is dead You are not going 
to disobey her by letting yourselt have the pleasure of i noi mal 
woman ’ 

\nd all the years of frustration burst out when Chns unlocked 
them ind drove them trom her 
' 1 didn t know . . 1 didn t know it could be like this ' 

Deborah blinked her eyes open The fire WuS in embers Chris 
was rattling around in the kitchen She looked at her watch It was 
ver> laic He came in, rumpled and smiling, wearing a battened old 
pair of khaki trousers ind holding two cups of coflee 
As w ild and wonderful i woman as she had been, Chris watched 
her change into someone else before his cye< She tumbled tor the 
teleph(»nt ind dialed m a nervous jerky manner Hello, R lehael 
This IS Momma Darling I m sorry I didn t c ill vou I got held up 
Did Zoshia m ike you a good ainncr ^ Practice you*‘ piano, darling 
Tell Stephan 1 11 be home in i little while ” 

She set the phone down slowly Chi is offered her coffee She 
shook her head, avoiding his eyes, and walked away quickly 
toward her clothing 

“Do wc have to play out anothu rcmorse-fiJled scene?” 

‘ Don’t ” 

“But I do ” 

“I woke up just now with a terrible stan It is terribly clear that 
we have done something sinful in the way we have lived 1 know 

we arc going to be punished ’* 

The phone rang 
“Hello ” 

“It’s me, Ros> ” 

“Yes. Rosy ” 

“> ou’d better get down here, right away ” 

“What’s up‘>” 

“Everything out of Berlin has stopped cold I called Switzer- 
land They say all the lines from Germany have been cut at the 
Polish border ” 



Chapter Ten 


August 31, 1939 

To: Commander, Company A, Reinforced 

From: Commander, 7th Ulany Mounted Brigade — Grudziadz 

Subject: Patrol Assignment 

Proceed north on the Tezew road at 0700. A special detachment 
of intelligence scouts has been detailed to your command for the 
purpose of detecting unusual movements, changes of disposition, 
or additions of strength to the German Third Army, 

Send reports to us by rider in a routine manner. 

When you reach Tezew, join battalion and continue with them 
to Gdynia. 

No later than 0600 tomorrow you will encounter Company B 
coming from Tezew in a patrol which will be the reverse of yours. 
Send your disp^trh with them. 

It IS emphasized that we are at peace with Germany and an 
unprovoked incident cuuid have serious repercussions. However, 
under extraordinary circumstances you are authorized to use your 
judgment. 

Signed: Zygmunt Pozrkolski, Brigadier in Command, 7th 
Claiiy Mounted Brigade— Grudziadz. 

Captain Andrei Androfski moved Company A out of the large 
headquarters base at Grudziadz at 0700. It was scheduled as a 
routine patrol that called for a two-day ride along the eastern border 
of the Polish Corridor, along a road that ran parallel to German 
East Prussia. He was to meet another compan> of his battalion , 
the following morning. For several weeks his brigade had been 
engaged in these roving patrols covering the area from the Baltic 
port city of Gdynia to the Grudziadz base. The patrols had been 
singularly dull and uneventful. 

The latc-summer day in Pomerania was warmish, and as Com- 
pany A galloped north they were completely detached from the 
frantic business taking place in Berlin several hundred kilometers 
away. The land was green and quiet and, as soldiers do, they 
looked forward to a blowout in Gdynia. 

Berlin, Germany: 

Sir Neville Henderson, the British Foreign Minister, asked for 
and received a list of demands from the German Chancellery upon 
which war could be averted. The demands were read to him in a 
quick unintelligible language. He then demanded to see them in 
writing. They did not come. 
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The Germana/ instead, demanded direct negotiations with the 
Polish peace mission upon terms the Poles did not know. 

The Polish mission was not authorized to take on a direct 
negotiation. In last-ditch desperation Sir Neville Henderson 
pleaded with the Poles to get authorization from Warsaw. The 
Poles attempted to comply, but when they tried to telephone their 
capita] they discovered the phone lines had been cut. 

Sir Neville Henderson, raw-nerved from the tension and lack of 
sleep, angrily demanded to know why the lines were down. The 
Germans answered that it was the work of Polish bandits, further- 
ing the already “intolerable” situation and “proving the Poles 
wanted war.” 

Berlin was white-hot with war fever. The population was 
barraged with tales of Polish attacks along the border, of Polish 
aircraft firing on German commercial planes flying over the 
corridor, of Poles committing murder and atrocities against 
“innocent German ethnic families,” of Polish mobilization, and 
of Polish war hysteria. 

By the evening of August 31, Captain Androfski’s company had 
made an uneventful ride along the Polish-Prussian border. They 
came to a halt for the day opposite the German town of Maricii- 
werder, setting up a bivouac in a small woods a few hundred meters 
from the road. After the evening meal, it turned dark. Normal 
security was established, then Captain Androfski called together 
the special detachment of intelligence scouts who had been 
assigned to him. 

In addition to the routine patrol orders, Andrei had also received 
verbal orders from the brigade intelligence commander concerning 
the German massing of armor along the corridor in that area, and 
Andrei’s patrol carried the secondary purpose of scouting it. The 
rpecial detachment of ten men, dressed as civilians, crossed un- 
armed into Germany with instructions to circle the Marienwerder 
area during the night and return to camp before dawn. Their 
ooservations would be assessed and the data given to Company B. 


TOP SECRET 

To: Commander, Armed Forces 
Directive No. 1 

. . . inasmuch as we can find no peaceful means to solve the in- 
tolerable situation on the Eastern Frontier ... the attack on 
Poland is to be carried out in preparations made in cash whitr. 
Date of attack: 

Time of attack: 0445 
Signed: Adolf Hitler 
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While the men of Company A slept in a wooded area in the 
Polish Corridor, the epilogue to peace was written hundreds of 
kilometers to the south, where Germany and Poland faced each 
other at Gleiwitz and Katowice. 

German SS troops, dressed as Polish soldiers, crossed the 
frontier into Poland, then recrossed into Germany and blew up 
their own German radio station at Gleiwitz. Therefore, in Nazi 
logic, a reason had been created to stamp the war as “ofhcial.” 

When First Sergeant Styka shook the men of Company A out of 
their sleep, they were unaware of case white. To them it was to be 
another boring day of soldiering. They grumbled into wakefulness, 
cursirig as they moved about. 

There had been only snatches of sleep for Captain Androfski 
and First Sergeant Styka. They waited out most of the night until 
the ten scouts had returned safely. Andrei sifted their information 
and wrote his dispatch. 


To: Commander 7th (Jlany Mounted Brigade — Grudziadz 
From. Company , mobile border patrol 

Last night we encaniixjd at position L-14 opposite Marien- 
werder. The area was scouted by the special detachment in accor- 
dance with verbal orders. 

Abnormal German strem^th is evident in this area. In addition to 
units we have previou.jly luentified, we have identified two new 
regiments of armored infantry and at least a portion of a division 
of Panzer tanks f22nd and 56lh Infantry and 3rd Panzer Tanks). 

Two battalions of this Panzer tank division moved out of 
Marienwcrder this morning at 0300, apparently for disposition in 
a southerly direction. 

Company A will continue north today. We e/.pect to join the 
balance of the battalion at Tezew tonight. 

Signed: Andrei Androfski, Captain, Company A 

Andrei folded the dispatch, then opened it on a sudden impulse. 
Across the bottom of the paper he scrawled the words, “Long live 
Poland!” 

First Sergeant Styka trotted his mount to Andrei and snapped a 
salute. “The company is eating, sir. We should be ready to move 
out in a half hour.” 

“Any sign of Company B yet 

“No, sir. No sign of them.” 

Andrei looked at his watch and wondered. It was half-past five. 
The deadline was 0600. A half hour to go. Trouble up north ? Well, 
no use speculating about it. 

“Morning, sir,*’ the officers said as he moved into their circle. 
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“Morning.” 

He and Styka sat olT to one side and ate. Goddamned ham. My 
father would roll over in his grave if he could see me cat ham. 

“Styka, when the hell are you going to learn to brew tea?” He 
flipped the contents m the bottom of the cup to the ground. 

“I’m afraid never, sir.” 

“Have the company saddle up and stand by.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Andrei walked to the edge of the woods and stared long and 
futilely up the empty road, straining to see a telltale w'hiff of dust or 
hear the welcome sound of hoofbeats. 

0600, the maximum hour, passed. No Company B. 

Suddenly the entire movement of the company stopped, and all 
the men were staring up the road. Andrei walked back :o the 
bivouac area. “Styka!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Send me a rider. Make it Tyrowicz.” 

Company A’s best rider. Corporal Tyrowicz, icported. 

“Tyrow'icz, ride hard back to Grudziadz. I want you back there 
by noon. Use fields— stay off the main load. Can you do it, lad?” 

“I’ll try hard. Captain.” 

“Hand-dcliver this dispatch to Brigadier Bozakolski. Tell him 
that Company B did not show up. We are proceeding north.” 

“Yes, sir ” 

He watched Tyrowicz spur out, driving his horse. He w'hccled 
to Styka. “Move the advance scouts out. First platoon take the 
point. Use flank guards. Be on the road in five minutes, column of 
twos. Shake it up.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

It was chilly in the dawnlight. Tlie men beat warmth into them- 
selves, and darts of frosted air spurted from their mouths The first 
rays of light penetrated the woods, changing the world from ugly 
gray. Up and down, the crisp orders to mount up. Tliere was no 
cursing or gnping. A sobering tension filled them all. Some of the 
more pious were on their knees saying quick Hail Marys. Strange, 
Andrei thought, this isn’t much of a praying company. He looked 
at his watch again. It would be fully light in another forty minutes. 
Where the heU was Company B? Where the hell were they? 

Andrei’s stomach knotted in much the same way as it did before 
a soccer match. Was this quiet morning and Styka’s bad tea war? 

The first sergeant returned. “We are formed up, sir.” 

Andrei riooded and watched the ser^nt trot off out to the road. 

The woods were empty now. Andrei checked the saddle buckles 
on Batory. He chewed a piece of black bread, sipped from the 
canteen, and slipped it back into the saddlebag. He looked up at 
his magnificent black beast. The horse was nervous. 

Andiei pressed his forehead against Batoiy’s neck. “We render 
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thanks unto Thee for our lives, which are in Thy hands, and for 
our souls, which are ever in Thy keeping.*’ 

Why did I pray? I have not prayed since I was a boy. Batory 
whinnied and went up on his hind legs. “You feel it too, don’t you, 
hoy ? Steady, fellow.” Andrei swung astride his horse and soon had 
him calm and trotted out to the road. 

“Move out!” Styka barked. 

The forward platoon galloped off. The flanks fanned out, and 
the communicators positioned to keep contact. They advanced in 
a slow trot, transfixed by the brightening day. North for an hour, 
then two, three, and each kilometer filled them with greater un- 
easiness. There was no sign of Company B. It was beyond noi mal 
limitations. Either they had had their orders changed or . . . trou ble. 

Styka heard it first. The column stopped without a command. 
Everyone’s eyes went upward. There was a distant hum in the sky. 
Then black specks appeared high, high overhead, almost beyond 
sight. 

“Off the road,” Andrei ordered quietly. 

They went into the ditch on the Polish side of the border road, 
dismounted, i i :’d their res^*‘iss horses still. Two hundred 
pairs of eyes fixed on the ^'^y. 

. . sixty. Sixty-one, sixty-two . . 

The humming overhead grew louder and louder. And soon the 
sky was pocked with masses of black spots moving in perfect 
formation in what appe^^ iCd o be slow motion. 

The only sound in the stunned company was Styka’s voice con- 
tinuing a toll m monotone. . , two hundred thirty-four, two 
hundred thirty-five . . .” 

They had never seen such a mass of planes. The awesome display 
passed and disappeared fiom sight and sound. Three hundred fifty 
airplanes, for a very long time no one uttered a sound. 

“Captain,” Styka said in a cracked voice, “aren’t they flying 
over our territory ?” 

“East-southeast,” Andrei answered. 

“Where would the captain say they are heading?” 

“Warsaw.” 

The eyes of every man went from the sky to Captain Androfski. 
“Well, gentlemen,” he said, “the store is o*jen for business ” 
Nervous laughter greeted him. “Styka, bring my officers in and 
get Private Trzaska from the First Platoon.” 

TTicy huddled around the map “Tizaska,” Andrei said, “you 
were a farmer near Starogard, weren’t you ?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Where can we find good cover and an elevation overlooking 
the road ?” 

Private Trzaska studied the map a moment, then slid a dirty 
fingernail up the border and stopped. “There’s a small forest here, 
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sir. Runs several hundred meters in all directions and sits on a 
knoll.” 

“How far from the road?” 

“Oh . . . maybe three hundred meters.” 

They could make it in an hour of good riding. It was the nearest 
point with decent cover. “This is where we’re going, gentlemen,” 
Andrei said, “Have your men combat-ready, and move single file 
and stretched out. Quick trot all the way. I^ond Platoon, take 
the rear guard and drop your last man a kilometer back. Let’s 
move.” 

“Mount up!” 

“Combat-ready. Load them up.” 

“Single file. Don’t bunch up like a flock of pigeons.” 

The scouts moved out at a gallop. 

This time Captain Androfski was first on the road. He put on 
his steel helmet, buckled the chin strap, cocked his pistol, and 
swung Batory up ahead of the company. 

Styka’s large mustache drooped. 

“How you doing, Sergeant?” Andrei asked. 

“Pm so scared I could crap my pants,” Styka answered. 

“Stay close to me. We’lJ get tlirough today. They say after the 
first one it’s not so bad.” 

Styka faced the company. “Ride hard 1” 

Company A moved north again and within an hour found the 
woods which Private Trzaska had promised. Andrei was pleased. 
He had cover and an excellent view of the road. 

He ordered each of four men to ride out a kilometer in different 
directions and observe. They were issued flares for warning. Then 
he sent one rider north to continue to look for Company B and a 
second rider south back to the Grudziadz base. 

By midafternoon a second flight of planes, as large as the first 
flight in the morning, again blackened the skies, heading toward 
central Poland. 

Andrei sat away from his men, trying to evaluate his situation 
and its implications. The new German Panzer power they had 
discovered, the seven hundred airplanes, and the lost Company B 
— all indicated war had started. 

What move? 

To continue to Tezew and join the battalion even though there 
appeared to be trouble up north? 

To stand pat and wait for the sign of Germans? 

What if the Germans showed up? He had good cover. Should 
he button up and wait for dark and head back to the main base? 

No, impossible. The nature and breeding of the Ulany made the 
idea of both running and hiding repulsive. He smiled to himself as 
he thought of Chris. Too bad he won’t be the first into Berlin. No 
doubt we are massing for a huge counterattack into Germany now. 
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As often happens in war when men are in the held, the decision 
is made for them. 

“Captain,” Styka said, “riders coming in from the north!” 

Andrei trained his field glasses on them. There were two. One 
was his, the rider he had dispatched earlier. Another, a stranger. 
They pulled into the forest with frothing mounts. Th^* stranger 
was bloody and half senseless. 

“Back up, dammit,” Andrei said. “Give the man breathing 
room.” 

“He’s from Company B, sir,” Andrei’s man said. 

“Can you talk, soldier?” 

He nodded and gasped. “Holy Mother ... oh, holy Mother, 
Captain.” Andrei pumped some water down hjs throat. "Oli, 
Jesus. We never knew what happened. The Germans . . . heading 
south . . . right down the road.” 

“Take this man and keep him calm. Lieutenant Vacek. plant 
your contact mine on the road Lieutenant Zurawski, set up all 
four machine guns in a U-shaped cross tire around the mine. Use 
the ditches on both sides of the road for cover. Dzienciala, can 
we use our mor? ♦'ffcctively from this distance?” 

“I think so, sir.” 

“Keep your squad in the woods here as a covering force The 
rest of you line out for a single-file charge. I'll lead If our luck 
go<'s right, wc can ambush the fust batch of them. I want only 
limited pursuit. Pull bark fere to the torest for regrouping ” 

“It wc d(m't pursue, they’ll know where we arc, ( aptain.” 

“! lell, they'll know in Berlin where we are ten minutes alter the 
first shot.” 

“What does the captain plan to do after we regroup 

“Sit our asses right here and keep them Irnm getting south on 
this road. As <'oon as it turns dark we'll go north to find the 
battalion.'’ 

The single land mine was planted on the road and a cross fire ol 
machine guns established within minutes. 1 he two mortar squads 
set up in the forest and zeroed in on the road The rest of Company 
A stretched nearly the length of the wT^ods . . . and they waned. 

A warning flare arched up from the northern advance guard. 

“Here they come. Captain.” 

Out of the north there aro«>c a billow of dust Andrei lifted his 
field glasses and watched the cloud ot dust grow larger until it 
could be seen by everyone And then, the sound of motors He 
counted them as they turned a bend into the straight flat stretch 
of a kilometer and a half directly below' him. 

“Troop carriers, twenty-two of them. Must have two com- 
panies.” 

And then he could see the swastika markings on their sides I'he 
trucks rambled down the road in an undeterred race. Andrei 
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reasoned that the Germans must have felt there would be no 
opposition after they had overrun the battalion and Company B. 

“Steady the line, danunit!“ 

He held the glasses to his eyes again. He could see the face of 
his enemy! In &e lead truck the driver looked to be a boy. For 
some crazy reason he thought of Wolf Brandel at that second, and 
Batory went up on his hind legs. 

“Stand by!” 

The lead truck was armored. It struck the mmc, and the earth 
shook and splattered and the truck disintegrated. The second 
truck, fUled with soldiers, attempted to stop short and it careened 
off the road, rolling into the ditch, bursting into flame. The third 
and fourth trucks slammed into each other. And then! Rat-a-tat! 
Rat-a-tat! Streaks of tracers leaped from the machine guns, 
catching the Germans in a deadly cross fire. German soldiers 
poured out of the trucks in wild disarray, trying to organize under 
the frantic shouts of their officers. 

Andrei brought his hand down. “Charge! Charge! Kill the sons 
of bitches! Charge!” 

A bloodcurdling battle cry erupted from Company A as they 
poured down the knoll behind their captain. The horsemen lore 
into the confused enemy, ripping, hacking, trampling them into a 
gory massacre. 

Unable to organize, the Germans began fleeing on foot, to be 
run down, shot down, smashed down. 

The tail end of the convoy, the last five trucks, were able to turn 
around and flee back north. The mortars in the woodb found one 
truck, turning it mto a torch. The other four escaped. 

It was over in ten minutes. A hundred dead and d>ing Germans 
lay strewn about the road and ditches, and the air was hot with 
the burning of the shattered vehicles. Andrei pulled his men back 
into the forest. 

He climbed from Bator>' and fell to his knees and doubled over 
to catch his breath. There were howls of the delight of victory 
among his dripping wet, exhausted men. The first smell ot combat 
had been victory. 

Andrei climbed to his feet and leaned against his horse, who was 
wet with sweat too but excited over the stimulation of carrying his 
master to a kill. 

“Styka, we’re not going to throw a victory ball. Calm them 
down, we’ve work to do. Medic, what were our casualties '^” 

“Four dead, sir. Trzaska, Lieutenant Zurawski — I think he got 
it from our own cross fire — and Wajwod and Lamejko.” 

“Wounded?” 

“Six — one bad.” 

“Horses?” 

“Ten, Captain,” Styka said. “All have been executed.” 
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Andrei looked at the wreckage on the road. Nothing could pass. 
The Germans could not detour, for the ditches were too steep. 

“Any orders. Captain ?” 

“Get the machine gunners back here. No use having them 
exposed. Just stand by —they’ll be back. Let me take a look at the 
wounded.” 

The victory had done much to pass the first terrible fear of 
contact. They waited. 

Andrei stood at the farthest edge of the forest, holding Batory’s 
reins. “Well, boy, we’re in it now,” he said to his horse. “That 
wasn’t so bad after all the times we've practiced it, was it? Too 
damned easy, if you ask me. Wish we had an alternative to this 
position. . . . Well, wc’rc committed now. Have to hold them off 
this road. Think we can keep this position? Sure we can. They’ll 
never get another attack organized today. Easy, boy.” 

Blam! 

An explosion went off at the foot of the knoll, very close to the 
road, and anotlicr and another. 

“Styka!” 

It was long-rari'c rannon fire. Where? A half dozen more shells 
exploded, waiK'ng up the knoll. Andrei looked at his watch. Only 
forty-eight minutes since ne had regrouped from the attack. 

Blam! Blam! Biam! Blam! 

“Over there,’' Andrei said. He pointed in the direction of East 
Prussia. A dozen iron-trea led monsters weie crossing the field, 
their ainnons probing the forest. Andrei grunted. Radio com- 
munication and long-range guns had turned a good defensive 
position into a trap within minutes. Was he going to pay with 
interest for his ambush? He looked at his pair of puny mortars. 
They would he unable to reach the tanks until they were fairly 
near the road. The Germans could lay back out of range and blast 
them to pieces if they chose. Break for it, mayb<‘? No, dammit, 
never ! 

The cannon fire began to find the edge of the woods. The line of 
horsemen began to waver. “Steady there!” 

Two of the tanks reached the road. 

“Mortar fire!” 

Tlie mortar shells bounced around the tanks. One scored a 
direct hit. They did nothing to deter the German barrage. 

Good God! Andrei thought. How can I stop them? 

. . . four-fivc-six-sevcn-eight-nine-tcn-cleven-twclvc. .All the 
tanks were m position now, hitting them from three hundred 
meters. 

“I')ismount! Take your horses back and hitch them! Form a 
staggered firing line.” 

Blam! Blam! Blam! Blam! 

Barks of thin tiecs burst into flame. A dozen horses cried in 
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terror and several broke from the woods Company A hid behind 
the cover of the trees Only Captain Androfski and Batory stayed 
forward to observe 

The German tanks groaned mto motion toward the bottom of 
the knoll ''Machine gunners' Give it to them Shoot for the 
turrets'” 

The machine guns rut into the tanks, and theu* bullets bounced 
off like annoying little ant pricks 

“Captain' Airplanes'” 

The black vultures streaked over the treetops and screamed 
down on the woods The planes flew low, dropping fire bombs, 
and the woods went up like a torch A second fli^t of planes 
vomited ten thousand machme gun bullets into them The 
instant they passed, the tanks started again Now ti-uck'oadb of 
infantry unloaded, forming up behind the tanks 

Gagging and choking and bleeding, what was left of Company 
A found what was left of their mounts 

“Charge'” \ndrei screamed Batory, his black mane flying in 
defiance, led the broken and pathetic bnc of Uhnys down the 
knoll and into the German tanks Andrei’s terrible ancer could 
see only the infintry men behind the tanks I’ll get theni' I’ll get 
the bastards' 

His men were bhsted from fhcir saddles before they had gone 
fifty meters Andrei whipped around and dragged them to their 
feet and pulled them on their horses and tried to reorganize the 
attack There was nothing left It was a rout They went back into 
the forest, with their captain after them, cursing them to in ikc one 
more t^ 

Now the tanks inched forward up the knoll German infantry- 
men crouched low behind their iron cover The line ot stce' eamc 
within 4 hundred meters point bl ink and let go again, and 
the infantry fanned out between the tanks 

In the woods there was the smell ot burning flesh and burning 
wood and the sounds ot screaming men and screaminc horses All 
was havoc For ten, fifteen, twenty minutes Andrei was able to 
rally his men to hold off the German infantry He kicked them to 
their feet and tried to set them on their horses again, but they were 
bombed from the saddles and gunned and burned with methodical 
indifference 

And then he staggered around blindly as a cloud of smoke hit 
him in the face, and he cried for Batory and felt his horse and 
struggled into the saddle “Come on, boy' Let’s get them'” 

He spurred the animal toward the Germans, then he whirled 
about and the world began to spin, and when he opened his eyes 
he felt as though his chest were bemg crushed and all he could see 
was the blue sky above hun and the tops of the burning trees 
whirlmg and whirling Andrei thrashed about on his hands and 
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knees, semiconsdous, crawling to Batory. “Batoryl Get up! Get 
up, boy! Don’t lay there! Get up! Let’s kill them!” 

First Sergeant Styka knelt over Andrei and shook him violently. 
“Captain, we are finished! Get up, sir! I have two horses. We must 
make a run for it, sir!” 

Andrei lifted the dead horse’s head in his hands. “B.)tory! Get 
up!” 

“Sir, your horse is dead! Nearly all the men are dead!” 

The big soldier dragged Andrei to his feet. Andrei broke loose 
from his grip and kicked his lifeless animal. “Get up, God damn 
you! Get up! Get up! Get up!” 


Chapter Eleven 


Humanity had been endowed by the Gennan people with their 
Beethovens and SJchillers and their f reuds and the dubious gifts 
of a Karl Marx Now the German people presented humanity with 
anew set of author 3 — General yon Bock, General von Kiicliler, 
General von Kluge, General von Rundstedt, General von Biasko- 
Witz, General List, General Haider, General von Branch it^^ch, 
General von Reichenau. The book they wrote presenting mankind 
with a new innovation Gernrian culture was called Blitzkrieg^ 
lightning war. 

Poland formed a huge bulge which fitted into the opicn jaws of 
Germany, with Prussia on the noith, a common border of many 
hundred kilometers from the Baltic to Krakow, and in the south 
newly raped Czechoslovakia beyond the Carpathian Mountains. 

The jaws bit down, and saber teeth in the form of armored 
columns tore deeply into the flesh of Poland. Th< Poles, arrogant 
and stubborn and filled with foolhardy national pride and an 
offcnsive-mmded Polish Staff, doomed whatever small chance 
there may have been for some sort of stand. 

Forgoing logic, Poland did not fall back on her few natural de- 
fensive river barriers. Instead, she dreamed in vain of holding a 
fifteen-hundred-inile border whereon the enemy chose his points 
of attack. She had further visions of making a counterattack in the 
form of a hell-bent-for-leather cavalry charge. 

Poland’s forces were all but immobile, armorlcss and antiquated, 
her arsenal better suited to war five decades earlier. Siistahaed by 
raw courage, Poland asked the horse to fight the tank. 

German land forces ran double and triple envelopments, 
executed picture-book tactics; massacred, trapped, overwhelmed, 
sliced, overpowered the near-defenseless but proud enemy. The 
new book c^ed for the disregard of even the token humanities 
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customarily observed m the organized art of murder known as war. 

Death spewed from the skies 

Within hours of the German border violations, the Polish air 
force, tiny and outdated was shot to pieces on the ground Within 
hours, rail lines were ripped up and supply dumps smoked skyward 
and hot bridges sizzled as they buckjed into rivers Cities and 
villages without so much as a gun to fire back were leveled into 
smoldering rubble heaps 

The Luftwaffe, which had learned to violate open cities in Spain, 
turned all of Poland into one big turkey shoot. It shot down Polish 
troops heemg for cover and Polish peasants working in the fields 
and Polish children in the schoolyards and Polish women nursing 
m maternity hospitals and Polish nuns at Mass 

Througli the Carpathians from Czechoslovakia, List shoved 
his armor through the mountain passes and turned the Krakow 
flank at that place where the Gleiwitz radio-station hoax was 
perpetrated In the center, Reichenau was given the honor of 
unleashing the greatest mass of iron-treaded monsters, and on his 
left Blaskowitz enveloped a pocket on the flatlands near the 
industrial heart of Poznan And Von Bock and Von Kuchler 
lashed out from northern flanking positions in Prussia and 
Pomerania and there was no more pesky Polish Corridor 

Indeed, the book had been rewritten It was the ultimate in 
mechanical and technical murder The butchery of Poland- the 
slaughter of two hundred thousand of her army and scores of 
thousands of her civilians and the rape of her land — was a new 
German masterpiece 

Captain Andrei Andrnfski was knocked senseless by his first 
sergeant and dragged from the scene of the flaming death of C oni- 
pany A -With a half dozen survivors, they found horses and 
managed to get back to the Grud/iadz base, where an even greater 
catastrophe had befallen the Ulanys At Grudziadz, one third of 
Poland’s forces had been foolishly concentrated for a counterattack 
which was never delivered The Germans enveloped them with 
ridiculous ease and, having trapped them, chopped them to hits 
The large Westerplatte Salient was formed by a double envelop- 
ment trapping the Polish marines Soon, the last of Poland’s 
cavalry charges was made With the Polish eagle still waving iii 
defiance, a foolhardy attack tried to break the ring of iron around 
them The Germans ungallantly ripped the Ulanys to shreds The 
Westerplatte Salient collapsed The remaining Ulanys staggered 
back from Grudziadz to Torun And . . a last weak gasp, one 
more charge at Wloclawek, and they were done 

There was no rest, for the German monster clamped its jaws 
tighter and the saber teeth pressed toward Warsaw at the end of 
only a week. 
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Captain Andrei Androfskj had four horses shot out from under 
him in seven days He was gored with arm and leg wounds and his 
body covered with bruises and filth He and First Sergeant Styka 
were two of a handful of survivors when the brigade finally sur- 
rendered after Wloclawek 

On the night of September 7, before the Germans could fully 
organize prisoner compounds and complete the disarming of the 
Poles, Andrei, Styka, and four others broke out of their area and 
under cover of darkness gambled they could swim the treacherous 
upper Vistula River 

Two of them drowned The remaining four hid in a forest the 
next day and at night crawled along the ditches of roads filled with 
Cjcrm.n patrols 

At dawn on September 9 the four found refuge in a peasant’s hut 
on the outskirts of Plock, a third of the distance back to Warsaw. 
Be} ond normal exhaustion, hunger, thirst, and close to death from 
his Icstering wounds, Captain Andrei Androfski allowed himself 
the luxury of tollapsmg 

Sty! a sent the other two men into Plock to fetch a doctor He 
hovered over Andrei, who was terribly still and a chalky yellow 
shade Andre lac oxnl the last ounce of reserve strength pulling 
St>ka acio's the swift ri r The soldier’s muddled mmd remem- 
bered snatches of the past weet since dragmng Andrei from the 
burning foiesf He saw the vision of his captain leading charge 
alter charge and flighting on eve»^ if ter the end had occurred He 
had noser seen such gci m a man’s eyes as when the were put 
into the prisoner compound even though Andrei was barely able 
to St ind “We’re swimming the r'ver, Styka, as soon as it turns 
dark ’’ 

The pc is int brough I St\k a bread and lentil soup The soldier was 
loo weik to hit the spoon or bile through the Hiead He lav his 
head on Andrei’s chest there were still hearibcats His cycN 
bell in to shut Must not sleep until the doctor comes . must not 
sKcp 

“Who is he*^’’ the doctor asked 

“Mv captain,” Styka ansvvered through thicy bps His mind 
was fuzzv An ignorant man, Si>ka was almo'^t illiterate and loo 
exhausted to put into words the horror he hao seen in the past week 
Only when the doctor promised to ieii» uti with Andrei did he tall 
on the floor by Andrei’s oed and drop off to sleep 

When Andrei blinked his eyes open lwent> hours later, St>ka 
was hovering over him StyL managed a small smile The doctor 
from Plock had gone and returned Andrei mtinaged to rise up 
on his elbows, lool'Cd around the cottage, and flopped back on 
the bed. 
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“We were wondering if you were ever going to wake up»“ the 
doctor said. 

“Sure he would! I knew it all along!” Styka roared. 

The peasant's wife crossed herself innumerable times and wailed 
that all her prayers to the Blessed Vugin Mother had been 
answered. 

“What’s the scorecard on me?” Andrei asked. 

“The wounds arc under control. The assortment of cuts and 
bruises will vanish. Your state of exhaustion will rcquiie test. You 
are as thoroughly beaten up as any man I have ever examined. 
You have the constitution of a bull. 1 don’t see how you ever sv/ara 
that river in your condition.” 

Styka and the doctor helped him sit up. He took a stiff drink of 
home-brewed vodka and stuffed a half loaf ot biead into his 
stomach. Despite everyone’s objections, he remamed sitting. 

“Where are we?” 

“Plock.” 

“What is happening?” 

“The news is bad all over. We are bemg beaten everywhere,” the 
doctor said. 

“What about Warsaw?” 

“The Germans have not reached Warsaw yet. Radio Polskie says 
Warsaw will fight.” 

Andiei tried to stand. His legs buckled and he tottered “Where 
are the other two, Styka ? They got across the river with us — w here 
are they? We must get back to Warsaw and fight.” 

The doctor and Styka exchanged glances, 

“Well, where are they ?” 

“They have sui rendered.” 

“Surrendered ?” 

“The Germans have crossed the river in strength. All roads to 
Warsaw have been cut. I stayed here only until 1 knew you were all 
right, Captain, but there is no chance of reaching Waisaw. Lvery 
hour we stay here we put these good people in danger. The Cier- 
mans have been shooting everyone harboring an escaped soldier ” 

“I am a Pole,” the peasant announced. “1 will ncvci close my 
door to a Polish soldier ” 

“Your sergeant is right,” the doctor said “Now that he knov>s 
you are alive, it would be best for him to turn himself in As for 
you, 1 can find you a hiding place foi a few days until you get a 
little of your strength back, and then you must surrender y^iursclf 
too.” 

Andrei looked at all four of them. The woman was crossing 
herself and praying again. “If you will be kind enough to spare me 
a loaf of bread, a canteen of water, and perhaps some cheese, I 
will be on my way. I am going to Warsaw.” 
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Styka flopped his arms about helplessly. “Captain, we can’t 
make it.” 

Andrei managed to walk to his sergeant and put a hand on his 
shoulder Styka lowered his eyes. “Look at me, Styka—look at 
me, I said You would surrender?” 

1 he big homely man had been a good soldier for fifteen years. 
Dirt encrusted hisoncc-proud mustache, and beads of svveat broke 
through the caked mud on his eyebrows and unsliavcd face. His 
face dropped in complete dismay “Yes, sir,” he whispered 

“Now you listen here,” the doctor said. “Warsaw is a hundred 
kilometers, the roads are cut, and the place is swarming with 
German patrols If >ou were the strongest and healthiest man in 
Polard you could not make it In your condition you won’t be 
strong enough to go ten kilometers ” 

Styka began to cry, something Andrei had never seen him do. 
“Captain, sir We have fought the best we know how. We have not 
disgraced ourselves ” 

A sudden dizziness overcame Andr( i He pitched into Styka’s 
arms, then pushed himscU free and stumbled into a chair. 

Seven days xno i war wa^ over Iht ir hnc beautiful brigade 
pulveri/eu into a disor • mi/cd bloody pulp The vision of the 
gla/cd eyes of the soldiers came to him, and he saw the line of 
tlioustinds of corpses stretched beside the road outside lorun 
after their cavalry charge and the fields of lifeless horses 

The memory of battie r^ii together without dd> or night, begin- 
ning or end The smells and the burns and the agonies Kicking 
men to their feet to fire one more round one more round 
ear splitting shcllbursts and the tant treads cutting into walL of 
flesh and the erici of the wounded 

The little village north of Rypin What WuS its name'’ He 
had organized fift> strays for an attack fh^v stopped in the village 
for water The children lan out of the >chool into the village squara» 
to cheer them 1 he priest came out and the women eanu out with 
bread in their hands 

No one hi ard the airplane it came so fast Rat-a-tat-rat-a-tat — 
and It was gone, and five little childicn lay blced'^g ii the square 
1 he priest knelt over them saving prayers and the women wailed 
The littk girl dead, clutching the rag doll Rat-a-tat — and planes 
came in again 

“We have fought with honor ” Brigadier 7\gmunt Bozakolski 
said “I am surrendering the Seventh Brigade 1 expect you 
gentlemen to conduct yourselves as IHany ofiiccrs ” 

The prison pen The accordions of barbed wire The crisscross 
of Geiman guards “Styka, as soon as night falls we are going 
through the wire and swim the iivcr.” 

“I’m with you, Captain.” 
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Styka fell on the wire and made himself a human bridge, and the 
other five ran over the top of him. He followed after them. When 
they reached the rivcrbank the air was filled with whistles and 
sirens and shouts in German. 

Flashhghts probed the darkness. 

The river was swift and pulling them back to shore. The lights 
streaked over the water. Blam! Blam! Swim for your life! Swim 
for your life! 

A scream! One of them hit. He is dragged by the current like a 
limp rag. 

“Tm going under, Captain. 1 can’t make it.” 

Styka gurgled and thrashed hopelessly. “Relax, Styka — relax.” 
Andrei's hand was under his chin, his free arm driving at the water. 

“Tm drowning! Tm drowning! Mother of God!” Styka 
screamed. 

“Stay calm, you son of a bitch . . .” 

Andrei pulled him up on the bank and knelt over him and 
pumped the water from his lungs and slapped his face until he 
Ciime around. 

. . . And then . . . what happened then? 

Andrei looked up. The peasant and his wife. The dcKior. And 
Styka, crying. 

“If you wish to surrender, Sergeant, you have my permission.” 

“What about you, sir?” 

Andrei shook his head, 

“You are a damned fool’” the doctor said. 

“Then 1 guess I am a damned fool too,” Styka said. 

“You’re going with him? You know he can't make it. Why?” 

Styka tried to think. It was hard for lum. Heshrugged. “Because 
he IS my captain,” he said. 


Chapter Twelve 


For the first few days after the war began, England and France 
desperately tried to get the German army to withdraw, ready to 
impose another Munich sellout on Poland. When Germany re- 
fused, England and France had to do what they should have clone 
years before; they declared war. With Poland’s doom more cert.im 
each day, the British and French embassies in Warsaw turned over 
much of their papers and duties to the neutral Americans. 

The Americans were short-staffed, but the spirit remained 
excellent even with extra burdens. 
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Well into the second week, complete catastrophe for Poland 
was evident. 

Gabriela left the Embassy after a shift of fourteen hours. 
Thompson insisted she get sonic rest Instead, she got one of the 
marine guards to drive her to Zoliborz to see the Bronski family, 
with whom she had lost contact for several days iVhcn she 
arrived, Zoshia told her that both Rachael and Deborah were at 
the Bathyran Orphanage She followed after them 

The bombing raids had increased in intensity as the German 
armies moved in on Warsaw The city was determined to fight on 
At the orphanage, Susan Gcller had sent out an emergency call 
tor hdp to move the facilities underground so they would at least 
have food, medicine, and sleeping places during the air raids 
Gabriela worked alongside Deborah, Susan, Rachael, and Alex 
and Sylvia Brandel through the night and all the next day, helping 
move supplies underground, catching only a few naps whenever 
they could She returned to the Embassy Thmgs had slowed down, 
and Thompson sent her home again 

She had reached a s*ate of numbness She looked up at her flat 
from the stree It w is so lonciv here Several buildings near and 
on the square had been hit by bomb^ She found herself doing what 
she always did when she was lonesome -she walked north to 
Leszno Street and climbed the four flights to Andrei’s flat As 
always, the door was open Just is she arrived the air-raid sirens 
began She stood by me ^^indow strangely fascinated by the 
leaping flames from the slums only a mile away Some of the fire 
appeared to lx: coming from the Old Town What a tragedy if 
an> thing happened to the old squire she thought 

An hour earlier the bombeTS had sr irted the incend'arv attacks 
to light tlKir w iv over W irsiw ouiing tin night This time the 
riiders were hitting acres of workers homes in Praga across the 
river 

On tile streets below she could hv ir the eon fusion as hremen 
rushed to the slum area, where the houses wure so tightly paeked 
and inflammable that the fire could spread all over Warsaw if not 
contained quickly 

Dull booms from Praga 

There was neither Polish gun nor Polisu plane to stop the 
Germans But the raiders kept coming haek to smash the will of 
the people to resist 

She shut the window ind t iped the hi ickout paper into plice, 
then lit the room with a single hmp Ix'sidc the bed and stretehed 
out to read herself to sleep wr i Walt Whitman’s Leaxes of Crass. 

A knock on the door startled her. 

“Come in ” 

Alexander Brandel entered the room She was glad he had come 
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**I didn’t mean to startle you/’ he said. ”1 went to the Embassy 
and your place tirst.” 

“Is everything all nght at the orphanage?” 

“Fine, hne The cluldren arc so wonderful. We try to keep it hke 
a game I think they are smarter than we are.” 

“How IS It outside*^” 

“The whole northern end IS burning Praga is catching hell So, 
Mayoi Starzynski says to tight on — ^so, we light on Could 1 have 
some cognac'^” 

Gabriela took a bottle from the cabinet and looked at Alex with 
suspicion He was mostly a teetotaller, except when Andre* was 
around Hedranl* it do\^n very quickly He coughed as the lire hit 
his stomach Perhaps just the air raid, Gabriela thought It is 
enough to make anyone nervous Then Alex began to mop his 
brow There was somethmg serious on his nund. 

“W hat IS It Gabriela said 
“Andrei is m W'arsaw ” 

She closed her eyes and held her stomach as though she had 
been hit She tried to ask question'*, but her hps would not lorm 
woids 

‘ Let me first say that he is all right “ 
ou swear you swear it now*^” 

“I swear it He has been wounded, but it is not serious Please 
sit down “ 

“Where was he wounded, Alex‘S” 

“I tell you It’s not serious and I beg >ou to be calm ” 

“Where is he?” 

“W 11 vou please get control of yourself?” 

“\\heie IS he’” 

“Gabriela please ” 

“You re lying ' He’s been hurt ” And then she fought hersdf into 
control “All right, tell me ” 

‘ God only knows how he was able to get back to Warsaw It 
was a miracle No one will ever know what he has been through ” 
“Alex I beg you the tiuth How badly is he hurt?” 

“His heart is broken, GabneJa.” 

“Where is he*^” 

“At the bottom of the stairs ” 

She lunged for the door, screaming his name Alex caught hrr 
and clamped his hand over her mouth “Now listen to me, 
Gabriela’ He is broken, without spirit You are going to have to 
be a very brave girl ” 

‘ Andrei, Andrei,” she whimpered 

“He came to me first and asked me to come to you because 
he does not want you to look at him the way he is Do you under- 
stand that*?” 

She nodded. 
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“Then make the room dark and I will send him up.” 

She left the door open and turned out the light. There was a tiny 
ray from a hall light downstairs. Gabriela listened at the landing 
for Alexander to reach bottom. She heard Alex’s voice. She tensed, 
waiting for another sound. It seemed like forever. She fought off 
the agonizing desire to scream out his name and bolt down after 
him Then ... a slow clump, clump, clump. It labored up and up, 
each step seeming more painful than the last. Clump . . . clump . . . 
clump . . . clump . . . 

Gabriela fell back mto the room, her heart throbbmg violently. 

Clump . . . clump . . . clump . . . Dragging and then a deep 
wheezing breathing. 

Hi*>' hulk cut a shadow on the landing He stood wavering on 
his legs and hghting for his breath. He moved for the door, 
groping in the darkness 

“Andrei ?” she whispered. 

He groped into the room, stumbling bke a blind man, and found 
the bed and crawled on it and groaned with pain and weariness 

Gabriela burst with desire to turn on the lights, but she dared 
not She leaned over the bed quid ly and her hand felt around his 
face His eyea, ms eirs, his nost , his mouth. They were all there. 
Arms, hands, fingers, let » All of him was there* 

He smelled putrid from the smokes of battle and dned blood and 
sweat, and his hair was matted with dirt He lay and groaned wcakly. 

And then Gabriela berame calm She sat on the edge of the bed 
and lifted his head tr hci lap and petted him gently. His face 
burned with fever and he gripped the bedcover and convulsed. 

“It’s all right, dear, it’s all right now.” 

“Gaby Gaby. ” 

“I’m right here, deal “ 

And \ndrei cried “They killed my beautiful horse,” he sobbed. 
‘They killed Batory “ 

The shrill screams of the air-raid siren , eiupted from Bielans to 
Rakowiec and from Praga to kolo as new flames were about to 
be added to the old as the rape of Warsaw heightened 

“They killed my horse . . . they V illcd my beautiful horse , . . 
they 1‘ illcd him . . 
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Chapter Thirteen 


Journal Entry — September 17, 1939 

The pie has been cut, Poland^ the historic whipping boy^ is again 
acting out its ancient historical role. Hitler has paid ojj in his deal 
with Stalin, The Soviet armies have jumped as from the rear, 
obviously moving to pre-set borders. 

The German invasion has awed the most advanced military think- 
ers, Smigly-Rydz, the government, and the foreign legations have 
fled. They say some of our army has been able to escape. 

Somehow [Varsaw continues to hold out, but 1 wonder if Polish 
courage does not prove that the bloodless collapse oj Austria and 
Czechoslovakia was the better way out? 

ALEXANDER BRANDLL 


How long can Warsaw hold out? How long can Mayor Slar- 
zynski keep this city rallied? Tins is the question asked tea 
thousand times a day. 

It is a strange battle, a commuters" war. Soldiers and those 
civilians pressed into labor battalions take up their positions on 
Warsaw’s outer defense perimeter. When their rehef comes, 
they catch a trolley car back to town to their homes. 

Often the front lines begin where the trolley lines end. Troop 
movements are by red and yellow street cars, taxis, horse-drawn 
droshkas, and teamster wagons. 

On the penmeter there is a strange conglomeration of humanity 
in the labor battalions digging trenches and preparing fortifica- 
tions. Old bearded Orthodox Jews, secretaries, housewives in 
gaily colored babushkas, students in university class caps, children, 
bankers, bakers. 

All over Warsaw long lines queue up for their ration on ever- 
worsening shortages. Water, in some sections, is doled out by the 
bucketful. Water priority must go to the fire department for its 
round-the-clock fight to keep the city from going up in flames 

The women waiting in lines stay put despite artillery fire and 
air raids. Yesterday nearly a hundred were buried by a collapsing 
wall. 

Around the city, both famous and unknown buildings and land- 
marks are pocked with shell holes. Warsaw’s only skyscraper, the 
fifteen-story Prudential building, a visible target for German long 
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guns» has suffered better than eighty hits. It still stands intact, 
although only a single window on the tenth floor remains un* 
shattered. 

Poland’s pride, the Stare Miasto, the Old Town Square with 
meticulously preserved Renaissance houses and histone shrmes, is 
being leveled lower each day. 

Statues of Poland’s heroes which adorn her many squares and 
parks are now headless, armless, and swordless The magnificent 
fountains of the Saxony Gardens and the Lazienki are dry, the 
swans that filled their lakes have fled, and no one seems to know 
where 

Despite the situation, a strange calm has fallen over the city. 
There are amazing semblances of normalcy, and the Poles have 
not lost their traditional sense of humor Two papers manage to 
get published each day Radio Polskic plays Chopin around the 
clock between dramatic urgings from Mayor Starzynski The 
long-awaited German frontal assault must come sooner or later. 
How long can Warsaw hold 

Chris pulled *iiS .wport from ^he t>pev\ritcr, hastily marked 
o\cr the cnc^rs with a git n grease pencil, and put it into a large 
envelope 

When the phones went out a week before, Chris was abk to 
obtain a wire until that was broken then radio Now Warsaw was 
completely cut off fror co imunication vvith the outside world 
except for the one Radio Polskie station operating for the city on 
an emergency basis 

There was a sudden break for Chris when ariangements wcie 
made for a two-hour truce the next day to allow the b dance of the 
American Fmbissy personnel to evwicuate to Krakow Chiis 
went to Thompson, who agreed to carry out h s reports and 
Rosy s photos in a diplomatic pouch Both ot them worked 
feverishly. Rosy shooting up film and Chris doing a series of 
articles not requiiing a dateline but which could run as an “eye- 
witness” account in papers around the world even after Warsaw’s 
fall It would stand as a great scoop for Swnss Nev j 

Rosy handed Chris a stack of photographs, and he went 
through them, marking them and checking their captions 
Pictures of broken houses and twisted girders dangling in gro- 
tesque shapes .ind stunned mothers kneeling beside dead children 
and stunned children kneeling beside dead mothers War’s 
harvest, a photographer's field day Dead, bloated animals whose 
curious expressions asked what Jiey did to be caught m the middle 
of man’s folly, and the images of old ladies praying to Gods and 
Virgins who do not hear them and trench diggers and exhausted 
bucket brigades. 
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Ervin Rosenblum's camera did justice to war. Chris put the 
pictures into folders. 

“Wherc’re the rest of them?” he asked. 

“The Kodak lab just went out of action. Fm going to sec if I 
can’t get enough junk to rig up a darkroom in my basement.” 

“Well, if you can’t make prints, you'll have to let me send your 
negatives.” 

Rosy grumbled. The most horrible thought to any photographer 
was to surrender exposed film which could not be duplicated if 
mined. But Chris was right. It would probably be the last chance 
to get the pictures out of Warsaw. 

Rosy went into his familiar routine of jiggling flash bulbs in his 
pocket and playing with the shutter stops on his camera. “It’s 
going to be rough on the morale, watching the last of the Americans 
leave tomorrow,” he Siiid, “It will affect us worse than a half 
dozen bombing raids. You know how it is — everybody has an 
uncle in Gary or a brother in Milwaukee.” 

“Yeah,” Chris agreed, “it will be rough all right.” 

“How come you're not evacuating?” 

“Why should I ? I’ve got an Italian pas.sport and this is a Swiss 
News Agency bureau. Switzerland isn’t at war. Maybe 1 want to 
be on the welcoming committee for my liberators.” 

“Chris, you don't even make a third-rate Fascist. You think 
those fellows at the Italian Embassy are going to vouch for you? 
You’re so American you may as well be wearing a sign.” 

“It happens that America isn’t at war either. I’m keeping the 
bureau open.” 

“I’ll tell you what I know,” Rosy answered. “I know that 
within two weeks the Germans will put us out of business.” 

“I'll get around it somehow.” 

“Why?’’ Rosy persisted, “You won’t be able to get any news 
out but watered-down potato soup.” 

“You know damned well why Fm staying!’* Chris said angrily. 

Rosy set his camera down and walked up behind Chris’s chair 
and put a sympathetic hand on his shoulder. “It's not like I don’t 
want you to stay, Chns. I have a good job. I’d really have to 
struggle if the bureau closed. But . . . when a friend is in trouble, 
sometimes you don’t think too much about yourself. That’s why 
I tell you, pack up and leave with the Americans tomorrow.” 

“I can’t leave her, Rosy.” 

“My Susan has known Deborah Bronski since college days. 
When two people like you and she come from different ends nf 
the earth there has to a great ability on both parts to be able 
to give. She is controlled by inner forces that make it impossible 
to change, even if she wanted to.” 

“It’s not true. Bronski has been cutting away at her beliefs for a 
decade.” 
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“Only on the surface. When the final showdown comes she’ll 
return to them. She doesn’t have the ability to do otherwise, and 
that is why you are walking down a blind alley.” 

“Oh hell — women in Italy and Spain and Mexico and India and 
half the damned world are driven to a wall of mysticism and sup>.r- 
stitions in order to be able to keep existing in a world which hgnis 
them every inch of the way. The trouble with you Jews is that you 
make yourselves believe you have the priority on suffering ” 

“But there is a dilfcrencc, Chris. In all of the world, no matter 
how sordid the life, no matter how evil and bare and tiuiiiess, 
almost every man can open his eyes in the morning in a lanti in 
which he had his beginning and a heritage. We can’t. And 1 know 
what t'.iis docs to women like Deborah Bronski. 1 know too many 
hke her.” 

“No, you’re wrong, Rosy. If you really know' Deborah, then 
you’d understand that I am unable to ever leave her.” 

The bell rang. Rosy answ'cred. It was Andrei. In only a week he 
had made a remarkable pxovery. Much of the pain w;is still with 
him and his face shnwed great weariness, but he pulled himself' 
together for that last battle which had not been fought. 

Two days alicr return to ’ varsaw he reporteii to the com- 
mander at tlie Citadel and .vas given a spot promotion to the rank 
of major and placed in charge of a battalion on the soutlicrn 
perimeter. The truce to evacuate the Americans was to lake place 
at his po.sition. 

“How is it out there?” Ciins asked. 

“The same,” Andrei answered. “The bastards won’t attack.” 

“Why should they?” Chris said. “They can sit back and blast 
the city till kingdom come.” 

“I want to get one more look at them,” Andrei said. 

“We may be looking at them for a long, long time,” Rosy Siud, 
“And how are you feeling, Andrei ?” 

“Never better,” he answered, lifting the glass filled with scotch 
whisky that Chris had poured. “I’m only in for a few hours. I’ve 
got to get back. Something has come up that may be of interest to 
you on that truce tomorrow morning to evacuate the American 
Embassy personnel.” 

They both nodded. 

“The Germans contacted us a few hours ago by radio. One of 
our officers just finished speaking to them i>er5onally beyond the 
lines. The Germans have asked for a trade of prisoners of war at 
the same time the Americans arc evacuated.” 

“How many Germans do you have here?” 

“A few hundred, more or lesb. Most of tliem arc ethnics.” 

“Seems like a normal procedure,” Chris said, 

“No, there’s something fishy about it,” Andrei said. “Tlie 
Germans are offering us five to one.” 
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“Why would they do that, I wonder?” Rosy asked. 

“I don’t know — but something’s wrong with the whole busi- 
ness.” 

“We might as well go down there and cover the truce,” Chris 
said. “There may be a story, although God knows when we’ll be 
able to get it out of Poland.” 


Chapter Fourteen 


The American Embassy was closed except for a half dozen 
token personnel. There had been a final tear-filled fareweU with 
Thompson, who was to evacuate during the truce in the morning, 
and then Gabricla went to Andrei’s flat to wait for him as she had 
waited for two harrowing nights through shellfire and air raids. 

It was just turning dark when he arrived after leaving Chns. 
They embraced wearily. He slumped into the big armchair while 
Gabriela poured the last of the vodka. The liquor telt good and 
warm going down. Gabriela stood behind him and rubbed the 
knots out of the muscles in his neck. 

“I managed to save a large pail of water,” she said. “You will 
feel better when you have washed.” 

He clumped into the bathroom and dunked his head, trying to 
wash away the exhaustion, then shaved with a cup of heated water. 

Gabriela had the food ready. He shoved some stale bread into a 
bowl of beans. 

“I’m sorry there isn’t more to eat,” she said. “When we closed 
down at the Embassy I came straight here. I didn’t want to risk 
standing hi line and possibly miss you if you came in. I’ll go out and 
get some things at Tommy’s house later and fix you a good warm 
meal ” 

“It’s fine,” Andrei muttered. “I can only stay a few hours any- 
how.” 

He chewed the hard bread without speaking. Gabriela became 
uneasy. “You’d better take a little nap. You look as if you’re ready 
to cave in.” 

“Stop nagging me!” 

The air-raid sirens cried out. Gabriela turned quickly from his 
testmess to draw the curtains and put out half the lights. 

“Bastards,” Andrei mumbled. He pushed the bread through the 
beans. “Bastards.” 

In a moment the sky was crackling with the sounds of the motors. 
Andrei listened for the first whistling screams of the dives and then 
bombs. He did not have to wait long. 

“Mokotow,” Andrei said to himself, “the airdrome. Only there’s 
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no airdrome left. They’re methodical. Every part of Warsaw is like 
a number on the clock. Mokotow, then Rakowiec. then Ochoia, 
then Wola. Why not? We know where they’re coming, but we 
can't shoot back. Why not? I’ve seen those sons of bitches face to 
face. I’ll see them again before this siege is over. They won’t break 
us with air raids — they’re going to have to make an attack, and 
when they do ” 

“Stop it, please.” 

Andrei ate and listened. The Germans were passing in from the 
north, starting their unimpeded diving patterns into the southern 
fringe of the city from directly over his apartment. As the Stukas 
and Messersch mitts screamed down on the undefended city, 
CrabrrJa became shaken. A miscalculated bombing run dropped 
a rack just a block away from Lxiszno Street. Andrei’s flat shook 
from the blast. 

“Perhaps we’d better get to the basement,” Gabncla said. 

“Do I look like a mole or a gopher? 1 will not live under the 
ground.” 

“That arrogant Pcdish IJlany pride will get us killed.” 

“Go to the basement, then!” 

“No!” 

“Well, make up your r vnd.’* 

It w«is not a long raid, for there was nothing of military value 
loll to bomb in Warsaw. The Ciermans had had their sport for the 
day and departed. CJabnela cXi* mined the empty vodka bottle 
with disappointment. And.ei drew the curtains and watched the 
dancing flames in the distance. He turned back to her, and she 
bt'camc frightened. He had a strange look on his face that she had 
never seen before. 

“I came to .say good-by, Gabnela,” be said. “Go home and 
pack your things. You arc allowed one suitcase. You are leaving 
with the Americans tomorrow.” 

“I . . . don’t believe I understand you.” 

“Don’t make a scene.” 

“How am I to get through the (lerrnan lines? Perhaps I should 
sing ‘Swance River’ for them to show them I am an American.” 

“I spoke to Thompson. He has already made out an American 
diplomatic passport for you. There is no better way to travel. 
Tommy will get you to Krakow.” 

“My, you've been a busy man. Here I ♦bought you were defend- 
ing Warsaw, and you've been out making diplomatic missions.” 

“1 said I don't want a scene I” 

“I'll make up my own mind where and when 1 w’ant to go ” 

“So maybe I’ve condemned ^ou to purgatory’ America is such 
a horrible place? Only a cnizy damned fool would want to keen 
their skinny neck in this city.” 

“Since when do you tell me what to do?’* 
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‘'Since now!** he answered, slamming his fist on the table with 
such force it rattled the bottles and dishes. 

Gabriela watched his terrible temper with a bit of a fright and 
a bit of awe. He seemed to be issuing an ultimatum that if she 
stayed he would not sec her again. She dared not ask. Her eyes were 
filled with hurt. She whisper^, “Andrei, what have 1 done to make 
you so angry?’* 

“You have a mother and a sister in America. That is where you 
arc going.** 

“Is this good-by?** 

“One way or the other . . 

She wait^ for him to make some move, some sign. He stood like 
a lump, glaring at her, unwavermg in his intensity. 

“All right,*’ she whispered. She picked up her coal and put it on 
slowly and walked toward the door, waiting, praying for Andrei to 
call her name. He did not move a muscle or blink an eye. She 
opened the door and faced him. He was like a stranger. This cruel 
man was not Andrei ... to dismiss her as a nobleman dismisses a 
peasant. 

If I walk down these steps I will die, Gabriela thought. 

She closed the door and walked across the room to him. She put 
her arms around him and lay her head on his chest, but he remained 
emotionless. 

“Don't try any female tricks on me.’* 

“All right,” she said, “but 1 didn’t believe the day would come 
when you would not touch me. I will leave you, but you cannot 
make me leave Warsaw. This happens to be my home too.” 

“You must leave!” 

“Don’t shout. Major Androfski. You may frighten away the 
Stukas.” 

Andrei flopped his arms hopelessly, and the look of humanity 
returned to his eyes. “Goddamn but you are one stubborn 
woman,” he said. “I only tried to do it this way bcuiuse, if 1 
threatened never to see you, you might go. Now let me plead with 
you. This isn’t our country any more, God only knows what the 
Germans are going to do with three and a half milhon Jews. I can- 
not live knowing that because of me harm will come to you. If you 
love me, then give me my pride. Let me know I have given you hfe, 
not taken it from you.” 

“Oh. Andrei, I should have seen through you right away. I love 
you. I don’t know any other way to love. I cannot leave because 1 
cannot do wuat I cannot do.” 

“Oh God . . . Gabriela. 1 don’t want you hurt.” 

“Shhh, darling, shhh.” 

“You are a httle fool — a terrible little fool.” 
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Chapter Fifteen 


Warsaw gagged. Clouds of smoke billowed from the ground and 
then rained down a billion bits of dust and ground-up brick and 
mortar. An unearthly silence mingled with the fumes of war. 

Christopher de Monti and Rrvin Roscnblum were already inter- 
viewing the evacuees when Major Androfski drove up. 

Thompson was the first to reach Andrei. 

“Where is Gaby?*’ 

Andrei beat his shoulders to ward off the pre-dawn C()ld and 
shifted his feet about, “She wouldn't come, Tommy. Honest to 
God, I tried.” 

“1 really didn’t think she would. Take these papers, she may be 
able to use them later.” 

“Thanks, Tommy. Thanks for everything. Gaby sends her love 
to Martha.” 

“Take care of her ” 

The second-in-command, a captain, approached them, and 
Andrei assiin wvi a iormal pose. 

“Have y<')U chocked th'* credentials of all your people ?'* the cap- 
tain a.sked Thompson. 

“1 have.” 

“What's the count?” 

“Twenty American personnel. Fifteen personnel from mixed 
neutral embassies, and twelve civilians, miscellaneous.” 

“Get back with them.” Andrei looked at his watch, then strained 
to see in the darkness. “It will be light in about fifteen minutes. Be 
ready to move out if everything goes well.” 

Thompson nodded. They grasped hands, and the American 
turned and trotted back to the courtyard behind i shattered farm- 
house where the evacuees huddled. 

Andrei turned to his captain. “How many Germans?” 

“We managed to get eighty of them.” 

“Has this information been radioed to the Germans?” 

“ Ves, sir. They said they will return three hundred ninety of our 
people.” 

Andrei walked down the road to where the German prisoners 
stamped around restlessly in the cutting chill. They were glum and 
humiliated. Their faces wore masks of hatred and arrogance. 
Andrei stared at them for a while. They looked like people he had 
known all his life. A baker ... a gentleman with children ... a 
teacher . . . What was it that h«.d brought them U* this place? 

He turned on his heels, followed by the captain, and walked 
briskly to the forward trenches. 

The distant thurap-thump-thump of artillery never quit. It was 
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still too dark to see across the field. Another eight minutes. Andrei 
gave a senes of security commands. 

Chris climbed down into the trench alongside him. 

“Gaby staying?” 

“Yes.” 

“It was a safe bet.” 

“1 tried . . ,” 

“Don’t blame yourself. Be thankful. Find out anything about 
the prisoner exchange?” 

“They’re still paying us almost five to one. We’re watchmg for a 
trick. Lord knows what they’re up to.” 

The thumpmg stopped. 

All eyes strained for the sight of something moving in the ugly 
grayness over the field. Andrei held his field glasses up and crossed 
back and forth over the honzon . . . back and forth. 

There ! A shadow emergmg from the clump of trees Barely make 
It out. Defimtely commg into the field. He waited for live minutes 
while the figure grew more visible. 

You son of a bitch, Andrei thought. How I’d like to blov^ your 
filthy head off! The figure stopped. Hi was holding a makeshift 
white truce flag. 

Andrei jumped out of the trench and walked toward the German 
over what had once been a potato held It was pocked with holes 
and httered with wreckage. From both sides, ten thousand eves 
were on them. Andrei stopped a few feet from the German He w uS 
a colonel, but neither beetle-browed nor blond Aryan, but rathe r 
nondescript. He seemed uneasy m his exposed position He and 
Andrei stared at each other for several moments without a word 

“You are in charge?” the German said at last 

“Yes ” 

“What.is your situation''” 

Although Andrei spoke conversational Gcnnan well, he ad- 
dressed the colonel m Yiddish He rattled lus Yiddish, staring 
directly at his enemy. 

“We have forty-seven mixed neutral nationals, American 
Embassy personnel, and eighty of your people Cicdcntials have 
been checked.” 

“Bnng them out here. I will escort them through our fines ” 

“You owe us three hundred mnety Poles I will bring the 
evacuees to this point when you bring my people here ” 

Andrei’s implication that he mistrusted the Germans was 
obvious There was more the two men wished to say to each other 
Andrei longed to break the German’s neck with his hands, and the 
German’s eyes told a message of “don’t let me find you when we 
enter Warsaw, Jew boy.” 

But this part of war was by the rule book Restraint. The victor 
had to show majesty. The loser was given his pnde. 
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“I have a message from our commander. He urges surrender of 
Warsaw to avoid iurlher useless bloodshed.” 

“I have a message from our Mayor in the event that your com- 
mander asks Warsaw to surrender. No.” 

The German broke off the conversation, looking at his watch. 
“It will take me approximately six minutes to have your people 
moving here. They have been assembled in the small woods there.” 

“I’ll wait.” 

The German snapped his heels together, made a curt short bow 
from the waist, and walked back across the field. 

Andrei stood alone. He heaved a terrible sigh and bit his lip. He 
watched the figure of the German grow smalle*- and smaller, and 
now t^e thousands of eyes were on him alone. The last of the proud 
Poles . . . erect as a statue. Still cursing beneath his breath, still 
praying for his enemy to fight him face to face. 

Six minutes passed to the second. The German was efficient. 
Clusters of men began to emerge slowly from the woods and cross 
the field toward Andrei. Andrei turned to his own Unes and raised 
his hand. 

They came from his side in two groups, one led by Thompson, 
the other by a inrnMn offic* * in command of the German 
prisoners. I he distance %"as tar shorter to Andiei than to the 
woods T hey came at a trot and were formed up quickly. 

Andrei looked toward the woods again, annoyed by the slow- 
ness of the Polish prisoner^ in returning. 

“Something is wrong oui there,” Thompson said. 

Andrei lilted his field glasses, and his hand dropped. He kicked 
a potato on the ground viciously. He lifted the glasses again, and 
his taco contorted with quivers of rage. 

“No wonder they wanted to give us live to one,” he said. “ThcyTc 
sending back nothing but amputees.” 

“Oh dear God.” 

“Must they torment us!” Andrei cried. 

“Maybe,” Tommy said, “if they torment enough, we will wake 
up and get off our dead prats in America. C an we leave, Andrei ?” 

“Go ahead, Tommy. Move slowly. 1 w'ant to be sure those men 
are safely in before you reach the w'oods. The> nic^y ... try some- 
thing if they were left exposed.” 

The Americans walked toward the enemy lines, turning their 
eyes from the macabre marchers coming m the opposite direction. 

Andrei returned to the trench. 

“What's going on out there?” Chris said. 

“Look for yourself.” 

He took Andrei’s glasses. Nearly four hundred armless or legless 
men straggled toward Warsaw. Men with one arm used their other 
to carry stretchers of men with no legs, and men with one leg 
hobbled and fell in the pitholcs. 
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Andrei turned to the captain. *^Get out there and help those 
people,” he said. 

Polish soldiers dropped tlieir weapons and ran over the field and 
the two forces came together, and in the distance the thump* 
thump-thump of the cannonading began once more and overhead 
the first flights of German warplanes ushered in a new day. 

It was night when Christopher de Monti reached the Bronski 
home in Zoliborz. As he approached the house, the familiar sound 
of music reached his ears. Rachael was playing the piano. How 
wonderful! How wonderful that Deborah was able to keep them 
together and functioning, holding back the fear and gloom. Chris 
was a welcome face these days. Young Stephen let out a large sigh 
of relief when Chris hugged him, for he knew the duties of ‘ man- 
hood” would be relieved for the time he was there. 

Deborah was in the kitchen with Zoshia, who wailed in un- 
controlled grief, her fat body wobbling as she cried. Deborah 
looked up at Chris. 

“Poor thing. Her sister was kiUed in the raid today.” 

Chris went to the study and found some cognac and made the 
woman drink it. They helped Zoshia to her feet and led her to 
Deborah's own bedroom and forced her to lie down and fetched 
Rachael and Stephan. 

”Sit with her, children. Don’t let her get up.” 

Zoshia cried out that she wanted to go to her sister. 

“No, dear. It is not safe there. The walls are all tumbling. Now 
rest . . . rest.” 

Deborah found a sedative in Paul’s study among the medicines 
he kept for family use and after great difficulty got the maid to 
drink it. In a while her wails died down to a weaker cry. 

Chris led Deborah to the study and locked the door, and for a 
moment he held her and soothed her. “Poor thing,” Deborah said, 
“poor thing. Her only sister. All she has left is that no good son, 
and she may not even have him. Not a word since the war.” 

“She has you and the children.” 

Chris poured her a drink, but she refused it, “The children have 
been so brave— how long can this go on ?” 

“1 talked with Mayor Starzynski just now. It may end at any 
moment.” 

“Sometimes I think I will be glad when it is over. Even with the 
Germans in Warsaw it can’t get worse. Have you seen anybody?” 

Chris nodded. 

“I was at the orphanage,” Deborah continued. “Susan Geller is 
worried about Ervin. She hasn’t seen him in three days.” 

“Rosy is all right. I just left him a few imnutes ago.” 

“That’s good. And Gabriela ? Did you tell her to come out here 
with us ? It’s much safer than in the center of town.” 
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*‘Shc won’t leave Andrei’s apartment. You know that” 

“Andrei?” 

“I was with him this morning, Deborah. The evacuation truce 
took place throu^ his position on the line. You heard?” 

“Yes,” she wluspered, “they gave us back limbless men ... I 
heard.” 

“Deborah . . . your husband was one of them.” 

The long storage corridors beneath the National Museum were a 
crush of cots and mattresses stretched out on the floor. The depth 
of the cellar gave protection from the shelling. It was converted 
hastily into a hospital. The power in that section of Warsaw had 
been blasted out. Even the emergency generators were gone. The 
musty haUs were dimly lit by kerosene lamps. It was damp and it 
smelled moldy and it was clammy-cold and the smell of wounded 
flesh and antiseptics mingled with the other smells, and there were 
the sounds of nurses moving in a gliding kind of silence and there 
was the sound of continual prayer and moans and now and then a 
shriek of agony. 

In the makcsh’^t n^atemity ward, infants sucked at empty breasts 
and screamed angrily ai what life had dealt them in their few hours 
on earth. 

Chris led Deborah through the maze of corridors, threading his 
way among the sick and the dying. He went down another dozen 
steps into a long corridor scoring medieval armor from other, less 
efficient wars. Here lay the amputees and here knelt their bereaved 
relatives. A nurse held a flashlight close to Paul Bronski’s face. 

“Paul , . .” 

“He is under heavy sedation.” 

“Paul...” 

A legless man next to Bronski spoke. “I was there when he did it. 
He had operated on about twenty or thirty of us ... he was working 
with a flashlight only . . . then he got it . . . direct hit . . . he was the 
only doctor left alive. He was conscious the whole time, directing 
the soldiers how to take his arm off ” 

“Paul . . .” 

Paul Bronski blinked his eyes open. They were glazed, but a 
small smile cornered his lips to say he knew she was there She held 
his hand until he fell back into the drug-induced sleep. 

“You Mrs. Bronski?” a doctor asked. 

She nodded. 

“Lucky he is a doctor. There’s every chance he’ll get through 
without infection or serious complication. He’s out of shock. He’ll 
pull through all right.” 

Deborah walked from the house of misery. 

Chris waited at the main door of the museum. There were sudden 
flashes of light, like summer lightning, from the cannon fire on the 
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horizon The shells arched above them, plunging down on the 
workers* shacks across the river 

**Let*s get out of hero,'* he said, taking her arm to lead her to his 
car 

She jerked free of him 

“Come on, Deborah We’ll talk about it at home Ifone of those 
shells falls short we’ll be blown to kingdom come.” 

‘ Get away from me,” she sr irled 

The skyline lit up in quick biilliant flashes and he saw her face. 
Her e>es were those of a madwoman ilc grabbed her hard. 

‘ I ^\ant to die’” 

‘ Control vourself 

“We did this to Paul’” 

Clins shook her till her head bobbed. “We didn’t make this 
wai ’ ’ 

‘ God IS punishing me* Miirder».rs’ We are murderers’” She 
tore herself out of his grip and ran off into the darkness 
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part two 

dusk: 



Chapter One 


Poland has been divided into three parts, Germany annexed west- 
ern Poland to the prc-1918 borders, Soviet Russia has grabbed 
eastern Poland, The third part has been designated as the General 
Government Area^ which the Germans are going to administrate. It 
appears this has been set up as a bujfer zone against Russia, 

The streets of tVarsaw trembled beneath the treads of hundreds of 
tanks moving up Jerusalem Boulevard and the Third of May Boule- 
vard in parade array. These were followed by tens of thousands of 
goose-stepping soldiers moving in absolute precision^ and over he ad^ 
squadron ajter squadron of planes flew in elements at house-top level. 

It was an awesome display. The curbs were lined with stunned 
people. A few German flags fluttered from the homes of ethnics or 
cowards, 

I think that Andrei and I were the only two of Warsaw^s three 
hundred thousand Jews who watched. The rest sat behind drawn 
curtains and locked doors, I could not resist the temptation of seeing 
Adolf Hitler, He glowered at us from an open Mercedes, He looks 
just like his pictures, 

I had to watch after Andrei. He was so enraged I hot afraid he 
might try something foolish and get himself killed. He behaved. 

Well^ we're in it now^ brother, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Franz Koenig wiped the peak of his cap with his sleeve to en- 
hance the shine. What a pity Herr Liedendorf was not here for this 
moment. Liedendorf, long the leader of Warsaw’s ethnics, had 
been caught shining lights during German night-bombing raids 
and was shot by a Polish firing squad. He died a true son of Ger- 
many. 

Franz Koenig, a brand-new official, had applied for Nazi 
membership. He was pure in birth, German aU the way down to his 
great-grandparents. He was certain his membership would come 
Ihrou^. He admired himself in the mirror and attached the 
swastika to his right sleeve and went into the bedroom to collect his 
plump Polish wife. She was too afraid to laugh when she saw the 
potbellied little professor decked out in a comic-opera uniform. 
Franz had changed since he began taking up with the Germans a 
few years before. Once she had had ambitions for him when he was 
at the university. She prodded him to try to win the chair of medi- 
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cine. Now he had suddenly become a powerful man and was 
showing her a dark side she never knew existed, and she did not 
particularly like it. 

Koenig’s wife looked like an overdecorated Christmas tree or 
perhaps a clove-garnished pig ready for the oven. She made nearly 
two of him. Franz circled her, reckoned she would have to do, and 
they went out of their flat to the staff car waiting to take them to 
the grand ballroom of the Europa. 

When they arrived the room was filled with uniformed generals 
of the land forces and admirals of the sea forces and generals of the 
sky forces and pin-striped, swallow-tailed, beribboned members of 
the diplomatic forces. Franz saw many old friends, also in new 
uniforms, and they looked neither more nor less ridiculous than he 
did, nor did their wives. There was a fantastic amount of heel 
clicking, square handshakes, bowing and hand kissing, glass clink- 
ing, and merry congratulations to the tune of soft Viennese waltzes 
ludicrously rendered by a German army band. Bottles popped and 
there was laughter and monocles. There was an entouiage of new 
Polish mistresses, quick to serve new masters, and they were sized 
up for bed duty by the new administrators of Warsaw. 

The orchestid stopped between, two notes. 

A single drum roll. 

Everyone scrambled to set down his drink and line up on either 
side of the sweeping staircase. 

Adolf Hitler app)eared at the top of the stairs and as he stepped 
down, followed by a mass oi black-uniformed men, the orchestra 
rendered a soul-stirring “Deutschland fiber AJles.” It was indeed a 
moment for German backs to be ramrod-stiff and German hearts 
to pound. Unable to contain himself, an overenthusiastic officer of 
lower rank cried out, **Sieg HeilT 

Hitler stopped and nodded and smiled. 

'"Sieg Heiir cried the officer again. 

And the room broke into spontaneous rhythmic chanting, right 
arms thrust forward. 

^^Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heiir 

Tears of joy streamed down the cheeks of Dr. Franz Koenig, the 
enthralled and the hypnotized. 

Like the ethnic Germans of Austria and Czechoslovakia, the 
ethnics of Poland lined up for their rewar J for the service of spying 
on Poland and helping to destroy the country of their residence in 
advance of the German army. In the months before the invasion 
Dr. Koenig had grown powerful in the rnovernent, second only to 
the late Liedendorf. He was n^adc a special deputy to the new 
Kommissar of Warsaw, Rudolph Schreiker. 

“Dr. Paul Bronski is here to see you, sir,” a secretary told 
Koenig. 
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Koenig looked up from his massive, gleaming desk in his new 
office in the city hall. 

“Show him in.“ 

Paul was ushered in. Koenig pretended to be deep in meditation 
of a paper before him. He allowed Bronski to stand, neither offer- 
ing recognition, a handshake, a scat, or sympathy for his missing 
ri^t atm. 

Paul Bronski had made a good recovery, but he was still very 
weak and in constant pain. He stood before Koenig’s desk for a 
full five minutes Ix^fore the German looked up. He realized that 
Koenig was basking in the glory of retribution. Koenig looked 
around the lavish environment, as if to point out the distance he 
had traveled from the tiny cluttered room he had had at the uni- 
versity. 

“Sit down,” Koenig said at last. He lit his pipe, rocking his chair 
back and forth, back and forth. Then, after another few moments, 
after insatiable sensations oozed from every pore, the dchghitul 
pleasures of revenge faded. 

“Bronski, I summoned you here because we are m the process of 
forming a new- Jewish Civil Authority. We arc disbanding the old 
Jewish Council as of this afternoon 1 am appointing >ou as 
deputy m charge of Jewish professionals.” 

“But . . . Franz ... my position at the university . . .” 

“As of tomorrow, there wiU be no more Jews at the university.” 

“1 have no choice?” 

“That is correct If you carry out our directives and cu-operate, 
you will be much better off than the other Jews in Wai saw, I can 
assure you.” 

“I . . . don’t know what to say. It would certainly do no good to 
plead that ... I have been divorced from all things Jewish for many 
years.” . 

“The directives from Berlin clearly state that all new laws re- 
garding Jews refer also to converts to Catholicism and people 
having one Jewish parent, grandparent, or great-grandparent. 
Active or inactive practice of Judaism is not a matter of considci a- 
tion.” 

“Franz ... I ... it is hard to believe what I hear ” 

“Times have changed. Dr. Bronski. Get used to it quickly.” 

“We have been fnends a long, long time. , . .” 

“Never friends.” 

“Professional colleagues, then. You have always been a com- 
passionate man. You were here this last month. You saw what hap- 
pened. You are an intelligent human being. I cannot believe that 
you have completely lost feeling for us.” 

Koenig set his pipe down. “Yes, Broaski, T have made peace with 
myself, if that is what you mean. You see, I have been bed to by all 
those philosophers of righteousness who speak of truth and beauty 
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and the triumph of the lambs. This is real, here and now. It is a 
victory of lions. Germany has given me in one instant more than a 
thousand years of piddling through mediocrity and finding com- 
fort in the quotations of false wisdoms.** 

“Franz . . .** 

“Just a minute, Bronski. Your way puts me below your cunning. 
This way makes me your master. 1 ^e it you will serve on the 
Jewish Civil Authority.** 

Paul laughed ironically. “Yes, 1*11 be happy to.’* 

“Very well, then. Tomorrow at ten you will report here to receive 
your first instructions from the Kommissar, Rudolph Schreiker.’* 
Paul stood up slowly and extended his hand. 

Koe#dg refused it. “It would be wise if you got into the habit of 
dispensing with amenities which heretofore made us appear as 
equals. You will address me as Dr. Koenig at all times and other- 
wise show the respect due a superior.** 

“7 imes have changed,’* Paul said. He started from the room. 
“Bronski. One more thing. The Zoliborz suburb is being com- 
mandeered for the exclusive use of German officials and officers. 
Jews are no longer permitted. I shall be moving into your house in 
about ten days, so >oj have that .ength of time to resituate your- 
self. Before >ou start crying, I might say that out of deference to 
past relationships I will make a reasonable settlement on your 
property, a courtesy that most of the other Jews in Zoliborz will 
be demed.’* 

Bronski felt weak. He leaned against the door to support him- 
self. then opened it quickly. 

“Tomorrow, here at ten to meet Rudolph Schreiker.’* 


Chapter Two 


Journal Entry 

Warsaw has blossomed with Gerinan uniforms of Jl colors. One 
must have a program to tell nho is iiber who. The biggest uniform 
apparently belongs to the new Komnmsar, Rudolph SchreiKer, We 
don't know too much about him, bur obviorsly he is not going to try 
to win a popularity contest here. The old Jewish Council a quasi- 
religious government, has been disbanded. A ne^\ instrument called 
the Jewish Civil Authority has been formed . Enuinuel Goldman, the 
musician and a good Zionist, a: ' cd me to .serve on the executive 
board. I ducked him because this so-called Civil Authority doesn't 
seem quite kosher to me, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

111 



Rudolph Schreiker, the new Kommissar of Warsaw, had come 
from a small town in Bavana He did not wish to spend his life at a 
cobbler's bench as had his father, his grandfather, and his great- 
grandfather It was doubtful that Rudolph would have made a 
good cobbler, anyhow, for he wasn’t very good at very much 

He reached maturity in that post-war Germany bitter over 
defeat, jobless, contused, floundering for direction A malcontent 
in a lime of malcontcntment, he spent his energy berating a world 
he did not understand and was unable to cope with Schreiker's 
mediocrity left him v\ ith two divorces and four children and debts 
and alcoholic tantrums 

There were rumblings in Bavana in the twenties which were 
music to Rudolph Schreiker and all of his breed Obscure and in- 
significant people were being offered a status in life they could 
nc\er have attained for themselves His failures were explained to 
him in a way he liked to believe He was not responsible for his 
plight but a victim of conspiracies by the world against his people. 
He became a Nazi at once 

This new status and this brown uniform and this striking insignia 
and this man who posed as the Christ o^ Germany did not dem ind 
that he earn his way through labor or through study or wisdom If 
these had been demanded, then all the Schrtikcrs woula have rp- 
mained anonymous and Nazism’s voice would not have sounded 
so jewel-toned, and that is why Nazism’s voice had such jca'tJ like 
tones to him 

All he had to do was exert brute force, the same kind of brute 
force he used in beating his vives With little in the way of per- 
sonality or mental capacity he was yet able to understand clear I v 
that his only hope for success or recogmtion in the woild lay in 
casting his lot with the Nazis 

He mstmctively grasped the one basic rule absolute obedience 
In true German tradition he responded to discipline and power As 
a drunkard and wife beater, he had demonstrated his absence of 
personal morality, so morality posed no problem 

All Rudolph ^hreiker really wanted was to be somebody, and 
Adolf Hitler gave him that chance 

The Nazis took bullies and bums and made them heroes In ex- 
change, the bums gave absolute obedience There was no qualm or 
remorse or inner conflicts of conscience when Schreiker was asked 
to destroy a synagogue or murder an enemy of the party 

And the Nazis did what Hitler promised Germany became 
powerful and feared and, as it expanded, the loyal Schreikers were 
given their rewards He had served unquestioningly for nearly two 
decades, and for this he was made the Kommissar of Warsaw in the 
General Government Area 

This was a large position for a man who had always been a 
deputy and whose greatest forte was following commands. 
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Certainly Schreikcr was no mental giant and a great deal of the 
orders would come from Berlin or Krakow or Lublin, where his 
superiors held office. Nonetheless, it called for more administra- 
tive ability and more initiative and authority than he had ever be- 
lieved he would possess. He did not want to fail. If he were a success 
in Warsaw, there might be no limit to how far he could advance. 

Schreiker learned many lessons intuitively as a Nazi. One of the 
purest axioms was that intellectuals were weak men. They espoused 
noble ideas which he did not understand. They argued ideals, but 
they were not ready to die for them as he was for Nazism. These 
so-called thinkers were exactly opposite of what they posed to be. 
They were all talk. They were cowards. 

He, Schreiker, could rule them because he could bully them. And 
they would not fight back. Moreover, he could use them to ac- 
complish for him what he could not do for himself. 

The moment he arrived in Warsaw he examined the lists of 
ethnics who had supported the Germans. Dr. Franz Koenig. 
Perfect. Middle-aged, physically inept, proven loyalty. A doctor 
and professor, highly educated, lover of classics, reader of philo- 
.sophers. An ip^elloclual who was completely controllable. 
Rudolph Schre»ker gave Dr. Fraiu Koenig a uniform, a title, and 
nearly unlimited range aiid power in his operations. 

A good little puppy dog who would help him rule his district. 

Paul Bronski was led ^'y Koenig through a series of connecting 
offices to that of the Kommissar of Warsaw. Rudolph Schreiker 
sat behind the desk. His personal vanity made him a striking figure. 
He w'as a large, strong man with s^^uare black German features. 
Fran? Koenig took his place at Schreiker’s right. 

“They are all here,” Koenig said. 

Paul Bronski recognized the other men. Silherberg, the play- 
wright. There was Marinski, who controlled mo'.t of the leather 
factories around lower Gensia Street, and Schoenfeld, the most 
brilliant of Warsaw's Jewish lawyers and a former member of the 
Polish Parliament. Seidman, an engineer, w-as there and Colonel 
Weiss, one of the highest-ranking Jews of the Polish army. Gold- 
man, an outstanding musician who had at one time taught both 
Deborah and Rachael. He was known as a strong Zionist among 
the intellectuals. Finally, there was Boris Presser. T^esser seemed 
out of place in an otherwise distinguished gathering. He was a 
merchant, the owner of a large department store, but completely 
unnoted politically or socially in Warsaw. 

The eight of them fidgeted before Schreiker's desk. The Kom- 
missar looked from one to the other slowly, examining each and 
playing the game of invoking his power and authority by deliberate 
mannerism. 

“For reasons of racial inferiority,’* Schreiker said, “we deem it 
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necessary for the Jews to govern themselves separately from the 
other citizens, under our directives. You eight men have been 
selected as the executive board of the Jewish Civil Authority. Each 
one of you will be responsible for a specific department — welfare, 
health, professions, properties, and so forth. Which of you is 
Goldman?** 

1 he famed musician and ideabst stepped forward. Although 
aged, Goldman showed the flash of color of a virtuoso. 

“You >m 1I be m charge, Goldman Y ou will report directly to me. 
You others will receive your directives from Dr. Koenig.” 

Koenig spoke. “You will occupy the premises at Grzvbowska 28 
immediately and set up offices. Your first task will be to take a 
census of the Jews in the Warsaw district. As soon as each Jew 
registers with your Civil Authority he will be issued a Kenrkarn*, 
which will also serve as a basis for a ration book Any Jew found at 
the end of three weeks without a Kennkarte will be punished by 
death ” 

“1 expect this registration to be earned out efficiently,” Schreiker 
added, “or there w'lll be a new Civil Authority in short order. You 
will be advised of further directives. You are dismissed.” 

They shuffled for the door, dazed. 

“One more thing for now,” Schreiker said, standing up and 
walking around to the front of his desk. He was a large and 
obMOusly powerful man and wanted to make certain the others 
saw It “We have thousands of young virile soldiers in our garrison 
who require diversion. You will supply a list of women who will 
take care of their requirements We wdl need at least fifty or sixty 
to start, the choice ones will be fortunate to serve in an officers’ 
brothel ” 

They looked from one to the other, desperate for one of them to 
have the courage to speak out. 

Schreiker snatched a paper with their names. “Who is Silber- 
berg'^” 

Silberberg stepped forward, trembling. All his courage went into 
the words he wrote. “You arc a playwiight! You must know 
actresses.” Silberberg’s thin chest was pained with fear. He drew a 
deep breath and spat on the floor. Schreiker ran across the room 
and stopped in front of him. The playwright closed his eyes, wait- 
ing for the blow It came across the bridge of his nose. He sank to 
his knees, holding his gory face in his hands, temporarily blinded. 
Goldman kmdt beside him quickly. 

“Get away from him!” 

“Go on, hit me too, you brave man,” Goldman challenged. 

Schreiker spun around quickly, looking over the others. “You, 
cripple!” he said, pointing to Bronski. “You will take personal 
charge of gettmg the whores!” 
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am afraid 1 cannot serve under these conditions/* Paul 
Bronski said. 

Franz Koenig sensed that Schreiker had gone too far, too fast. 
He stepped in quickly. “We shall discuss this in due time,*’ he said. 
“Now get out, all of you.” 

Schreiker wanted to beat them all up, but he knew Koenig’s 
move was to save him from bumbling. He must not bumble. After 
they left he paced the room, livid with rage, and cursed every oath 
he knew, then slumped behind his desk, swearing he would show 
who was the authority. When he calmed down, Koenig spoke 
softly and calmly. “Herr Schreiker,” he said, “we have touched 
upon a very sensitive point.” 

“But they defied me!” 

“Herr Kommissar, never mind. Let us not give them issues to 
unify them. After all now, we have selected them to do a job for us 
— right ?” 

“They are privileged !” 

“Yes, yes, exactly,” Koenig said. “In order for them to carry on 
for us, they must have a certain amount of authority and weight 
among the Jews. If we destroy theu* authority by forcing them to 
do something lo make them lose tace with the people— then they 
can’t do the job for us.” 

Schreiker thought about that. Yes, he had done a stupid thing. 
He was going to create a power, then destroy it in the same blow. 
Koenig was shrewd. lnHlt‘’tuals could always see those things. 
He would keep Koenig close at hand so he would not make 
mistakes. 

“There are other ways to supply women for brothels,” Koenig 
said. “I suggest we drop the matter so far as the Civil Authority is 
concerned. That will make them think they have some import- 
ance.” 

“Yes, of course,” Schreiker said “I was only testing them to see 
if they had enough personal courage to carry out our directives— 
just testing them.” 


Journal Entry 

Well, we certainly did not have to wait long to find out what is in 
store for us and what kind of a man Rudolph Senreiker is. 

The seat of the government for the General Government Area has 
been set up in Krakow^ which is a surprise. Wc were certain it would 
be in Warsaw. A chap named ffan\ Frank is running the show down 
there. Fxich dav he publishes a four -page paper called the General 
Government Gazette. Pages om , thyi , and three cover an assortment 
of things. Page four is dedicated to the Jewish Problem.'' We 
certainly are nuiking news these days. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 
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DIRECTIVE 

ALL JEWS MUST REGISTER IMMEDIATELY AT THE JEWISH CIVIL 
AUTHORITY AT QRZYBOWSKA 28 FOR ISSUANCE OF KENNKARTEN 
AND RATION BOOKS. 

FAILURE TO DO SO IS PUNISHABLE BY DEATH. 

DIRECTIVE 

THE ZOLIBORZ SUBURB IS OUT OF BOUNDS FOR FUTURE JEWISH 
RESIDENCE THOSE JEWS LIVING IN ZOLIBORZ MUSI FIND Ol HER QU \R- 
TERS WITHIN ONL WEEK. 

DIRFCTTVE 

FOR CLARinCATION AIL Fimmi DIRFCTTVES PERTAINING TO JEWS 
ALSO PERTAIN TO THOSE WITH ONE JEWISH PARENT OR C»RAND1 ARLNT. 
JEWS WHO HAVE CONVFRTLD TO OTHER PELIGIONS ARF CONSIDERED 
JEWS. 

DIRECTIVE 

JEWS ARE FORBIDDEN IN PUBLIC PARKS AND MUSFUMS. 

JEWS ARF FORBIDDEN IN PUBLIC RESTAITRANI^ IN NON* JEWISH 
DISTRICTS 

JEWS ARE FORBIDDFN TO RIDE ON PLDl IC TRANSPf)PTATl(>N 
JFWISH CHII DREN ARE TO BE WITHDRAWN FROM PUBLIC SI HOOLS 
IMMEDIATEI Y. 

DIRECTIVE 

THE PRACTICE OF THE JEWISH RELIGION IS rOPBIDDFN ALL Si^A- 
GOGUFS ARE OUT OI BOLP'IDS JEWISH RELIC, lOl S SrHOOLINCi IS 
FORBIDDFN 

DIRECnVF 

THE FOLIOWPvG TRADTS AND PROFESSIONS MAT BF PPACTKID BY 
JEWS ONLY AMONG THL JEWISH POPUl ATION MI DIUNF, I AW, 
JOirRNALISM, MUSIC, AI L GOVERNMENTAL POSITIONS, \LL MUNICIP- 
ALLY OPERATED INDUSTRIES 

DIRECTIVE 

JFWS ARE FORBIDDEN TO ATTEND THFATTR OR CINTMA IN NON- 
JEWISH ARFAS 

JEWS ARE FORBIDDEN TO EITTER NON-JFWISH HOSPHALS 

As the registration commenced, each Kennkarte was stamped 
with a large/ A directive came out quickly, lowering the ration of 
Jews This brought on a scramble to obtain illegal and false Aryan 
Kennkarten, In Zoliborz and other areas confiscated for German 
ofliaals, the dispossessed Jews were forced to abandon their pro- 
perties without compensation. 
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Each day a new directive. 

Meanwhile Rudolph Schreiker returned to work with which he 
was more familiar The old street fighter of the early Nazi days in 
Bavaria organized gangs ot Polish hoodlums and put them on the 
German payroll with the order to terrorize the Jewish population 
Within a few weeks of the German entry into Warsaw there was a 
rash of unmolested window smashing, shop looting, and the beat- 
ing up of bearded Jev/s 

On the streets, loudspeaker trucks rolled up and down the Jewish 
areas, barkmg out the latest directives and page four of the General 
Government Gazette^ and orders from the Warsaw Kommissar 
and the Jewish Civil Authority were plastered on walls on every 
street 

A special detarhment of SS troopers rounded up people most 
likely to resist, Jews and non-Jews alike, who had been fingered 
in advance by Dr Pranz Koenig and other ethnics They were 
maichcd into Pawiak Prison and shot down by firing squads 

On the radio, round-thc-clock saturation to educate the Polish 
public on the causes of the war 

“Germany k . here to save Poland from Jewish war 

piofiteers “ 

And the billboards wfiich once announced Irene Dunne movies 
found her replacement with drawincs of bearded Jews violiiing 
nuns btardtd Jews usine the blood of Christian babies for their 
rituals, btarded Jews si* ir atop piles of mone> and knifing good 
honest Poles in the bad 

for the most part, the ficiman program met with universal 
sue cess 7 he Polish pcoph, w ho could not st rif i at their noblemen 
who had now vanrhed, nor at the Russians who had bctra>ed 
them, nor at th* Germans who hid mass icred them were willing 
to accept the traditional Jewish sc ipcgoai as the true cause of their 
late t dis istcr 


Chapter Three 


DiHFCnVF 

AIL JtWISH TRADF Ti'sHONS, PKOtTSSIONAL V)riFTltS, AMD ZTOMST 
OROAMZAllONS ARF, \S OF THIS DATfc, ILLFOAL 


Journal Entry 

The Bathyran Executive Council held an emergency se^^ion ro- 
day to prepare to go underground I must find some loopholes in the 
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German directives which will keep us together and functioning^ 
perhaps under a 'front** organization. 

Ana Gnnspan 

has made the most progress She reports the Krakow Chapter is 
unified She has a lot oj spunky that girl Despite the new directnes 
restricting travel by Jews^ Ana has alnady obtained false travel 
papers (as a nonexistent Tanya Tar tin ski) 4na*s non- Jewish ap- 
pearance will help her to move around unchallenged She has con- 
tacted Tommy Thompson at the American F mhassy now in Krakow^ 
and he has agreed to rccetsc American dollars from our people out- 
side Poland (and especially our chapters in America) and pass the 
money on to her Thank God for Tommy He is a true ft lend Ana 
IS going to travel to all our major chapters at once to se t up a system 
of underground commumeations which we have worked out 

Susan Gcller 

has the most urgent situation She estimates that thirtv thousand 
Jewish soldiers were killed in the invasion (Thr figure stuns Jaiilv 
accurate To the best of our c stimate ^ a Polish total oj tw > hundt e d 
thousand soldiers were killed^ many thousands escaped over the 
border^ and there are uncounted thousands in prisontr-oj war 
camps ) In addition^ hundreds of chihlren were left parent le ss dunn), 
the siege of Warsaw We must take our share of them Susan her 
committed the Bathvran Orphanage to take in another two hundnd 
children^ which doubles our present capacity Needless to say what 
this does to the budget We need personnel That means taking our 
best people ofi their outside jobs and sendine them to work in the 
orphanage God know show we will managt if With thi cut in rati ms 
for the Jews, we must have an extra fifty ration larcL from the 
Jewish Civil Authority for the children 

Tolck AJterman 

after his usual speech on Zionrm, promised Susan that lu w ill open 
new acreage at the farn^ to take up the ration cut He must be 
encouraged to increase production if the price of food ge t^ out of 
hand But to increase the farm*s load will take personnel too 

Ervin Roscnblum 

IS still working for Sw iss News on the technicality that it ha neutral 
agency^ while the letter of the German directive forbids Jews to 
work on non- Jewish Polish papers (We expect the Jewish press w ill 
be closed down any minute, although Emanuel Goldman, the 
Authority chairman, sold the Germans on letting it run as a means 
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of mass communication to implement German directives. How long 
can he hold this point?) Ervin does not believe that either he, Swiss 
News, or Chris de Monti will he around for long. It will be a great 
loss, because Ervin is very close to news sources and several times 
already has given us tips that gave us twenty-four hours of grace to 
set up defenses. One very sour note, I am distressed that Andrei 
was not present. I lied to the others, saying he was in Bialystok on 
business. Three or four members have reported he is planning to do 
something which will hurt us cU*sperately, I must stop him, I close 
my entry now in order to find him, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Gabriela Rak opened the door for Alexander Brandel at her flat 
on the Square of the Three Crosses. 

‘*Come in, Alex.** She dosed the door behind him and took his 
overcoat and cap. 

“Is he here?” 

Gabriela nodded and pointed to the balcony. 

“Before I sec him . . 

She shook he: h* '»d. “I don’t know, Alex. Some days he paces 
like an animal and curses Other davs, like today, he sits and sulks 
and drinks without a word. Ycsterdviy and today he has been out 
si‘cmg people, I don’t know what for. He won’t confide in me.” 

“I know,” Alex said. 

“I have never known any ne could take defeat so hard, Alex. He 
has such a fierce pride — it seems as though he is taking it upon him- 
self to suffer for thirty million Poles.” 

She walked to the french doors and opened them. Andrei w'as 
looking aimlessly out at the battered ruins. “Andrei,” she called a 
half do/en fimes before she got his attention. “Alexander Brandel 
IS here.” 

He walked into the room. He was unshaven and bleary-eyed 
from too much drinking and too little sleep. He went directly to the 
liquor cabinet and poured himself some vodka. 

“I’ll go fix you some tea, Alex,” Gabriela said nervously. 

“No,” Andrei ordered, “you stay. I want you to hear the great 
dissertations of Zionist logic. Pearls of wisdom are about to drop 
like spring rain. We should have a bucket so 'w/e could Cutch them 
all.” He downed the vodka and poured himself another. Gabriela 
uncomfortably edged into a chair while Alexander walked to 
Andrei and took the glass out of his hand and set it down. 

“Why weren’t you at the executive council meeting today?” 

“Haven’t you heard? There are no more Bathyrans. Directive 
twenty-two by order of the Konimissar of Warsaw .” 

“It was a terribly important meeting. We have to set up mecha- 
nisms to go underground.” 

Andrei smacked his lips and clapped his hands together and 
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walked to Gabriela “Gaby, shall I tell you what they said today, 
verbatun? Let me see now. Susan Geller cried the loudest because 
the war gave her lots and lots of new orphans and our girl Susy is 
going to take them all in, each and every one. So tomorrow Herr 
Schrciker will issue a directive outlawing orphans. But* Don't 
underestimate us. Oui Alexander Brandcl will bypass the dir- 
ective ... he IS a wily man He hnds loopholes m everything 
‘From now on,’ declares Alex, ‘we will call the orphans novitiates 
and the Bathyran Orphanage will become St Alexander's Con- 
vent ’ Now then, Tolek Alterman sprang to his feet. ‘Comrades,’ 
he said, ‘1 will increase the production of the farm tenfold because 
it IS living Zionism ’ And then Ana dear old Ana ‘I would like 
to report that the Krakow group is singing ‘ Solidarity F orever.” ’ “ 
“Have you finished?” 

“No, Alex I’ve had a few meetings of my own ” 

“So I hear Very interesting plans you’ve made ” 

“What plans?” Gabriela said 

“Why don’t you tell her, Andrei?” Andrei turned his back 
“No Well, then I’ll tell her He is planning to take fifty of our best 
people and leave Warsaw ” 

Andrei spun around “Let Alex and the rest of that pack of idiots 
continue their debating societies wlule tne Germans squeeze the 
life out of them Yes, I’m taking fifty people <uid I’m going over the 
border to Russia and get arms and return and wiite a lew little 
directives of my own on the Germans’ supply lints ” 

“Why didn’t you tell me this‘s” she demanded 
“I told you to go to Krakow with the Americans vVGl, I still 
have your papers It will be my present to you when 1 leave ” 

‘ But why didn’t you tell me*” 

‘'So ypu’d team up with him and schlogg rnc to ueath with 
arguments 

“No one is going to argue, Andrei,” Alex 5a»d ‘ Here it is, 
straight and proper You are forbidden to do what >()u plan ” 
“Listen to him’ The new Kommissar has issued a directive ” 
“You are not going to take fifty of our best people We nted 
them desperately to keep other people alive ” 

“Sing, Brother BrandeP” 

“Through us and other Zionist groups the people have organi- 
zations prepared to function in their behalf If you and a hundred 
others like you take fifty men and women away, you’re stripping 
three and a I alf million Jew s of the only buffer they ha\ c to protect 
them ” 

“Alex, try and stop me ” 

“We have worked together for a long, long time, Andrei, but I 
will not hesitate to throw you out of the Bathyrans in disgrace ” 
“Then you’ll have to throw out the other fifty, because they will 
follow me.” 
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They stopped suddenly, each building to a point of no return. 
There was anger in Andrei that defied lo^c. Alex was stunned. He 
turned to Gaby, who threw up her hands in helplessness. 

“I prayed to God that my son Wolf would be half the man 
Andrei Androfski was. When I saw you crawl in on your hands and 
knees from battle 1 said, This is the most gallant man who ever 
lived. No matter what happens in the days to come, we will pull 
through so long as Andrei is with us.’ Now ... 1 see you for what 
you arc. A man without true courage.” 

Gabneld threw herself between them, looking from one to the 
other in desperation, and suddenly it was Alex who received her 
wrath, “How dare you say that to him!” 

Alex brushed by her and slapped Andrei across the face. He did 
not even blink. 

“Stop It!” Gabriela cried. 

“It's all right. Gaby. He hits like a woman and he knows I 
will not strike him back.” 

“But the Germans do not hit like women and you do not have 
the courage to take their blows and keep your hands at your side.” 

Andrei walked '^^'^oss the room to the sofa. “I will not let it be 
said that I dcsiroyed the Bathyrans. Keep them here. I will go 
alone. There arc a hundred thousand Polish soldiers who escaped 
over the borders who will light again. There will be one more.” 

Alex^hovered over him. “You are a selfish, vengeful man with 
only desire to fill this grea thiist of yours for personal revenge. 
1 orget the woman w'ho loves you . . . forget your sister and her 
children . . . forget your friends . . . forget the people to whom 
you’re obligated. When we need you the most, run off to join your 
roving band of Robin Hoods Hail ind farewell to the gallant 
Major Androfski of the Seventh Ulanys.” 

“Slop tormenting him," Gabriela cried. 

“for God’s sake, Alc\,” Andrei screamed. “I cvinnot fight your 
kind of war. I am not a traitor! 1 cannot fight your kind of war!” 

“You have fought your war your way and it was no good. Now 
the battle is even more unbalanced. This is not strong men against 
strong men. We are a few people who have in our hands the 
responsibility of t^iree and a half million helpless people. We have 
no weapons but ftiith in each other. Andrei, you've alwa^ s wanted 
to know what Zjpnism is. This is Zionism, helping Jews survive. 
You must give }^ursclf to us, Wc cannoi do without you. 

Andrei sighcdand grunted. “Jesus Christ,” he mumbled, “what 
kind of a battle is this*^” He looked up at them, “in all those years 
1 earned the pose of being the ‘^rcal Androfski — and I know w’hy. 
Because wc were fighting a hypothetical battle. E^'^Tyonc was our 
enemy— yet, no one. Wc talked about a dream, we talked about 
our longings, but now ... 1 am no longer in a dubious battle. Can t 
you understand I have seen the enemy face to face ? I want to fight 
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him with these/* he said, holding up his hamlike fists. want to 
smash in the faces of those German bastards.” 

“Will that keep us aUvc?” 

“I don’t know if I have the courage you speak of, Alex — to 
watch murder and not lift my hand.” 

“Don’t leave us, Andrei.” 

Gabriela knelt beside him and tried to comfort him. “Alex is 
right,” she said. “You must stand by your people.” 

“Didn’t you know, Gaby, Alex is always right — didn’t you 
know?” 

Andrei looked from one to the other. Yes . . . his war was over. 
In his war he had been trampled and humiliated. Now he must try 
to fight Alexander Brandel’s war. 

“1 w'lll try,” he muttered at last. “I will try.” 


Chapter Four 


As a member of the executive board of the Jewish Civil Auth(»r- 
ity, Paul Bronski had several privileges and immunities. The ration 
for his family was equal to that of a Polish otficial, half again as 
much as the Jewish ration. Franz Koenig convinced Kommissar 
Schreiker that such generosity to the JCA would pay off. 

Paul was able to secure a lovely apartment on Sienna Street, 
which was a mixed district of uppcr-middle-class professionals and 
long one of the fashionable streets in Warsaw Bronski was not 
truly discomfited by the German occupation. His fortune was in- 
tact in Switzerland, beyond German reach, and he had quickly 
achieved the top status the new society allowed. So long as Chris 
stayed in Warsaw, it was an easy matter for him to advance Paul 
money which he was able to import on Swiss News accounts. 

Nevertheless, moving day brought a terrible uneasiness in him. 
Deborah seemed delighted at the idea of leaving Zoliborz to move 
into a predominantly Jewish area. It was as though their forced 
identification as Jews gave her some sort of victory. While the 
boxes and crates were piled high, Paul closed himself in his study 
because he could not stand another question from the children. 

On his desk were armbands his family had to wear from now on. 
The Germans were so damned thorough, he thought. Their 
directive called for the aimband to be white in color with a blue 
Star of David no less than three centimeters in height, Paul 
laughed at the irony of it all and put the armband on, feeling at 
least he cheated somewhat by losing the specified arm and having 
to wear the band on his left arm. 

There was a knock on the door and Andrei entered. 
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•‘Well, heUo, brother-in-law,” Bronski said. “Deborah is about 
the house somewhere, packing.” 

“As a matter of fact, I came to see you, Paul.” 

“To gloat over your victory ? To tell me how fooUsh I look wear- 
ing a Star of David ? To raise your finger and tell me how your ill- 
fated prediction came to pass — ‘Bronski, you are a Jew whether 
you want to be or not* — or to ask if I gave the Germans a lesson on 
galloping Zionism, which I abhor, and tried to convince them I 
wasn’t really a Jew? Dammit all, the most difficult part of having 
one arm is trying to load and light a pipie — that and buttoning 
your fly.” 

Andrei struck a match and held it over the bowl of Paul’s pipe 
while iie drew in the fire, 

“How do you feel. Paul?” 

“Pine. 1 discovered I’m still a hell of a good doctor. Did you ever 
give directions to a corporal on how to amputate your arm by 
flashlight? Good trick if I say so myself. You look fine. Mere bullet 
wounds wouldn’t annoy you.” 

“How are Deborah and the children taking this move?” 

“Deborah? 1 think she’s delighted. The Lord is making divine 
retribution foi ‘he ycaij 1 forcer! tier to be an agnostic. J am going 
to brush up on my Hebre a . read the Torah nightly, and spend the 
rest of my life saying, T shall be a good Jew,’ so help me Stawki 
Street.” 

“I came here to ask you if you and 1 shouldn’t r.all a truce.” 

Paul looked surprised. “ i uu are a gallant inner, sir.” 

“No, it’s just that times have grown so serious we don’t have the 
luxury of battling each other for a point already proven. You’re 
sitting in the JCA. You know just how bad things are.” 

“Oh, no doubt they are bad. It is going to be a rough transition.” 

Andrei had bis opening. He pressed his point. “.Are you certain 
it is only a transition ? No one really knows what the Germans are 
up to or when they will quit ” 

Paul looked at Andrei with suspicion. Tlie truce w'as merely a 
rna.sk behind which he was operating. “And?” he asked. 

“Now that the Jews, the half Jews, the converts, and the un- 
admitting Jews have been labeled, there is a tremendous need to 
unify all the loose ends.” 

“Go on,” Paul said. 

“Paul, we are trying very hard tcj get a meeting together of every 
faction of the community, rcgardle.ss of philosopny, to map out 
some sort of master policy. You arc sitting in one of the key 
positions. We want to know if, )U can be counted in.” 

“Counted in on what ?” 

“We can’t stand by idly and let the Germans keep pouring these 
directives at us and beating up our people in the streets. We must 
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go to them as a single body to let them know we are going to 
resist further abuse.*' 

Paul sighed and lay his pipe in the ash tray and rocked his chair 
back and forth, back and forth. “I might have known you’d still be 
trying to lead a cavalry charge.” 

Andrei, who swore to himself he would not get angry, held his 
temper. “How much do you have to take from them before you 
show your spine ? Where are all your fine students now 7 Where are 
all your colleagues from the university now?” 

“Andrei,” Paul said softly, “you are not the only one who has 
meditated about this problem. When I lost my right arm, my body 
underwent a shock but, as you sec, 1 am well recovered. So, the 
Jews in Warsaw arc losing their ri^t arms. It is painful, but the 
shock will pass and they will live. Not so well as before, perhaps, 
but that is the way things are, and nothing we can do will change 
them.” 

“Are you willing to guarantee me that the Germans arc going to 
stop at merely taking an arm? Can you tell me honestly the dir- 
ectives won’t take the other arm, then both legs ?” 

“rU tell you what I am willing to do, Andrei. I am willing to 
accept life for what it is. The Germans are the law. They have won 
a war. I see no alternative.” 

“You really think you can do business with them?” 

“I really think 1 have no choice, Andrei. Andrei . . . Andrei . . . 
You are always charging windmills — you are always looking tor 
the mystical enemy. Before the Germans, you fought Poland. You 
cannot accept life for what it is. Yes, I’ve compromised, but I know 
reality. I’ve not chased ghosts. I compromise now because I was 
suddenly made a Jew again and 1 have no alternative. Andrei, I’ve 
been put into a position of responsibility to this community. 
Didn’t ask for it— didn’t want it. But I must, you see. 1 also have a 
wife and two children to keep alive ” 

“And for that you’ll forfeit your soul and honor!” 

“Try out the catch phrases elsewhere. 1 know what you are up to. 
Insurrection . . , agitation ... an underground. Break your head 
against a wall just as you did before the war. I know the reality of 
what is here now and I’m going to bring my family through it.” 

Andrei was about to roar that Paul was a coward, always look- 
ing for the easy path out. The cat who always lands on his feet. The 
first to sell his soul. It took all the strength he had, but he re- 
strained himself. 

“And, so long as we are talking about it, Andrei, your activities 
are bound to be known. For the safety of Deborah and the child- 
ren, it may be best if you stay away from us.” 

“Let my sister decide that I” 

“Oh, nothing her darling brother does can be wrong.” . 

Andrei spun around on his heels and stamped out. He was un- 
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able to resist slamming the door as a sign that he had not entirely 
lost his restraint. 

Paul tapped the pipe against his teeth and shook his head. There 
he goes, Paul thought. Still looking for a fight. Still at the head of a 
cavalry charge. How long would Andrei last in this atmosphere 
before he was dragged up before a firing squad 7 

But then, Andrei would laugh at them while he was being shot. 
And for a moment Paul was envious of that reckless courage that 
was unable to give quarter. He, Paul Bronski, had shown an m- 
btinctivc courage in a single instant when the German bully 
Rudolph Schreiker demanded Jewish women for prostitutes. 
There would be other moments of crisis in the days ahead. How he 
would like to be Andrei Androfski in those moments. Would he be 
defiant when the challenge came the next time? He did not know. 
If only he could store that second of courage in a little box and 
open it again when he needed it. 

A ruckus from the direction of the kitchen sent Paul running 
from his study. Deborah was standing over Zoshia, yelling at her. 

“What is going on here?” 

“Zoshia stol^ cc' '“ilvcr. Rachael saw her pass it over the fence 
to that rotten s< m of hers ” 

Paul stepped between the two of them. 

“Is this true, Zoshia?” he demanded. 

“It is true and Pm not sorry,” Zoshia screamed. 

“She is a dirty thief,” Deuorah snarled. 

“It is mine and more than mine for the years I have cleaned 
your Jew dirt.” 

“Oh, dear Lord,” Deborah said, “we have treated you kinder 
than your own son, whom we've bailed out of jail every time he 
went into one ol his drunken rages. 1 paid the doctor bills for you 
and your sister when you couldn't work.” 

“You brought the Germans to Poland,” Zoshia cried. “The 
priest told us so! It is all the fault of the Jews!” She spat in hatred 
in their faces and waddled from the room. 

Deborah leaned against Paul and cried softly, and he tried to 
comfort her. “I can’t believe it,” she murmured. '7 can’t believe 
it . . .” 

“There is nothing we can do. TTie Germans are encouraging 
them to do what she did.” 

One of the moving men came in. 

“We have a wagonload. You said you w'anted to come with us to 
Sienna Street and show us where the things go.” 

“Mrs. Bronski will be out Li a moment. She will follow you 
over.” 

The teamster tipped his cap and left. 

Deborah dried her eyes. He walked to his office and returned 
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with the armbands. ‘*You and the children will have to wear 
these,” he said. 

She took them and stared at them, then put one on her right 
arm. ‘'Isn’t it a shame,” she said, “that the first time we really must 
tell the children they are Jews ... it must be bke this. . . 


Chapter Five 


Journal Entry 

Andrei warned me that we could not depend on Paul Bronski, 
How right he hoj. We continue to canvass the Jewish community 
to see who among us will come together for a leadership meeting. 
We are picking up strength, but not fast enough. A few nwre of 
these German directives will do more to convince them than any of 
our arguments. 

1 am going to see Rabbi Solomon. If we can win his support, it 
could well put us over the top. 

ALEXANDER DRANDEL 

The Rabbi Solomon’s name was most often preceded by the 
word “great”. He was one of the most learned men not only of 
Warsaw but of all Poland, and that constituted the heartland of 
religious Jewry. 

He was a humble man who was beloved for giving his life to 
study and devotion and teaching. His rulings set the vogues among 
the religious Jews. 

Not the least of the man’s many qualities was a political agility. 
When one came to earth from Talmudic and ethical writings to 
things real, deftness was r^uired in order to be able to get along 
with all the diversified factions of Jewish opinion and philosophy. 
It was because of this wizardry that he was often called upon to use 
his good offices to mediate between extreme thinkers, from Com- 
munists to neo-fascists. 

All organized Zionists believed that only they were the true 
standardbearers of Zionism and that the others outside their ranks 
were merely pseudo Zionists. It was the same with Rabbi Solomon. 
His Zionism, he felt, was certainly the purest form, for it came 
from the books of the Bible which told him a “Messiah” would 
return to earth and lead the scattered children of Israel back to 
their “Promised Land.” This was not so much Zionism to him 
but rather fundamental Judaism. 

All the new ideas — ^revisionist, socialist, communist, intel- 
lectualism — ^were merely expedient and radical ideas which took 
the place of the true basic faith. 
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Although he did not agree with the new ideas, he was com- 
passionate toward them He understood that it took enormous 
inner strength not to be able to rebel against the abuses the Jews 
had suffered. These new forms of Zionism, therefore, were re- 
Ix^llions by weak men who could not suffer in silence and dignity, 
to pray and to accept as part of life the penalties imposed by God 
for being worthy of being the chosen guardians of the Holy I^w 
After the Germans shut his synagogue, he worked harder than 
ever keeping up the morale of his people During the storm of 
directives his quiet strength and counsel were constantly sought 
It was after such a strenuous day that Alexander Brandel arrived 
in hr study The old man looked forward to th; relaxation and 
verbal »vvordpIay with the learned Zionist historian 
They recounted the terrible things of the day with mutual sad- 
ness, went through all the accepted amenities, then Alex got down 
to business 

* Wc feel the urgencies of the day call for us to set aside the 
things which divide us,” Alex said carefully, “and unite in those 
upon which we agree ” 

‘ But, Alexander two Jews never agree on an> thing ” 

‘On eertain t nngb Rubbi Solo on On taking care of orphans 
On helping each other ' 

“And what shall we do on those things which you claim we 
agree 

* We shall first hold a mu Mng I h i\c many diversihed leaders 
who have agreed to ittcnd li >ou would tome it would be a signal 
for most of the rabbis in Wars iw to follow suit ” 

“Do you have support from the Bund*^ * 

‘\es ” 

“And the rederation of labor Zionists 
‘ Yes’ 

“And the Communists 
“Yes ’ 

“Such a meeting will be a mes*- ’ 

“There is another intention ” 

“Aha ” 

“We must try to present a unified front to stop these German 
direelive< ” 

‘ So ^ Will, Alexander, I am nut a 'Oeia’ w irker 1 am also not a 
politieian I am merelv a teaeher As for civil problems, wc have a 
Civil Authority to cope with mo l of the problems which vou 
pose “ 

Alex promised himself not tc become discouraged He started 
again “The Jewish Civil Authority was hand picked by the 
Germans We feel they merely wish to use it as an mstrument to 
carry out their policy.” 
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“But surely with good Zionists Like Emanuel Goldman and 
Schoenfeld and Silberberg on the Authority ” 

“But, Rabbi, they are truly without power. These are extra- 
ordinary times and call for extraordmary measures." 

“What is so extraordinary about these times, Alex?" 

“We could be possibly engaged in a struggle for our very 
survival." 

The old man smiled and stroked his big bushy white beard. How 
dramatic these young people were! “Alexander. Tell me, learned 
historian, when in the Wstory of the Jewish people has survival not 
been an issue? Sometimes the degree varies. What is happening 
today in Poland has happened many times in our history. Now tell 
me, Brandel the historian, have we not outlived every tyrant in the 
past?" 

“1 think there is a difference." 

“So?” 

“From the tmie of the First Temple we have been massac-ed 
because of scapegoatism, expedience for the ruling politicians, 
passion outbursts, ignorance. The Crusades, the Inquisition, the 
Worms massacre, the Cossack uprisings. Never before have we 
been faced with a cold-blooded, organized, calculated, and deliber- 
ate plot to destroy us." 

“And how does the learned historian know this to be true?" 

“1 read Adolf Hitler." 

“Aha. Tell me, Alexander, what do you suppose the Germans 
stand to gain by destroying the Jews? Will they gam territory ? Will 
they gain more than token wealth? What can be the ultimate goal 
in doing away with some of the world’s finest doctors, musicians, 
craftsmen, scientists, writers? What is the point that they will win 
by doing it?" 

“It is not the matter of winning a point. They started on us the 
same way a hundred others started on us, but in the case of the 
Germans, 1 do not know if they will be able to stop themselves. 
Like no other people in history, they arc psychologically geared to 
destroy merely for destroying." 

“So, what you are saying is that the Nazis are evil. As a historian, 
surely you know that evil destroys itself." 

“It may also destroy us while it is destroying itself. Where does it 
say in the Talmud and Torah, Rabbi, that we arc not supposed to 
defend ourselves?” 

“But we do defend ourselves. We defend ourselves by living in 
the faith which has kept us alive all of the centuries. We defend 
ourselves by remaining good Jews. It will bring us through this 
hour as it has through all the rest of our crises. And the Messiah 
^1 come, as He has promised." 

“And how do you suppose we will reco^izc Him ?" 

“It is not if we will recognize Him. It is if He will recognize us.” 
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The argument was at a dead end. The old man would not budge. 

Alex took his armband off and held it in front of the Rabbi’s 
eyes. “Can you wear this with pride?” 

“It was good enough for King David.” 

“But he did not wear it as a badge of humility !” 

“Alexander, why must all Zionists shout? The gates of heaven 
are barred to those who pick up weapons of death. Tht»t is what 
will come ultimately to you if you form a band of rabble. Learn to 
sulTer in huinihty and faith. That alone will be our salvation.” 


Chapter Six 


DIRLCTIVE 

ALL CiOVERNMtNT PENSlOriS K>R JFWS AR£ HFRFBY SIJSPET^DED. 
PTRirTIVE 

JEWS ARP FORBIDDEN TO PATRONIZE NON-JEWISH FOOD MARKETS 
AND DtPARTMIN^ '^ORLS. 

DIRFXT rVE 

TRAVEL PERMITS ARE REOtHPED FOR JFWS LFAVING WARSAW. JEWS 
ARF RhSIRirTED TO SPECIAL CUACHFS MARKLD “JEWISH.” 

DIRECTIVE 

JE WS ARE FORBIDDITsf TO STAND IN RATION LINES EXCEPT AT SPECIFIED 
JEWISH SFATIONS. 

Alexander Brandel’s quest for solidarity was frustrating. There 
was confusion among the people. Most of them were not con- 
nected with organizations. They wanted merely to be able to take 
ciirc of their families. 1 ho few men whose power and influence 
could have rallied everyone were marched to Pawiak Prison and 
shot. 

Mayor Starzynskj, who had made the epic fight for Warsaw and 
was one of the few Poles in high positions to give the Jews credit 
for their contribution to the defense of the country, disappeared. 
Like many another, he was taken off in the ‘niddle of ihe night 
without explanation and never returned 

Alex watched his fellow intellectuals disintegrate. These men 
who had once gushed forth waterfalls of idealism seemed unable 
to put their words into practice. 

He courted Rodel, the Communist, who controlled an important 
organization. The baldheadcd, chain-smoking leader of the Com- 
munists spent most of the time explaining how the Soviet Union 
truly saved eastern Poland by jumping her from the back while the 
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Polish army fought for its life. Rodel was always amusing to Alex. 
He had an amazing range of verbal dexterity and political acro- 
batics. In the spring of that year Rodel had been violently anti- 
Nazi. In the summer, after the Russian-German pact, he decided 
the Germans weren’t so bad, after aU — it was the Western powers 
who had really sold everyone down the river. Now he was violently 
anti-German once more but s^nt most of his time explaining away 
Russian treachery. Rodel haa no use for Zionism simply because 
he had no use for anything that was not communism. Nonetheless, 
Alex needed Rodel. To ignore the Communists would be worse 
than to be refused by them. The Communists, with their non- 
Jewish members, boasted the closest-knit group for the Jews. But 
Rodel was having his hands full. The Communists were being 
hounded by the Nazis even more unmercifully than the Je'vs. I he 
Gestapo had a single order covering them: find them and sh<^ot 

THEM. 

Alex couldn't even get to talk with the leader of the Revision- 
ists, Samson Ben Horin. They were traditionally loners who 
wanted no part of a plan committing them to act with a group. 
Alex reckoned they wctc girding for street fighting. 

The businessmen were racked with problems. Shelves were bare, 
prices were rising, there was a continuing pressure b> the new 
directives. They considered Alex’s quest for unity as asking for 
charity. For them, anything outside of normal business activities 
was deemed “charity.” Charity could be considered only after 
profits, and they were doubtful these days. 

The largest single entity, the religious community, simply re- 
fused to budge. They took their cue from Rabbi Solomon to resort 
to the traditional weapons of prayer and patience. 

The Jewish Civil Authority treated Alex as though he were a 
leper. Hg was branded as a harbinger of doom by Silberherg, the 
playwright, who had had all the fight knocked out of him by the 
single blow delivered in the office of Rudfilph Schrciker. Silber- 
berg, whose plays had once reeked with slogans of courage . . . The 
rest of them were jealous of their stations. Only Emanuel Gold- 
man, the pianist, could be counted on. 

Outside the Jewish community, pickings were lean. The gentile 
intellectuals were as terrified as the Jewish intellectuals. Paul 
Bronski proved a classic example. From the time he returned to 
Warsaw till the time he moved to Sienna Street, he did not receive 
a single call from his former colleagues or students at the univ- 
ci‘ ity. 

The majority of the population wanted no part of the German- 
Jcwish war. A minority were actively engaged in activities against 
the Jews. 

The one great voice of power and conscience, the Church, re- 
mained silent. 
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As a clever tactician, Alexander realized early that unity was im- 
possible, so he carefully formulated a secondary objective. When 
it was all thought out, he called together three of the most reliable 
strong men. These were people who understood the urgency with- 
out being preached to and who, like him, were groping for a way to 
hang together and bypass the dreaded directives. 

I’he four of them picked each other’s brains in a series of secret 
meetings. 

There was Alex, and there was Simon Eden, the iron-handed 
ruler of the Joint Federation of Labor Zionists. He alone was able 
to form and control ten different middle- to left-wing factions. His 
Joint Federation accounted for more than sixty per cent of all 
organized Zionists. Simon had the best qualities of Alexander and 
Andrei combined and few of their faults. Like Andrei, he had been 
an officer in the army and was a large and strong man who could 
rise to fierceness. Like Alex, he was a cool and deliberate thinker. . 
Andrei respected Simon more than any man in Warsaw except 
Alex. 

The third man was Emanuel Goldman, the ajpng but stiU flam- 
boyant artist of the piano who had been appointed head of the 
Jewish Civil Aatl* j.ity. 

Goldman was Dr. Fnnz Koenig’s one error in judgment. 
Koenig believed correctly that the famed musician had a “name” 
value to the Jews but certainly underestimated his devotion to 
humanitarian Ctiuscs. Goldman was realistic. He knew he could 
not last long on the Civil A athonty. The Germans wanted a weak 
man to carry out their orders. He was grimly determined to find a 
route for the community before he was dispossessed. 

The fourth man was David 2^mba, director of the American 
Relief Socie^, an organization supported by American Jews. 
Zemba a Polish Jew, was small in stature, with a closely cropped 
beard and a miid manner, but he was utterly fearless and brilliantly 
shrewd. With Poland occupied, the American dollars which 
controlled had to be one of the foundations of any adventure. 

Together, they worked out a formula. 

Stage one; Emanuel Goldman, as head of the Jewish Civil 
Authority, received an appointment with Dr. Franz Koenig. 

“We are faced with a problem, Herr Doktor. By tradition, we 
Jews have always taken care of our own. Social work was formerly 
handled by the old Jewish Council, which has been disbanded. As 
you know, the war has compounded this problem. We have no 
legal instrument through which to take care of welfare problems.” 

“I take it you arc petitioning me to set up a welfare department 
in the Jewish Civil Authority?” 

“Not exactly. The Authority does not have either trained 
personnel or funds and we are too busy taking the census.” 

“I am certain you did not come here without a proposal” 
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“So. My proposal is such. There are many professional do- 
gooders They can collect the money — they can find the people — 
they can run otphanages and old-age homes.** 

“Are you suggesting an mdependent agency?*’ 

Lam 

“Not as a branch of the Civil Authority?’* 

“Correct ’’ 

“Why'>“ 

“On matters of self-help the Jews are nearly always unified, no 
matter what their other philosophy Having this traditional service 
operated by a government agency would cause tremendous grum- 
bling among diverse elements The raising of funds would be ex- 
tremely hard, for people are naturally suspicious of government. 
There would be untold confusion, duplication of work, and ad- 
ministrative hassles which could be avoided by establishment of 
an independent agency ’* 

Koenig saw sense in Goldman’s arguments He could assign the 
Civil Author itv to watch over this new agency On the other hand, 
if the Civil Authority were running welfare work he would always 
ha\c Goldman fighting with him for more funds Yet it was not all 
so black and white Dr Koenig was learning that Goldman was a 
man of character, and although it appeared on the surface that it 
was a simple matter, he was not coming m with a proposal that 
would benefit the Germans 

Emanuel Goldman also knew he was not up against a robot like 
Schreiker Koenig was probing, looking for a trap 
“Who do you propose to head this new agency 
‘ Oh, there are lots of people Mainly, wc mu‘'t find a man 
acc( ptabic to all elements Say, Alexander Brandel “ 

“Brandel With his Zionist background 
Goldmtin shrugeed “The Bathyians a> a group nc\cr achieved 
Brandeks personal stature They are disbanded now He is mild 
and inofTcnsive and quite trusted “ 

“Suppose I let you have your agency, but on one condition ?“ 
“And that condition, Herr Doktor?” 

“Brandel does not run the agency “ 

Thev had come to the impasse. Goldman had hoped he could 
push It through without this moment Now he had to make his 
gamble He reached inside his breast pocket and placed a small 
envelope on Koenig’s desk “The full plans for the agency arc in 
here, H'rr Doktor “ he said “I beg you to study them carefully 
and give me your answer tomorrow “ 

The old man left the city hall, not knowing whether he was about 
to spend his last day on earth 

When Koenig opened the envelope he took out five one- 
thousand-dollar bills 

It was quite clear to him. The Jews wanted to run this agency 
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away from prying eyes. His first inclination was of anger. He 
snatched the envelope from the desk and started for Rudolph 
Schreiker’s office. Then he stopped. Schreiker would laugh at him 
and pocket the money. 

The very idea that a good German official would accept a bribe ! 
He walked back to his desk slowly. The last few weeks had plunged 
him from the dreamworld of Teutonic purity. At this momijit 
Schreiker was organizing hoodlum gangs to begin looting Jewish^ 
owned warehouses. 

Why shouldn't the Jews play the game also ? But where did he fit 
in ? Five thousand dollars ! More in a snap of the finger than he had 
made in an entire year at the university. 

While everyone was playing cutthroat^ wouldn’t it be utterly 
ridiculous for him to stand alone as a paragon of virtue ? And if he 
did, how long would he last with Schreiker? Schreiker had been 
playing him for a fool. 

Think it over, Franz. Schreiker needs you. You can make youN 
self indispensable to him. And this game. It is a rougli game. The 
war was rough. The business here is rough. 

He paced the floor of his home taken from Bronski in the Zoli- 
bonr suburb. Lvc*,vonc is scheming and connivmg. But he, 
Koenig, was in a key pos'iion. This is only the beginning. He was 
in a position to amass fantastic wealth in the days ahead. 

Play the game . . . five thousand dollars . . . play the game . , . 
Bit by bit the moral foundations upon which Dr. Franz Koenig 
had built his life had been niobled away. F rorn the moment he had 
cast his lot with the ethnics before the war he began compromising 
and rephrasing the wisdoms and rethinking the thoughts and 
justifying. 

The next day. 

“Lmanucl Goldman is here to see you, Herr Doktor.” 

“Send him in.” 

“I have spoken to the Kommissar. T was able to convince him 
that a separate agency for Jewish welfare cases would be the best 
solution for all concerned. Your Civil Authority is authorized to 
issue a license for its operation.” 

Goldman nodded. 

“I have taken under consideration the appointment of Alex- 
ander Brandel. I think he is an excellent choice. He will deal with 
me directly on matters of rations, personnel, and pnvileges.” 

Goldman nodded again. Dr. Koenig was cutting himself in for a 
nice big slice, he thought. Now he could not back down. Koenig 
had pocketed the first bribe. He could be had. The gamble was 
won. In the future the money ./ould come harder to Koenig, for 
the five thousand dollars had not only bought his silence but had 
stuck his neck out. There will be some more for you, you rat, Gold- 
man thought, but not so much as you think, or we may tell your 
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friend Schreiker how you have been stealing from him. 

Stage two. Formation of the Orphans and Self-Help Society. 
Alexander Brandcl was made its director 

Stage three. American Rebef turned over tens of thousands of 
dollars of emergency funds to Brandel In the name of the Orphans 
Sell-Help Society he leased fifteen pieces of property in the 
Lorthern section of the Jewish area ol Warsaw, where it was less 
expensive. 

The houses were set up as soup kitchens, ration stations, aid and 
medical stations, orphanages, and tor whatever welfare work came 
under the society's jurisdiction 

Although these places functioned legitimately, each one in fact 
scr\ed the secondary purpose as a screen tor the continued 
activities of the Zionist groups, wluch the Germans had ordered 
disbanded. 

.. The Zionists had successfully changed their name but ir fact 
were still intact Personnel for the Orphans and Self-Help Society 
were all key people from the Zionist groups They were given 
special armbands and special mimunitics Another thoirand 
dollars to Dr Koenig made certain the Orphans and Self-lit Ip 
Society staff was not screened 

One of the master reasons for the Orphans and Self-Help Society 
was to get money from American Relief to its welfare objectives 
without first passing through the hands of tht Jewish Civil 
Authority for disbursement Goldman w<is certain that if the 
Authority touched the money it would become an object of graft 

Brandel now had bases of operations, the Zionists intact, monev 
to pay personnel to run the farms, to increase the capacity of the 
former Bathyran Orphanage, and to get the hungry and homeless 
fed and clothed 

There \vas a final purpose ^ Jnly some of the houses were used 
for v^clfa^e worl Brandcl was able to gel choice jobs for his 
people, and many of them moved into the headquarters house and 
worked under the authority of the Orphans and Self-Help So-ietv 
and donated their wages back into a communal pool. This, Tolck 
AJtcrman proclaimed, was “living Zionism “ 


Journal Fntry 

The Orphans and Self-Help Society is a reality All of our key 
people in Warsaw ate workini' for us 

I took the five-story buikhnf' at Mila 79 as our headifuarters 
Twenty of our Bathyran younf^sters have left their homes and are 
livinp on the premises and donating all their earnings into a com- 
munal This makes me terribly proudi Six of the buildings were 
handed oyer to Simon Eden's Federated Zionists as ^'Orphans and 
Self-Help Agencies". , . . Sitnon chose Leszno 92 as his head- 
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quarters. He also reports communals in all six of his places. fVe are 
reserving the other places^ for we are certain some of the reluctant 
divergent groups who did not want to unify will come over to us now.. 

Self-help has always been oar one great source of unity in the pas^i^ 
It will bring us together now. Incidentally, at my last meeting A, 
asked Goldman, Zemba, and Eden ij they would mind jotting down 
notes on things they sec and hear. So many things are happening 
these days I cannot keep track of them all. I want their impression*, 
to set down in the journal May I say that they are tolerant oj this 
historian. They all promised to collect notes and turn them over to 
me at our weekly meetings. 

ALtX>NIDER BRANDEL 


Chapter Seven 


Journal Entry 

I had a long .ulk Mith Ei In Ro^cnolum. I wanted his opin- 

ion about what the Germa is were i cully up to and who was actually 
running Poland. 

Irvin .^ay? Ham Frank, the Governor General in Krakow, is not 
the real boss. His hock ground indicates he is a civil administrator 
mainly here to exploit P ilaiiAlfor the German economy. 

Lublin, not Krakow, is the real capital. The German political 
police, concentration-camp administrators, criminal police, special- 
duty squads, and all of that personal Nazi contingent of Hitler's, 
independent of the German army, have their organizations and du- 
ties so intermixed it is nearly impossible to determine where one ends 
and the other begins. We do know that there is one boss in Lublin 
of SD, SS, and Gestapo for the General Government Area. He is 
Gruppenfuhrer Odilo Globocnik. He is an Austrian [like Hitler) 
and has a background as a Jew baiter. AsanSS major general, he has 
only to answer to three people over him — Hitler, Himmler, and the 
SD chief in Berlin, Reinhard Heydrich. 

I think Ervin is right. It is a cinch he has more power than Hans 
Frank. 

As for the true aim of the Germans ^ 77 ere is a Department 4B of 
the Gestapo in Berlin which handles "Jewish Affairs." It is being 
run by a Lieutenant Colonel Adolf Fichmann, who, I understand, 
has been to Palestine and. speaks Hebrew. Ervin is sure the directives 
arc all part of a master plan corn.ng from Dcpartnu'nt 4Bfrom blue- 
prints drawn up by Reinhard Heydrich. 

It certainly appears they arc going to start draining Jewish wealth 
systematically, throw the leaders and intellectuals into concentration 
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camps. No one doubts but that the Germans will strike again. Like 
Pharaoh and Rome^ they will need slave labor. / believe the three 
find a half million Jews in Poland are marked for this. 

Ervin thinks Swiss News will be closed any day. Among the new 
arrivals is a Nazi named Horst von Epp, who will run the Depart^ 
9[ent of Propaganda and Press. It is only a matter of time until 
i^hris de Monti's credentials are checked. 

ALEXANDER BRANDFL 

Horst von Epp joined the influx of Nazi officials to Warsaw in 
the winter of 1939. Completely unlike most of his fellow Nazis, he 
was a sophisticated man with continental charm and a sparkling 
sense of humor. He did not wear any of the several choices of 
uniforms but had tailor-made clothing in the latest fashions and 
bemoaned the fact that war with England caused hmi to lose his 
^Bond Street clothier. 

The scion of a wealthy family of former nobility, he had little in 
common with fellow Nazis. He found their violent methods per- 
sonally distasteful, had little regard for their mentality, and 
thought all the nonsense of super-men theories, geopolitics, land 
to live and joy through labor completely ridiculous. 

He was far more at home in Paris, on the Riviera, or in New 
York than in Munich (but he adored Berlin). Yet he was a devoted 
Nazi and promoted the very principles heabhorred. Denied most of 
his family holdings by mismanagement and overspending, he was 
shrewd enough to recognize the irresistible and unstoppable surge 
of Nazism in the early thirties and simply drifted into the stream. 
He had few ideals and convictions to deter him from the pursuit of 
his own pleasures. He wanted the most for the least exertion of 
effort. He knew the bumbling mentality of most of the early Nazis 
would call for men like him to think for them. 

He was a good-looking man in his early forties, a first-rate 
libertine who was never faithful to his wife for more than a month 
or so, and he was a genuine snob, intellectually superior to the 
majority of his confederates. 

Horst von Epp grated the nerves of men like Rudolph Schreiker. 
He made them feel insignificant, and no Nazi should be made to 
feel that way. Many would have loved to get rid of Von Epp, but 
those in power realized he was needed for his particular talents and 
therefore worth the annoyance he caused. 

The German propaganda instrument had effects which had 
never been duplicated. They knew the basic premise that if a lie was 
repeated often enough even those who knew it was a lie would soon 
regard it as truth. Then there were half truths based on masterful 
distortions of facts. Horst von Epp had helped engineer for Josef 
Goebbels one of the most brilliant propaganda coups of any age 
during the Spanish civil war, which was no civil war at all. He was 
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able to clutter the true issues so neatly that the world soon came to 
believe that the Loyalist government was a Communist govern- 
ment and therefore the Spanish war was a war against commun- 
ism. 

While the Propaganda Ministry poured out fantastic distortions, 
it became Horst von Epp’s job to water down the vitriol. In Berli^ 
clever and unsatisfied newsmen from the outside world alwaC 
stood ready to pounce on the validity of the Propaganda Ministry' 
statements and charges. It was impossible to evict all of the 
journalists who questioned them and still keep world opinion in 
check. 

Horst stilled the troubled waters. He became the pal of the news- 
papermen. He was always the swell guy, despite the fact that he was 
a Nazi. The Nazis were never known for being personality boys, so 
Horst’s personal charm was a luxurious departure from the Nazi 
bureaucrats. He became the front man who shielded the curious^ 
from the inner circle. Horst von Epp could fix anything for a joui-* 
nalist, from a speeding citation to a fraulein, any size or specifica- 
tion — for his friends. 

Warsaw became a focal point of world observation. World 
opinion had tc be ..vpt in bounds. 

During the winter of ^939, France and England engaged in a 
make-believe war with Germany on the western front. Not a single 
shot was fired by either side. Trains moved along the border un- 
molested. Germany embarked or a massive campaign to try to talk 
England and France out of continuing the war, now that the 
“Polish issue was settled.” 

It therefore became a priority issue in the Propaganda Ministry 
to keep adverse news from getting out of Poland, which could upset 
their plans. Legions of neutral joiirnalists had descended on the 
General Government Area from Italy. SvMtzerland, Sweden, the 
Orient. A few Americans and South Americans got in. A slick 
operator like Horst von Epp was needed to “keep things quiet.” , 

He arrived in Warsaw and established an elaborate headquarter 
in the Bristol Hotel, commandeering half a floor. He stocked his 
personal suites with the best liquors and foods. Within two weeks 
he had a line on every model and actress in Warsaw who was not 
stricken with Polish nationalism and made the propositions very 
attractive to them. Twenty-five of the most ravishing specimens 
were set aside for the pleasure of the ♦op foreign newsmen and 
diplomats. He made up a .second-string team of coeds from the 
university, secretaries, profe.ssional women, and attractive wives 
seeking to augment their incomes. 

After the humorless, dull, blustering Rudolph Schreiker, Von 
Epp was making things bearable for the foreign journalists. Every- 
thing was conducted in a rather informal atmosphere, which both 
eased the tension and tranquillized the extent of their probing. 
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Chris was just finishing dressing when the doorbell of his flat on 
Jerusalem Boulevard rang. He opened the door, and Horst von 
f,pp stood before him. The man was immaculately dressed and 
wore a pleasant snule. 

“Hello there,” he said. ‘T am Horst von Epp.” 

“Come in.” 

} The German looked around. “Lovely . . . lovely. Ah! That 
lacket you are wearing.” He looked at the label. “Feinberg of 
Bond Street. The finest tailor in London. I was his customer nght 
up to the war. Of course 1 had to switch the labels because he's 
Jewish, but most of those lunkheads can’t tell a fine piece ot 
material when they see one. Uniforms! Uniforms! The tailors in 
Berlin are butchers. Do you suppose you could get me a few things 
through Switzerland from Feinberg?” 

“You didn’t come here for that.” 

. “No. I had a reception for the foreign press corps yesterday. I 
Was particularly looking for you.” 

“Sorry, 1 was driving back from Krakow. 1 phoned in my 
regrets.” 

“No matter.” 

“ I just finished reading your love letters,” Chris said, referring to 
the new set of censorship regulations and procedures for tiling 
dispatches. 

“Oh, that,” Von Epp scoffed. “Nazi bureaucracy. You see, we 
have to put a hundred people to work making orders and then an- 
other hundred countermanding them. Another hundred sorting 
paper clips. That pays off our obligations to the party faitirful. We 
shall rule the world in triplicate. Cigarette?” 

“Matter of fact, yes. I drove back from Krakow so fast I forgot 
to buy .some.” Chns was impressed with the package of Amcnuin 
Camels. . 

“I’ll send you a case, my compliments. I’ve also made arrange- 
ments forccriam members of the press corps to draw food supplies, 
personal articles, liquor, and so forth, from the SS officers’ stores 
at the Citadel.” 

Well, Chris thought, this is something new in Nazi pubhc rela- 
tions. He studied Von Epp. Why had he been singled out for special 
treatment ? He had heard Von Epp was coming to Warsaw and was 
a regular guy. Smooth — ^very smooth. Yet certainly likable. 

“I didn’t mean to break in on you,” Von Epp said, “but I did 
want to get acquainted and 1 have a few matters to take up with 
you.” 

“Shoot.” 

“If you want to keep your offices in the Bristol, I probably can 
arrange it, but frankly, the place is overrun with Nazis. Needless to 
say, we must put men to work tapping switchboards and phones, 
but you’ll probably be more comfortable elsewhere.” 
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“I can work right here in my apartment. There’s an empty store- 
room connected to my kitchen. It will work fine.” Chris was 
relieved at the idea that Von Epp was going to let him stay ir 
Warsaw. He had dreaded this moment. Now it had come anc 
gone— just like that. 

“Now, the phone lines arc open to Switzerland. I’ll get you^ 
direct connection with your agency — Swiss News, isn’t it 7“ I 

“That’s right.’’ 

“Fine agency. 1 know your boss, Oscar Pecora, quite well. We’re 
putting up a message center for the press corps at the Bristol sc 
you’ll be able to have twenty-four-hour service — you might as weK 
let us see your incoming messages first, because we’ll see them 
sooner or later. Now, anything particular that you want?’’ 

“What’s the price?” 

Horst von Epp smiled. “You’re a big boy — ^you know what you 
can and can’t do. All I want is your gentleman’s agreement to 
keep within reasonable limitations. 1 don’t want to work hard, and 
the best way to make things easy for myself is to make them easy 
for you. What do you say ?” 

Chris shrugged “I’ve never had it better.” 

“I am afraic there one un./icasant bit of business on the 
agenda. So far as 1 am coi rerned a Jew can take a photograph as 
well as a blond Aryan and certainly report a story — but ” 

“Rosenblum?” 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“He ofl'ered to quit several days ago. He knew this would 
happen.” 

Horst von Epp flopfHjd his arms. “I wish I knew what to do. It 
appears tliat Berlin famply won't let me have room to maneuver on 
Jewish matters.” 

Chris wanted to press the point. Rosy knew it would happen. 
But Rosy had been wrong about the Cicrnuins closing out Swiss 
News. Better hold his tongue . , . 

“It’s not your fault,” Chris said. 

“I have an idea How about dinner tonight? My suite?” 

Chris shrugged. Why not? He had nothing better to do. 

“Perhaps. . . a little company later on V” 

Chris walked to the w'lndow. So many times he had seen Deborah 
standing before that same window ... h id w^atched her from the 
alcove. The last time he had looked at Deborah her eyes w'ere mad 
and she plunged into darkness, Sienna Street was only four blocks 
away. So near ... so damned near. She '.vas there with Paul now, 
on Sienna Street. Another lonely night, and another, and another. 
Would there ever be a moment of peace for him ? He didn’t want 
to face the darkness alone again. Nagging, lon^ng. Lonely. He 
would stand at the window and look toward Sienna Street and 
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think about her. Rosy told him he was a fool, she would never 
leave Paul Bronski. 

Chris turned and faced the German. **Ladies7 Sure, why not? 
thaVs just fine with me.” 

j Chris approached the dinner engagement with Horst von Epp 
Jvith suspicion. It had all come too easily. He thought he would be 
fOn a train to Switzerland by this time, booted from Poland. 
Instead, he and Swiss News were still alive and operating in the 
middle of a German occupation. 

Chris suspected that Horst von Epp would be a perfect host. He 
was. In fact, he was more comfortable with the German than he 
had been with anyone for months. Horst knew all the latest stones 
and had vast amounts of gossip about mutual friends in the news- 
men’s world. Chris’s suspicions began to fade as the evening wore 
on. For a while he hung on every word, looking for some telltale 
'^sign of what Von Epp really wanted from him. Hie German would 
not tip his hand. Further, Chris was constantly amazed at Von 
Epp’s open expressions of disdain for many Nazis. 

“Well,” Von Epp said, “speaking with realism, I am committed 
to Hitler’s policies. If he wins, I shall be an enormous man. If he 
loses. I’ll become a gigolo on the Riviera. I have one terrible 
aversion, and that is to perform honest labor. I’ll do anythmg to 
avoid It, and frankly, I’m not suited for much.” 

Chris admired his candor. 

“Now!” Horst said. “I have a surprise for you. Surprises should 
always go with dessert.” 

The German handed a Kennkarte over the table. Chris opened 
it. It was a document signed by Kommissar Rudolph Schreiker. 
Ervin Rosenblum was to be allowed to continue his position with 
Swiss News. He was not obliged to wear an £umband with a Star 
of David. 

“I don’t know what to say.” . 

“Please understand that I can’t guarantee that this won’t be re- 
voked. but . . . for the time being . . .” 

Chris waved away the after-dinner cognac and loaded his glass 
with scotch. He pocketed Rosy’s Kennkarte with amused per- 
plexion. The inevitable cigar smoke came from the direction of 
Von Epp. 

“Herr von Epp,” Chris said, raising his glass, “I salute a perfect 
but confusing host. You know, I am a professional observer of the 
cat-and-mouse game that diplomats play. I am first rate at de- 
ciphering the meaning of double talk. Yet here I am in the middle 
of a squeeze play and I am completely puzzled. Pardon me for not 
being subtle, but what the hell are you up to? What’s your deal? 
What are the strings? What do you want from me?” 

“Bravo, de Monti. AU joumsdists must be suspicious by nature.” 
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“Are you queer? Do you have designs on me?” 

Von Epp roared with laughter. “God, no — but confidentially, 
the city hall is loaded with them. Chris, you see these Nazi clots 
around here. They bow stiffly from the waist, kiss a lady’s hand like 
a pig, and walk in those ridiculous uniforms as though they had 
broomsticks up their rectums. You are my kind of man. We drir'Jr 
scotch and have the same tailor in London. I believe your hanc^ 
shake is better than a Nazi pact. J want to be friends.” 

“No orders?” 

Horst shrugged. “You have friends among the Jews. I would 
guess that everyone in Warsaw does. Just use a reasonable amount 
of common sense.” 

“What do your files say about de Monti ?” Chris asked. 

“Well, now, let me see. According to your passport, you are an 
Italian national. Your mother is an American. We are certain your 
leanings are American. The gentlemen at the Italian Embassv 
think you are a bad Fascist. However, you’ve covered both the 
Fthiopian and the Spanish affairs from the Italian side of the lines, 
you arc cautious not to editorialize but only to report news. That 
is commendable. 'V>iat else would you like to know about your- 
self'^” 

Chris flipped his napkin un the table. “I’U be a son of a bitch! 
You take the cake.” 

“Do we understand each other, Chris?” 

Chris smiled and held Cass up m salute. “To friendship.” 

“A good toast.” 

The ladies of the evening arrived. 

They were, as f lorst promised, two of Warsaw’s loveliest courte- 
sans. Chris knew both of them, in bed They were minor Furopean 
film actrcsscN and belonged t<» a small social clique that ran in a 
contniual circle in Warsaw, Hildie Solna was a striking blonde. He 
had had an affair ith her before he met Deborah The other one 
... a tew one-night adventure* . . . her name slipped his mind — 
Wanda something-or-other. 

Horst von Epp kissed their hands in the accepted fashion. Chris 
was amused. Ves, he thought, Hildie would be quick to jump on 
the band wagon and switch masters. He wondered if Von Epp 
knew how shopworn Hildie was under the paint Well, she still had 
enough tricks left to get her through one more war. 

“Darling*” Hildie cried in delight at seeing Chris Dear Hildie 
... the body without a soul. Soft words without meaning. He 
looked at her. Could he lie in bed tonight with her or Wanda 
something-or-other and not cry out for his true love? 

No ... It was better to snena the night in agony, longing for 
Deborah, than with one of them. He turned quickly to Von Fpp 
And spoke in Italian. “I think T will take a rain check. Pretend that I 
am not your guest. I am sure you can dig up a good German officer 
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to take my place. 1 shall act as though I were an intruder and beg 
my leave.’* 

“Go ahead,” Von Epp answered. will arrange everything.” 
Horst watched Chris pat Hildie’s check and tell her he was sorry he 
could not stay, but another time . . . Why would he run off. Von 
Epp thought ? It is as i surmised— de Monti has something going 
yor him here in Warsaw and he docs not want to leave — iUmost 
certainly a Jewess. If it is so, I have found his price. 


Chapter Eight 


Ervin Rosenblum was homelier than usual when he opened the 
door to let Chris in. Aroused from a deep sleep, he yawned and 
'^stretched in a half-tied monstrous old robe and paddled to the 
mantel clock in a pair of worn slippers. He squinted at the clock. 

“My God, past midnight ! Something terrible has happened !” 

Chris handed him the Kennkarte, Ervin was nearly blind without 
his glasses. He held it to his nose but could not read it. “Wait, I’U 
get my glasses.” 

He returned from the bedroom with a look of complete puzzle- 
ment. 

“How in the name of God did you arrange this ? 1 thought sure 
you had come to tell me good-by.” 

Momma Rosenblum was up with a monstrous old robe to equal 
Ervin’s. She kissed Chris on the cheek. “Bad news ?” 

“No, Mamma, good news. Chris will be able to keep the agency 
open, and 1 have a special work permit.” 

“A miracle ... a miracle.” 

Chris knew better than to try to stop her from making tea and 
putting out a feed. 

He recounted the day with Horst von Epp to Ervin. Rosy kept 
looking at the Kennkarte, shakmg his head. 

“You’re the analyst. Rosy. What do you make of it ?” 

“Well you have covered the Italian side of two wars. You have 
never been caught slipping reports out to the free press, but a man 
like Von Epp should surely know you pass tips and information to 
others who can use them. Maybe he is neutralizing you. He knows 
your word is sound and you won’t double-cross him.” 

“I’ve thought about that. But why would he let me stay here in 
the first place?” 

“To get you on his side. To make a deal with you sooner or later. 
To use you, somehow.” 

“That’s possible too. He put on a real show for me. Even tried to 
soften me up with Hildie Solna tonight” 
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Rosy laughed. “Hildic sure has good instincts. The smoke from 
battle has not yet cleared and the old girl is in German head- 
quarters. So you had a party?** 

“I pulled but.*’ 

“Before or after?” 

“Before. I begged off.” 

“Maybe that wasn’t so smart, Chris.” 

“Hildie’s a good lay, but — ^you know.” 

“And by this lime so does Von Epp. Why does an unattached 
bachelor walk out on a party with the most expensive whore in 
Warsaw? Because he’s carrying a torch for a woman. You might 
as well be wearing a sign.” 

The v.'histle of the teakettle sounded from the kitchen. Momma 
Rosenblum summoned them in. Tlicre was enough on the table for 
ten men to eat, 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know you were coming. There’s practically 
nothing here,” she said. ' 

“You shouldn’t be so extravagant with the ration on, Momma 
Rosenblum,” Chris said. 

“I’m only servinc an iota of what you’ve sent over to us the past 
month. You could simd j little ba' ymg.” She knew that Chris and 
Ervin wanted to speak in Cf r»lidence and took her leave. 

Ervin stirred his tea slowly. “The trouble with a man like Von 
Fpp is that you never know what is really going on in his head. We 
all know what Schreiker wanks and what he is. Von Epp is twice as 
dangerous.” 

“No one — positively no one- -knows about me and Deborah 
but you. Perhaps Andrei and Gabricla suspect. Perhaps even 
Bronski suspects, but no one really knows.” 

“Don’t be lulled to sleep by Von Hpp’s smooth talk. He’s a 
Nazi. If he ever knew, he could blackmail you into doing anything 
for him. He'll let you stay on now becan.se he thinks he's discovered 
a blind spot and he w'ants to know what it is. Keep away from his 
parties, and for God’s sake be careful when you see Deborah. 
You'll have to find another place to meet.” 

“Rosy, I haven’t seen her for over a month. Can’t you see I’m 
going out of my mind !” 

“1 know, Chris, hut I also know you’re going to try to :ce her.” 

“Have you seen her?” Chris whispered. 

“Yes. She works most of the day at the orphanage in Powazki, 
Susan is w'ith her most of the time.” 

“Docs she. . .ask forme?” 

“No.” 

Chris gave a hurt little laugh. “Funny, damned tunny. I make 
secret meetings with Paul Bronski to give him his money— funny, 
isn’t it. Rosy?” 
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**Not particularly. From now on you*d better give me the en- 
velopes to deliver to him.” 

“Maybe, you’re right. Rosy, see her for me. She’s got relatives in 
■TCrakow. She could make an excuse to see them. I’ve got to go there 
in a few days. Sorenson from the Stockholm Press has a place there. 
He’ll let me use it.” 

( Rosy gripped his ann and stopped him. “If you were my own 
'^brother I couldn’t love you more, Chris. Don’t ask me to do this.” 

Chris pulled away. “I’ll wait. I’ve got time on my side now. 
Something will happen.” 

“Drink some tea. Momma will be offended.” 

Chris drank slowly, drowning his churning anger. 

“So long as you are going to Krakow, would you see Thompson 
at the American Embassy ? He has a package for us.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t ask me to carry in any more packages/' 
Cliris said sharply. 

“I don’t think I understand you.” 

“1 made a deal with Von Epp.” 

“My, you’re a regular boy scout. You don’t mind being a 
messenger boy for Paul Bronski.” 

“That’s different. It’s commg through on company funds — it 
can’t be traced.” 

“So what are you doing with the money from Thompson ? Feed- 
ing orphans. This has become a crime?” 

“Rosy, this Bathyran business is your own affair. I don’t want to 
know anything about it. I’m not gettmg involved.” 

Chris got up from the table. Rosy wanted to rip the Kennkarte 
in half and throw it in his face, but he could not. It was too im- 
portant to all of them. He had to continue working on the outside 
as long as he was able. 

“See you in the office in the morning,” Chris said. 

“Good night, boss.” 

Chris flopped on his bed and gazed into nothingness. The soft 
melodiousness of Chopin on Radio Polskie had been largely re- 
placed by a thumping, clanging Wagner. Chris snapped the 
radio off. 

He walked to the window. Only a few blocks away from De- 
borah. What was she doing now? Combing Rachael’s hair . . . 

keeping time as Rachael played the piano helping Stephan with 

his studies? No, it was late. Almost one o’clock. She and Paul 
would be in bed together. 

He closed the curtains abruptly. 

He lay back on the bed again. Andrei ! Good old Andrei ! We’ll 
hang one on! He rolled over and had a hand on his phone. No 
. . . wait. Andrei was wearing that damned Star of David. He 
couldn’t go into any of the hotels or bars. What’s the difference? 

144 



Andrei could take off the armband. They could hit some dives, 
have a real blowout. Hell, Andrei would get mad and try to take on 
the German army. He let his hand drop from the phone. 

Maybe 1 should have stayed with Von Epp, Chris thought. 
Hildie Solna is good for a few laughs. Von Epp is good company. 
If 1 had met Von Epp anywhere else in the world, we would hav^ 
been friends. Isn’t that reason enough to trust a man ? No . . . Voi# 
Epp couldn’t be trusted. 

Just how much does he really know about me? He knows about 
mother They must have a file on me a foot thick. 

Chris's thoughts began to drift back and back and back in time. 
All the way back to the beginning. 


Chapter Nine 


Flora Sloan had been described at various times as enchanting, 
fetching, witty a-'J y y, terribly, terribly chic, charming, clever, 
empty-headed, flighty, hyuerthyroid. and so forth. All of tlicse de- 
scriptions fitted m one way or another, at one time or another. She 
wa^ never still long cnou^ for a comprehensive composite to be 
made. 

Her background was mvMerious. Midwesterner, most people 
thought. Indiana . . . small town in Wisconsin ... or something 
like that. 

No one knew when she came to Manhattan or about her early 
failures and aflairs. She was suddenly thcie. Lminenlly successful 
as a fashion executive, a financial wizard, a magazine editor, and 
later as the queen bee in a hive of social-climbcrs. 

The most successful of her profitable ventures was a pair of 
marriages and subsequent divorce settlements, first with her 
magazine-publishing husband, then with a real estate operator 
from whom she extracted a commendable hunk of mid-Man- 
hattan. After the second coup she retired to become a patron of the 
arts and grand matron of the Flora Sloan clique. 

She did nothing worthy with her independent wealth, but Flora 
had the ability to do nothing in extremely pood taste. Her only true 
dedication was to keep her face unwrinkled and her body beautiful. 
She ran through a succession of lovers, with whom she became 
bored in days, weeks, and occasionally months. The moment they 
began to ooze around to talking stocks and bonds, they were 
through. 

It was inevitable that sooner or later she would get a pasting. She 
fell in love with a young artist. His paintings showed a rather 
sketchy talent, but he did have a positive talent in bed. For the first 
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time in her life she behaved silly, lavished her lover with expensive 
gifts, became fiendishly jealous, and allowed herself to be pushed 
i<iround. She sponsored a one-man art show at a time when her 
^expression of like or dislike was a command, and he became a 
“rage.” 

j Everyone seemed to know that Rora was being had, but how 
aoes one tell a queen bee? She woke one rainy morning to find her 
lover flown from the nest after skinning her out of a small mint. 
When the detectives dragged him back for a tear-filled showdown, 
there came the revelation that he had a wife and three children 
“somewhere in Maine.” 

Comforting friends soothed her. A trip to Europe would be the 
remedy for her shattering experience. She pulled herself together 
for “their” sake. Yes, they were right. An ocean voyage and the 
long-overdue grand tour to put the broken pieces together. 

. Flora, her traveling companion, secretary, Irish maid, and two 
poodles got no farther than the second stop, Monaco. In barreled 
the Count Alphonse de Monti at a hundred and twenty miles per 
hour in a red Ferrari. He saddled up to a chair opposite her at the 
Casino and began throwing around tcn-thousand-lira notes like 
kleenex at the baccarat table. 

From the second he bowed and kissed her hand Flora knew what 
a hell of an elegant gentleman he was. And with a title to boot. She 
shrieked with exhilaration as he buzzed around hairpin turns in his 
red Ferrari. She listened breathlessly as he whispered his way 
through Verdi love arias. 

“God damn,” she told her traveling companion, “this con- 
tinental charm is the living end. 1 checked his financial rating and 
the bastard’s loaded, to boot.” 

Since European titles and rich American divorcees were fascin- 
ating subjects, when Flora became the Countess de Monti it 
almost knocked the World Series off the front pages. 

The glitter la.«:ted through two spaghetti dinners. She found that 
Italians had very, very funny ideas about their womenfolk. His old 
Kentucky home outside Rome was big and marbly enough, but 
although she had investigated his solvency she had failed to check 
into a stable of mistresses stashed in villas all over southern 
France. Now that she was properly the Countess de Monti, his 
charm became reserved for rivers yet uncrossed. 

In fact, in many respects, he proved a slob. 

He had peculiarities that she had not tested before in men. He 
was .saturated with pride from head to foot. He bathed in old 
tradition. He profcs.sed to be deeply religious. And, like many 
normal and healthy Italian men of means, he fully expected his wife 
to stay in the old Kentucky home and get quietly plump while he 
barreled around Europe in his red Ferrari. 

One more thing. An heir ! Italians considered the production of a 
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male offspring as some sort of monumental feat. With Flora as his 
mate, it was — but he managed. 

She went into wild scenes about her treatment. Alphonse was 
proud because his wife was so spicy But when she blurted out her 
^lan to get nd of the unborn baby, it was another matter He 
promptly slapped her mto a pnvate apartment under lock and key 
and the watchful eyes of a pair of matrons, then barreled off in his 
red Ferran. 

The result of this happy umon was Christopher de Monti 

The proud father came home and celebrated long and hard In 
fact, he dropped his guard so low that Flora was able to bundle 
Chris up and flee to the Umted States 

This time the divorce and custody battle did knock the World 
Stnes off the front pages 

Final judgment Momma got another splendid settlement, 
mostly in olive groves Chris wa^ to spend summers with Poppa 
m Italy 

Flora never quite forgave little Chris for lowering her breasts, 
ruining her ei^teen-inch waistline, and turning her stomach 
muscles to jelly ^ ^^tunately a society larger than her personal 
clique imposed certain conditions which called for her to be a 
“good mother “ She smothered Chris m a sea of motheilmess - 
in full view of her friends 

He remembered being displayed by Flora, led into the p irlor 
where she held court, listenn » to the “ohs and “ahs” from the 
waxen-faced people posed about the room Momma would tussle 
his hair Momma would squeeze him He hated that, because she 
w as always nervous when he was around and her fingernails al w ays 
dug into his flesh 

But summer* That was different* In summer he would get on a 
big ship writh his current “Nana” and cross the ocean to Italy and 
Poppa He traveled with Poppa in the red Ferrari, and they went 
to museums and the opera and to the Riviera He loved his father 
deeply He did not thi^ he loved his mother He cried and Poppa 
ened when summer was over and he had to return to America to 
school Flora took Alphonse’s pleas to keep the boy as a personal 
vendetta against her “motherlincss ” 

And so Chns was kept in Amenca nme mor*hs ot the jcar A 
veteran Atlantic traveler by the age of twelve, he was also an 
habitu^ of fashionable schools with names that all sounded like 
either Exeter or Briarwood 

He was a verv quiet boy and a determined student His true 
character was formed by teachers who taught in a day when 
pobtical liberalism, sense of social conscience, and ideals were not 
frowned upon. He loved Poppa more than anyone m the world — 
but somehow, Itdy was always a playland 

He read Lmcoln and Paine and Jefferson. He completely 
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identified himself as an American. He did not like the way the rich 
people treated poor people m Italy. 

The American dream — the American ideal — became the guide- 
‘ post in his life. 

When he was old enough, Chris overlooked Poppa's weakness 
for women, and often a new mistress formed a thn^somc on their 
travels m the summer. And as he grew older he began to see his 
father's human frailties. Poppa was vain. Poppa was a snob. 
Poppa was unmoved by the poverty m Naples. Poppa guarded the 
iniquities of the class system. 

Poppa was a Fascist. 

Chris did not know what it meant at first, but each year it came 
more and more into focus and it rubbed against the grain of his 
American education. 

Poppa would get a little drunk and talk about Benito Mussolini 
returning them to the glory of ancient Rome. Chris knew Mussoliru 
— d pompous ass — but he never said anything to his father about 
that. The Italian people were warm and kind and they liked to sing 
and eat and drink and strut and believe they were great lovers. 
Years of privation as a second-rate power had allowed evil men to 
perpetrate the hoax of fascism upon them, 

Chris was seventeen. At the end of the summer he would return 
to America and begin college. 

Poppa was particularly perplexed. “1 was hoping that your 
mother would let you study here. She promises her usual scandal 
if you don’t return.” 

Chris said nothing. He wanted very much to return to America 
to study. 

“I think it is time you and I had a long and serious talk about 
many things. Although an Ajnencan education will be satisfactory, 
it IS not really what I hoped for you. Where are you planning 
to go?” 

“Columbia University in New York City.” 

“Hmmm. I trust they have a good college in business admin- 
istration and law. For the next four years you should be preparing 
yourself to take over our estates. I have only done a so-so job. I 
count on you to make the de Monti fortunes what they were when 
your grandfather was alive.” 

“Poppa, you don’t understand I am going to Columbia be- 
cause of their school of journalism.” 

“Journalism? But what good wiU journalism do you in running 
the de Monti estate?” 

“Journalism is one of the greatest ways to translate your ideals. 
It IS a way to bring truth to the world.” 

“What kind of nonsense is this? You are my son. You will take 
over my duties just as I took them over from my father and his 
father before hun. And while you are about it you will join the 
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Young Student Fascist League In your college. It is important you 
begin to identify yourself as a good Italian boy.** 

“But I don’t believe in fascism.” 

Alphonse de Monti shrieked. He ranted ani^ily at Flora for what 
she had done to the boy’s eduction. “You will understand, Chris, 
what Mussolini has done for us. The Italian people have wc rk now. 
He will lead us to a grandeur we have not seen in two thousand 
years!” 

Chris held his tongue. He knew that Poppa didn’t give a damn 
about the Italian people working, and Chris felt that fascism would 
lead them to destruction. 

“You are my son and you will do as you are ordered I” 

“I’m sorry, sir,” Chris said. “I am going to be a journalist.” 

Alphonse struck Chris across the face . . . then again . . . and 
again and again . . . and again. The boy stood rigid but unflinch- 
ing. And then his father began to cry. “Since you were a baby, all 1 
have wanted is for my son. My Christopher — a nobleman — to 
take over our great traditions — to live to see you as an officer in the 
Italian army bnngmg us back our glory — all I wanted is for you, 
Chris.” 

What traditions? Those poor bastards slaving in Poppa’s olive 
groves? Whoring all over Europe in tcn-thousand-dollar cars? 
Sitting at the Casino, a portrait of decadence ? Trying to resurrect a 
ghost of ancient Rome which would take them on a path to hell ? 

Chris was sad because he ^ ved his Poppa so. 

“Chris . . . Chris . . . my bambino,” the old man pleaded. 

“1 am sorry. Poppa, that I ainnot be the son you want.” 

Even in anguish there was that deep stubborn pride. “Get out 
of my house and never come back !” 

Chris was a briUiant student in journalism at Columbia. He 
wrote many letters to Poppa, but they were all returned un- 
opened. He knew the deep pain he had caused his father and he 
hated himself for it, but he knew that he could not hve as an instru- 
ment of a thing he hated. He was cut off without a cent. 

In his junior year things brightened with an athletic scholarship. 
He was a first-rate forward on the varsity basketball team and 
highly successful in the new, experimental one hand shoL. 

And Flora? She had taken a dumping in the stock market, but 
Chris didn’t want a thing from her, anyhow. Christmas passed 
without so much as a greeting from her. She did not like to have 
Chris around at all these days because he served as a reminder that 
she was turning ripe fast. She h id lovers almost as young as her 
son. 

Eileen Bums was a commercial-art major as vibrant as Chris was 
quiet. She was completely taken by the lean, handsome right for- 
ward on the basketball team and his grim ways. 
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Perhaps Chris was far more intense about Eileen than a college 
romance would have implied, but with her all his lonely years and 
frustrations seemed to pour out. There had been other girls before. 
He was fifteen when he started with the daughter of one of Poppa’s 
housekeepers. 

But with Eileen he could talk about things he only remembered 
speaking about to instructors in private schools a long time ago. It 
was different, because Eileen became a part of his hopes. He could 
say, “I want to be a great journalist — it’s a wonderful way to serve 
mankind.” And Eileen understood — she understood so well. 

In his senior year Chris met Oscar Pecora. Oscar was standing by 
the window in his room when he came in from basketball practice 
late one evening. Pecora was a strange-looking little fellow. Stiff 
Hoover collar, four-in-hand cravat, bowler hat, pin-striped suit. 
He had the stamp of a European all over him. 

• “I hope you will forgive me,” Pecora said in Italian. “Your door 
was open,” 

Chris looked at him for a while Ten to one he was from the 
Italian Legation. “If you’re here to ask me to join the Student 
Fascist League, don’t waste either of our time,” 

Pecora opened his wallet neatly and snapped a card to Chris. 
OSCAR pecora; international director, SWISS NEWS AGENCY, 
GENEVA. 

Chris flung the dirty laundry off one of the room’s two chairs. 
“Sit down, sir.” 

“You are familiar with Swiss News?” 

“Yes, sir.” He knew it was a small agency with one of the very 
best reputations for journalistic standards in the world. 

“I shall get right to the point. We are expanding our operations 
in America. We will need an extra man for overloaded work in 
our New York and Washington bureaus. If you arc familiar with 
Swiss News you know we select our people carefully. Wc find you 
are one of three students in this country whom wc wish to train and 
put on our staff. When you graduate you will immediately leave for 
Geneva for a training course to get rid of the bad habits you’ve 
picked up in college.” 

Chris and Eileen were married three days before graduation. A 
week later they were aboard ship for a honeymoon trip. 

No more idyllic four months were ever lived by two people. They 
loved each other with an energy leserved for the very young in a 
fairyland setting of snowy mountains and roaring fireplaces. Al- 
though half oblivious with thoughts of Eileen, Chris managed to 
learn the practical methods of journalism taught by the veterau 
Swiss News staff. 

At the end of the schooling Chris was assigned, as promised, as 
a relief man between New York and Washington. Eileen was home- 
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sick to return, which seemed entirely natural for a girl who had 
lived her life in New Jersey. 

Tiiere was but one short detour he had to take home, and that 
was through Rome. 

The Count Alphonse de Monti had aged. He was a somewhat 
seedy representative of faded nobility. Yet he put up a lavish front: 
the cars and the servants and the women were still there. So were 
the debts. All his failures seemed to make him a more devout 
Fascist, for it was easy to blame enemies who did not exjst. 

Alphonse de Monti was a gentleman to the core. He was poUte to 
his son and his son's bride, but bis coolness made it completely 
obvious he would never accept the fact that his son would not be 
the things he wanted. 

Chris left Italy with a feeling that be might never see Poppa 
again. 

Chris and Eileen became members of those faceless legions of 
Manhattan cliff dwellers who rushed to dinner and theater, washed 
down too many martinis at lunch, and made certain their “new 
love and independence" would not be marred by the sudden 
announcement ♦Lat ^ .:hild was or *he way. Qiris thrived on all of 
it. 

Eileen didn't tell Chris how lonely it was when he was away in 
Washington. He was happy — so happy. And a new marriage is 
something large and powerful, the Little flaws and cracks often 
invisible in the over-all »'.iagAiitude. Each reunion after a week in 
Washington buried the loneliness. 

Six months of it. Then, while he was away in Washington, he 
was suddenly called to a conference in Denver. Next time she tried 
tagging along in Washington. It w'as worse than staying in New 
York. She was in his way. A journalist had to have mobility and no 
limitation on hours, no worries about a wife waiting in a hotel 
room. 

“Chris honey, why don’t I take a job? You know. Mom and 
Dad did spend a fortune getting me through Columbia and " 

Enough of the old-country pride had rubbed off on him to make 
the idea of a de Monti w'ife working unthinkable. 

Oscar Pocora arrived just in time. 

“You are one of our bright young stars, Chiistopher. We have 
an extraordinary opportunity. Bureau chief in Rio de Janeiro.” 

Rio! And less than a year with Swiss News! 

Chris was so happy that Eileen covered her disappointment, as 
a good wife will do. This was his life and it was a great opportunity. 
She was planning to have a talk ' ith Chris about biiving a place in 
Jersey, near Mom and Dad. Maybe starting a family. They’d had 
their fun. . . . 

But Eileen held her tongue and packed and went along. 

Chris fitted in every newsmen's bar and in the lobbies of the 
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Capitols and in the offices of prime ministers and at the scenes of 
disasters. Hours of light and darkness and light and spaces of great 
^distance had lost meaning to him when a story was mvolved. 

They had a beautiful apartment on the Avenida Beira Mar that 
hugged the bay. She came to learn every comer of it and how many 
squares were m the maibie of the entrance hall and how many 
ditferent colors there were in the drapes. 

She tned very, very hard to assimilate herself into that cux:le of 
diplomats whoseemed to spend their entire lives holding a cocktail 
glass for the incoming attache of culture or the outgoing second 
secretary. 

Eileen got a pair of cats and stroked them and paced the floor in 
lounging pajamas and waited until Chns got back. 

And then one day she broke. He wrote: 

Dear Oscar ^ 

I must resign this bureau for personal reasons I should like to 
return to New York if you’ve a spot for me there Other w ise, 1 am 
afraid 1 must qmt the agency and find a job m New York. 

Dear Christopher^ 

I understand your plight and I sympathize with it. Try to under- 
stand mine. Hold on another six or eight weeks and Til get things 
shifted around so that you can break someone m and rii make an 
opening m New York. 

“Honey, why don’t you go on back to the States ahead of me? 
See your folks. It will do you good.” 

Eileen was relieved and fri^tened at the same time It was an 
omen, she jenew it. The httle flaws were turning to deepening cracks. 

And Chris was womed, too, because when Eileen left he did not 
miss her as much as he believed he should At first he dreaded the 
thought of coming back from a trip with Eileen not there. But . . . 
It wasn’t so bad. There was always a poker game going at the pi ess 
club or the Embas^, always a party in session with an open invita- 
tion to him. 

Dear Chris^ 

I have taken a job in an advertising firm here I know how much 
you are against this, but you won’t be when you sec how happ> I 
am It won’t interfere with a moment of our being together. ... I 
made that clear to them. But, I just can’t keep on feeling so useless. 
Please, darling, don’t be angry. 

Chris swallowed his pride. Why not? Eileen was too vital to be 
locked up in a lonely flat. She was too sensible to become a partner 
to a wasteland of women’s clubs. That’s one of the thmgs he 
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admired about her from the first. Her desire to be useful— not like 
his mother. 

When he returned to New York there was a wonderful reunion. 
Oscar Pccora had given hun the New York Bureau permanently! 
He had enough help so that he would have to make only an 
occasional trip to Washington. For a moment they seemed to have 
recaptured those first days of their marriage. 

And then, the scene: 

“Fileen, be reasonable, honey. The conference in Quebec is one 
of the most important international meetings of the year.” 

“You promised and Oscar promised. No more traveling.” 

“EiJec.'i! Dan is sick. He can’t work. He’s m the hospital.” 

“Then let them send someone else.” 

“Swiss News is a small outfit We haven’t got that many men.” 

“You don’t need any more. Good old Christopher de Monti will 
always go ” 

“Don’t make it so dramatic. It’s only ten days.” 

“Ten days m Quebec ... ten days in Washington ... ten days 
in San I rancisco. Do you know what it’s like alone here for ten 
days 1 don’t as*, u i j ily much, CKris — to ork until we decide to 
have a home and a baby— b it what's the use of having a baby who 
won’t know his father! We have so much fun together when you re 
here. 1 don’t ask much, Chns ” 

“Christ! You’re makmga world ^evolution out of this How can 
you ask me to let Oscar after all he’s done for me?” 

“How about me, Chns? Haven’t I done somethmg for you too? 
Do you ever think about letting me down ?” 

Chns didn’t answer He went into the bedroom. 

Eileen trailed in slowly. “Your things are all packed,” she said 
with tears falling into the comers oi her mouth. “Your gray suit 
didn’t get back from the cleaner’s in time.” 

‘Tileen . . . honey . .” 

“Hurry, Chns \ou’ll miss your plane ” 

When he returned from Canada Ins leception was one of polite 
coldness For the first tunc m their marriage Eilccn did not want 
to be loved when he returned from a trip It was doubly bad when 
sht played out the role of the accommodating wife 

“I guess we’re m a lot of trouble,” Chns saiu the next nionung. 

Fileen’s silence was answer enough 

“I thought about it all during the time* m Quebec About us and 
where we arc going. I’ve been pretty damned sellisn I guess I’ve 
done all the taking . . . none of the giving ” 

“That’s not true, Chris You* * tried. So have L I really wanted 
to be the kind of woman you need.” 

“Do you still love me?” 

“Yes . . . and I think, in your way, you love me too. But I’m kind 
of jealous, I guess, bei^use what you have away from me means 
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more to you than I ever wiD. It*s not your fault or mine." 

*'Let*s try, Eileen, please ief s try. 1 know most of this has been 
, my fault.” 

“Don’t let that Italian pride of yours compound a mistake.” 

“Why don’t we take a ride over to Jersey and look at some of that 
real estate? Then I’ll gel a letter oflf to Oscar ” 

“Chris . . . Chris. I do love you, but if I take you away from that 
world of yours out there you’ll grow to hate me.” 

Both of them tried hard to puU it together. Eileen never did buy 
that house in New Jersey and she was terribly cautious about hav- 
ing a child. 

Restramt and all its murderous aspects came between them. 

There were more trips — there always would be, but she never 
made another scene or shed another tear — and there were no more 
wild reunions. 

• For a year they drifted and grew more and more indifferent to 
each other. 

And one day Christopher de Monti had to face that moment 
when a man’s pnde grovels to its lowest depths. He found it out by 
accident, by returmng home from a trip early and taking a phone 
call not meant for him. Eileen had begun sleeping with another 
man. 

Chris never spoke to her about it. He waited until a weekend 
when she was visiting her parents, and he packed his things and 
left with only a brief note. 

Dear Eileen^ 

I have learned about you and Daniels at your office. There is 
absolutely no use of discussing anything. For my part of the guilt, 
I am sorry, but it will be best for us both if 1 never see you again. If 
you will arrange the divorce as quickly and quietly as possible on 
some serai-civilized grounds, I would be obliged. 

After a month of trying to drown his pride across every bar in 
England and Europe, Chris got himself steamed out and reported 
to Oscar Pecora m Geneva, 

“That’s quite a little bar bill you’ve run up, Christopher. It’s a 
wonder you have a liver left,” Pecora said. 

“Oh, for God’s sake, Oscar, save the sermon.” 

“Tell me, Chris. Was the pain because you loved Eileen so much, 
or has your Italian nobility been offend^?” 

“I don’t know, Oscar.” 

“If you still love Eileen you can have her back. She’s written to 
me a half dozen times. Of course you’ve got this stack of letters 
you’ve never opened. She’ll come to you on any condition— on her 
hands and knees. Now, if your love is so great, it must find forgive- 
ness for her.” 
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“1 don’t know if I can, Oscar. Besides, the same thing will hap- 
pen again. She’s a fine woman, Oscar. She really tried. I’ve got no 
right to butcher her life up , 

“And deep in your heart you really don’t want her back. Except 
for the blow to your vanity, you are happy to be free.’’ 

For a moment Chris looked offended. 

“That’s hitting below the belt, Oscar.’’ 

“Truth does not offend you, Christopher.’’ 

“I guess you’re right.’’ 

“Well, there’s no use of both Eileen and me losing you. I saw it 
coming for a long time. One of us had to be the big loser, and I’m 
glad it’e not me.*’ 

“Let me get back to work, Oscar, right away.” 

“Fine. How does Ethiopia sound? Tlie legions of Rome are on 
the march. That Italian passport of yours will come in handy.” 

“You know how I feel about the Fascists I can’t stomach cover*- 
ing their side of a war agamst defenseless little black men with 
spears.” 

“You are a journalist, Chnstopher. Leave your personal politics 
out of It. We can gel y )u attached ' j the Italian command. Get the 
best you can out of the lat vude they give you to operate.” 

Chris walked slowly to the big wall map behind Oscar Pecor’s 
desk. “Ethiopia ? Why not? That’s about as far away as I can get 
from the goddamned mess I’ve made.” 


Chapter Ten 


Mussolini’s campaign in Ethiopia \\x> a pkasan^ httle war Sort 
of reminded one of when the colonl/er^ of the la*^ ♦ ccntur\ directed 
their armies from campaign chairs in the shade of banana trees 
with a tali cool gin and tonic in their hands as they brought 
“civilization” to the Zulus. 

It was, indeed, good practical experience for th aspiring new 
legions of Rome. The little clay townships made excellent targets 
for the artillery gunners. The infantry could zigzag about the tall 
brush, boning up on their efficiency without too much danger, for 
the natives were mostly armed with spears and the few Ethiopian 
riflemen were dreadful shots. 

Chris made peace with himself and played it straight He could 
stand nearly everything except \ hen he intcrviewr t the bragging, 
strutting aviators after they had returned from their missions of 
bombing and strafing undefended villages of thatched huts. 

Ethiopia was not the real battleground. 

The British fleet ordered a muscle-flexing maneuver in the Med- 
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iterranean. Mussolini called the bluff. There were indignant pickets 
in Paris and New York and London against Italian legations by 
people who had learned only in the last month or so that there was 
‘ actually a country named Ethiopia. 

For one fleeting moment the world had a twinge of conscience. 
An embargo was called against Italy, but it was really not an em- 
bargo at all. 

Then, for all its inept and ill-fated existence, the Lea^e of 
Nations was honored by one great moment of human dignity. A 
small black man who was nam^ the Lion of Judah, Haile Selassie, 
the Emperor of Ethiopia, made a plea to the souls of men for his 
people. But Ethiopia was a long way away from about everywhere, 
and who the hell really cared about Addis Ababa 7 

Apathy of free men. This was the real victory. The scent of 
blood made the legions of Rome hungry. 

» On the Yangtze River an American gunboat named the Panay 
was sunk. Some Araencans were able to convince other Amencans 
that the Panay had no right being there in the first place. Yellow 
men m the Orient were battling yellow men — but that was far 
away too. 

There followed the era of appeasement. The Versailles Treaty 
was broken by the trampmg of Gennan boots into the Rhineland. 

The bullies grew brave. 

The crucible: Spam. 

“Christopher, you did a magnificent job in Ethiopia. Your re- 
stramt was remarkable. Now, Christopher I Your Italian passport 
is really going to come m handy,’* Oscar Pecora said. “I’ve gotten 
you cr^enti^ to cover the Insurgent side in Spain.’’ 

Christopher de Monti went to Spain on the Fascist side as a man 
obsessed with a mission. This was the climax of his life. This was 
the meanihg of every word he had read about freedom and truth. 
Spain was not Ethiopia. Now the world would listen ! 

He jomed Franco’s forces just after the conquest of MiJaga, He 
became a man with a spht personality. On the surface, Christopher 
de Monti sent out routine dispatches and stones expected of a 
competent joumadist. 

All his sl^ and ingenuity were used in smuggbng stories to the 
free world. Using daring and cunning, he risked his life time and 
agam to get reports over the border to the “neutral” embassies m 
self-exile in France. 

Christopher de Monti secretly reported the arrival of millions of 
tons of German and Italian war materials — cannons, tanks, air- 
planes. 

Christopher de Monti secretly reported the arrival of the first 
continj^nts of German and Italian aviators fighting for Franco. 

Christopher de Monti secretly reported that Germany and Italy 
were using Spain as a testing ground for personnel and equipment 
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Christopher de Monti secretly reported the arrival of masses of 
Italian ground forces. 

Christopher de Monti secretly reported the atrocities committed 
by Franco’s Moroccan hordes and wrote the true reports that the 
ranks of the Catholic Church were, in actuality, with the Loyalist 
government. 

Christopher de Monti was the first to send through a secret 
report that the “unidentified” submarines blockading Loyalist 
ports were Italian. 

He was the first to send through documentary evidence that the 
Italian air force was murdering women and children in unde- 
fended open cities. 

And he watched his work drown in a cesspool of German propa- 
ganda. The rai^ of Spain, the first of the great sellouts in an age of 
sellouts, left him a disillusioned man. Fainthearted democracies 
hid behind shallow words and non-intervention pacts and em- 
bargoes which penalized a democracy fighting for its life. 

The world did not want to hear what Christopher de Monti 
risked his life to tell them. 

Oscar Pecora a close eye or Chris and finally decided that 
he could not go on smugglir:» out his stories from the Franco side. 
Afraid for Chris’s life, he recalled him irom Spain early in 1938. 

Christopher de Monti, a quiet boy who had formed a love of 
truth long before he was a man, had been betrayed by his mother 
and disillusioned by his f? .nei. He had destroyed his own relations 
with a fine woman and he hated himself for that. But this was to be 
the crudest disillusion of all. 

He left Spain with his faith in the human race gone. 

Cliris had always been a sensible and hard-working journalist. 
He was particularly sober and responsible in a fraternity of the 
not-so-sober and sometimes irresponsible. His one bmge had been 
With reason — when he broke his marriage with Fileen. 

His second was worse. Oscar Pecora bailed him out of a Paris 
police station after a month’s solid drinking and packed him off to 
his villa on the lake at Lausanne. 

Oscar Pecora was a patient man who loved CTirist '.pher. CTiris- 
topher was his own proteg^. Like a son. Chris sulked bitterly until 
the boiling within him could not be contained. 

And one night it all exploded. 

Chris was drunk. Madame Pecora, Oscar's beautiful formcr- 
opera-singing wife, had retired. They were sitting on the balcony 
and there was a full moon on the lake and Chris was coming to the 
end of a fifth of scotch whisky. 

“Why, Oscar, why ! Why did they do that ?” 

“Tell me about it, Chris.” 

' “Saw them killing women and children. Dirty bastard Italian 
fliers sitting in their dirty bastard clubs bragging about it. . . . 
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Watched them torture soldiers. Ever seen a Moroccan torture 
someone? By putting his testicles in a squeezer . . . Oscar . . . God 
dammit ... 1 got all that over the border to the Americans!’* 

“Christopher. Every report that you sneaked out of Spain was 
planted in newspapers and wire services. All we can do is give the 
facts to the people. Wc cannot force them to stage a rebellion m 
righteous wrath.’* 

“You are so right, Oscar. The whole goddamned human race sat 
on its hands and watched them murder Spain. Lemme tell you 
something, brother. They’ll pay for not stopping Mussolini and 
Hitler in Spain. Pretty soon they’ll run out of hiding room and, 
Jesus Christ, wUl they get clobbered!’’ 

Oscar Pecora’s sympathetic hand fell on Chris’s shoulder. “We 
journalists are like garbage cans, Chris. Everybody sends us their 
filth. Through us comes aU that is rotten in man. Christopher, what 
you are going throu^ now . . . You were a single small voice that 
cried out for justice in a dark and angry sea and no one heard you. 
Until a man is struck in his own face he does not want to believe the 
attack on his brother concerns him.*’ 

Chris stumbled from his chair, staggered to the rail, and hung 
onto it. “Shall I tell you why 1 became a journalist? Do you know 
Thomas Fame? ‘The world is my country, all mankind are my 
brethren ... to do good is ray religion.’ ’’ 

Oscar Pecora recited, “ ‘In a chariot of light from the region cf 
day, The Goddess of Liberty came. Ten thousand celestials direc- 
ted the way. And hither conducted the dame. A fair budding 
branch from the g^dens above. Where millions with millions 
agree. She brought in her hand as a pledge of her love, And the 
plant she named Liberty Tree . . . from the east to the west blow the 
trumpet to arms ! Through the land let the soimd of it flee ; Let the 
far and the near all unite, with a cheer . . . m defense of our Liberty 
Tree.’ ’’ 

“Bravo, Brother Pecora! Bravo! And now I give you William 
Lloyd Gamson . . .’’ Chris stood upright and thrust his finger into 
the air. “ ‘With reasonable men, I will reason; with humane men I 
will plead; but to tyrants I will give no quarter . . .’ Now how's that 
for a goddamn quote?’’ 

Chra reeled into his scat. “Little Jefferson ... we need a little 
Jefferson to round it out. . . . Oscar, I’m drunk . . . God damn I'm 
drunk.*’ 

“Come, Christopher. You’re tired. You have lost a hard battle, 
but you are my best soldier and tomorrow we must go out to the 
field again.’’ 

“She’s in Jersey . . . married that guy They’ve got two kids . . . 
nice little home, I hear. Me . . . I’m the real winner, Oscar. I get to 
bring truth to the people.’’ 
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Chapter Eleven 


The next afternoon, after Chris awoke from a deep sixteen-hour 
slumber, he found his way to Oscar Pecora’s study sheepishly. 

“Boy, did I hang one on,” he said in an apologetic voice. 

“For talent, nearly anything can be forgiven.” 

“It has all bi«n a pretty startling lesson, Oscar. I can see why the 
men in our business turn crass and cynical. We sound the great 
trumpet «ind no one hears us. Free men with full bellies don’t want 
to believe that a black native in Ethiopia concerns them or that 
the bombing of an open city in Spain is the prelude to the bombing 
of London.” 

“Christopher, you’ve eaten my food, drunk my liquor, and now. 
Madame Pecora is giving you flirtatious glances. I think it is high 
time you got back to work,” 

“Doing what, Oscar ? Can I go on being a journalist under these 
conditions ? I hav . kc : . jed now that ♦ruth is not truth. Truth is only 
what people want to believe and nothmg more.” 

“But you will continue to seek it as a journalist or as a streetcar 
driver in Geneva. You have lost sight of the fact that there is a 
world of decent human beings and a lot of them are listening. 
The> depend on the Chn*’*opher dc Montis to be their eyes. You 
are not a man to abandon the human race because you have lost a 
battle. Now, what do you say, Christopher?” 

Chns lauded ironically. “\^en you come right down to it, I’m 
not much good for anything else. I can't even operate a streetcar.” 

“I’ve called in men from our European bureaus for the past 
month. We are trying to determine how events will shift. What do 
you think, Christopher?” 

Chris shrugged. “Spain is Italy’s show, mainly. The republican 
government will fall sooner or later. Franco is it.” Chris looked at 
the wall map behind Oscar, “Hitler will start up next.” 

“Bergman in Berlin thinks so too. How does Warsaw sound to 
you ? We have a small bureau there.” 

“If you still want me, why not ? One place is as good as another.” 

“Settled. You go to Poland. We have a tree-lance man we’ve 
been using off and on. An Ervin Rosenblum.” 

“Photographer, too, isn’t he’^” 

“Yes, a good man. Take him on with you and try him out. 
Christopher, don’t try anything f "‘olish in Poland. Keep us m busi- 
ness as long as you can there,” 

“You don’t have to tell me. I’ve had my fill of playing cops and 
robbers. It won’t do any more good in Poland than in Spain. Don’t 
worry, Oscar. All you’ll get are the straight reports.” 
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Dear Oscar ^ 

Warsaw has been like a tonic. Ftn glad one of us had some sense 
and 1 thank you. lt*s like a little Pans here. 

Ervin Rosenblum is a crackerjack. 1 want to keep him on per- 
manently. The bureau is m good shape. The usual government red 
tape, but nothing earth-shaking. Next week I hope to have a direct 
phone connection to Geneva. That will speed things up consider- 
ably. 

Although Tm getting along O.K. m French and English, Tm 
takmg an hour a day of Polish. And — can you bebeve it? — I’ve 
taken on the hobby of coach of several ol the army basketball 
teams. 

Chris blew a whistle. He talked to Andrei Androfski in French, 
and Andrei translated into Pobsh that the basketball practice for 
the day was over. The members of the newly formed Seventh Ulany 
Bngade team thanked their coach and trotted from the floor of the 
Citadel gymnasium. 

Andrei, the team captain, worked with Chns for another half 
hour. He was mtngued by Chris’s wizardry m dribbling and hook 
shooting. Chns showed him the variations of passing the ball while 
being guarded and how to fake his pass moving m one direction, 
flippmg the ball m the other 

They sat down drenched with sweat after the brisk workout, 
Chns wiped his face with a towel and bt a cigarette. "’I’m pooped 1 
haven’t done this m years.” 

“Those cigarettes are no good,” Andrei said. “They wind you. 
Such a wonderful game. 1 did not realize there were so many fine 
points to It. But what can 1 do with these dumb oxen? They have 
no finesse.” 

“They^re coming along fine. By the end of the season they’ll 
play bke the Harlem Globetrotters,” 

Chris slapped Andrei’s knee. “Well, to the showers ” 

“1 think m practice foul shots for a while,” Andrei said. “Say, 
by the way, what do you have on tonight?” 

“I can be had.” 

“Good. My colonel gave me his box at the opera. La Bohdme,^* 

Opera! It struck a note of joy m Chns. He had neglected il so 
much lately. It had been a rebgion with him m New York and with 
Poppa in Italy. 

“You’ll have dinner with Gabriela and me and then well pick 
up my sister. She would join us for dinner, but she wants to bring 
the children and her daughter has a late piano lesson.” 

“I didn’t know you had a married sister.” 

“Yes, my one and only.” 

Chns h^ged. “Look, I’ll be a third wheel breaking in on a 
family party.” 
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“Nonsense, Her husband is in Copenhagen at a medical con- 
vention. Besides, the children will be thrilled to have a real live 
Italian explain the libretto to them. Settled ! Be at Gabricla’s apart- 
ment at six.” 

“This IS my sister, Deborah Bronski. And my niece Rachael, and 
the schmendrick is Stephan.” 

“How do you do, Mr. de Monti.” 

“Call me Chris . . . please.” 

It was the most strange and awesome sensation Chris had ever 
experienced. Even as he walked from the car to the house he felt it 
come over him. The instant he saw her eyes she understood that 
he was reading a message of a deep inner sadness and frustration. 

Good God, she w;ls beautiful! 

Chris was an experienced, sophisticated man. He was too wise to 
be felled suddenly like this. Yet his stability seemed shot. This 
strange feeling had never happened- -not even with Eileen. 

During the opera they were both uncomfortable in their aware- 
ness of each other. It was as though ectoplasm were leaping from 
the body of one t(' ’he other. There was a quick succession of stolen 
glances. There was inc t'uvJ accidc.iial brushing of arms that made 
them twinge. And a fevs' less accidental touchings. 

Between the second and thud acts Chris and Deborah found 
themselves standing away from the c»lhcTS, oblivious of the pomp 
and lincry around them. Deborah turned completely pale as they 
stared wordlc'«sly at eacli other. 

7'he bell rang and the audience began to drift in to their seats. 

Deborah suddenly broke and turned Chris automatically 
touched her elbow. “I must see you,” he blurted. “Please phoneme 
at Sw'iss News at the Bristol.” 

Andrei called across the lobby for them to hurry. 

I'OLir days passei.1. 

Chris started each tunc the phone rang. Then he began to resign 
himself to the fact that she would never call him and that he had 
done something foolish. Flirtations were flirtations, but this wasn’t. 
There was in this none of the game men and women play. It was 
S(miething serious from the very first second. Even though he 
realized she w'ould not call, he could not shake that strange feeling. 

“Hello . . .” 

“Is this the Swkss News Agency?” 

“Yes ...” 

“Christopher de Mont»?” 

“Speaking.” 

“This is Deborah Bronski.” 

Chris's hand became wet on the phone. 

“I will be in the Saxony Gardens in an hour, along the benches 
beside the swan lake.” 

M-ll 
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They were both quiet and confused and feeling guilty and 
foolish as they found themselves sitting opposite each other. 

‘T feel absolutely silly,” Deborah said. *T am respectfully 
married and 1 want you to know 1 have never done anything like 
this before.” 

“It IS all so strange.” 

“1 cannot lie about the fact that I wanted to sec you again and 
I don’t know why.” 

“You know what I think ? I think that you and I are a couple of 
magnets made out of some sort of unique metal. 1 think 1 was 
irresistibly pulled to Warsaw.” 

And then they were awkwardly quiet, groping for a logical 
thought. 

“Why don't we take a walk,” Chris said, “and talk about 
things?” 

She lay awake that night. And she met him again and she lay 
awake again. All of those Lttlc thmgs that make a romance the 
most wonderful exploration of one human by another had been 
denied Deborah. Now suddenly she was flooded with them. 
Flooded with emotions she never believed she would have or knew 
existed. 

The touch of a man’s hand The little duels of small talk to 
inflict small hurts on each other. The instantaneous thrill the 
moment he appeared coming down the path. The pangs of 
jealousy. The color of eyes, the way his dark hair fell over his fore- 
head, the long strong hands, the sensitive expressions, the lanky 
careless stature. 

The pain of being away from him. 

The first kiss. She did not know what a kiss was. She did not 
believe feelings from a kiss were part of the human experience. 

“Deborah, I love you,” 

Each new adventure was like nothing that had ever happened 
to her before. 

“I am not quite certain I know what love is, Chris. I do know that 
seeing you is wrong and we will get into trouble if we keep ii up. 
But I know I want to see you, fegardle.ss. Because . . . being away 
from you is becoming more and more unbearable. Is this what love 
is, Chris?” 
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Chapter Twelve 


Journal Entry 

Today, my son was born. Susan Gcller was in attendance with 
Dr. Cjiazer from our orphanage. Sylvia came through beautifully 
for a woman of forty. 

Outwardly, I must exhibit unabashed joy. Inwardly, lam worried. 
This is a bad time for a Jewish child to be born. 

Moses is a common nanu\ hut I think the historian in me weighed 
my decision. The first Moses was also born in an era of duress, and 
when Pharaoh ordered all Je^ ish nutle infants slain he was hidden 
in the bulrushes. With this sentinientalitv and much luck, Moses 
Brandel viill come through the difficult day\ ahead. 

ALEXANDER BRAN'DEL 

Despite the austerity and the outlawing of religious ceremonies, 
nothing could dimmish the cfdlective happiness of the Bathyrans. 
Moses Brandel Vivs horn to be spi iicd by them all. He was their 
baby, and they w'erc daranc.. well going to have a blowout at the 
bris. 

1 olek Altcrman closed down the farm and brought in ail the 
workers, thirty bo\s and ten g’^ls, to Warsaw wath an extravagance 
of food. 

Momma Rosenbluni took charge of cooking the traditional 
dishes. Rabbi Solomon would personal conduct the prayers at 
the ceremony. 

The event tt)ok place at the Writers' Club on Tlomatskie Street, 
near Alex's flat, which the Orphans and Self-Help Society had 
"leased" as an agency. 

On the eighth day after his birth Moses Brandel w'as pa.ssed 
around on an ornate velvet pillow from relative to relative, from 
Bathyran to Bathyran, and finally ended up in the arms of his 
godfather, Andrei Androfski, 

Down the street, the Great Tlomatskie Synagogue was boarded 
up at the doors and window's and guards posted around it but in 
the Writers’ Club a covenant with God was made by this child in a 
ceremony over four thoii.sand years old from the command in 
Genesis, "He that is eight days old among you shall be circumcised, 
every male throughout your generations." 

As in .incicnt times when Abraham circumcised Isaac, symbolic 
of a covenant with God, so did Finkclstcin, the professional 
mohcl, circumcise Moses Brandel. It is probable that Finkclsiein 
did a better job, as he had had far more practice. He had been 
mohel at some two thousand brisim. 
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Little Moses lost his composure and shneked. 

“Blessed are you. Lord our God, Master of the Universe, who 
have made us holy with your commands, and have commanded us 
to bring Moses, the son of Alexander and Sylvia, mto the covenant 
of Abraham our father,” chanted Rabbi Solomon 
When Moses* ordeal was over, the infant was returned to his 
mother in their flat down the street and the celebration began 
everyone congratulated the proud lather 

^^Mozeltojgr^ 

And the toasts began. 

And sinking 
And dancing 

And soon the Writers’ Club reeled under the impact of a dancing 
hora ring The “proud father” was pulled into the center, and one 
by one the young Bathyran girls whirled with him around the 
circle in unison with the clapping and stamping He danced and 
danced until he could dance no more It didn’t take much wine to 
get him high, he had been heady since the birth of the baby 
At last he staggered from the dance floor, sweating and gasping 
for breath 

Ervin Rosenblum and Andrei hooked their hands under Alex’s 
arms and dragged him off to a side room, where he flopped down, 
wiped his face, and fanned himself 
“Why do Jews have to make such a tsimmes about the birth of 
a son Alex asked 

“Our kids have been pent up so long, they arc about to explode 
with the tension,” Rosy said “This party i> doing everybody 
good ” 

“So^” roared Andrei “How does the new father fed now? ’ 
“At my age, to have a son is an unexpected bonus ” 

Then he looked up glumly from Andrei to krvin They could 
hear the hilarity outside, but they were never a second iway from 
the times Even in the middle ot the celebration it lurked in Alex s 
mind “Have you see the new set of German directive;* ?*’ 

They nodded 

“So, they may as well celebrate tonight ” 

“Why don’t you forget it for a night too, Alcx*^” Andrei said 
“I’ve been doing a lot of thinking I am at the headquarters at 
Mila 19 most of the time now, day and night As soon as Sylvia is 
on her feet she’ll be working at the orphanage again I think wc 
will give up our apartment and move to Mila 19 Susan Gcllcr has 
indicated she’ll move over too I think it will be encouraging for our 
youngsters to have us living there We are only using the hrst floor 
for offices and the dispensary We could divide the place into dor- 
mitones for boys and guls and bnng m another sixty or seventy 
people ” 

“I’ll move m if I can bnng Momma,” Ervm Rosenblum said. 
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*"No. So long as you are able to work on the outside, it would be 
better not to be too closely identified.” 

Alex looked slyly at Andrei. Andrei Androfski at Mila 19 would 
be a great boost to everyone’s morale. 

“What are you doing with the basement?” Andrei asked. 

“Storage.” 

“Have you thought about an underground press?” 

Andrei had behaved very well for the past weeks. He had shown 
great restraint, but he was going to be a problem as things grew 
worse, Alex thought. Ana Cirinspan had started publication of a 
weekly sheet in Krakow. Alex didn't want to face the situation. 
Discovery of an underground printing plant could destroy the 
entire Ori-^ihans and Self-Help organization. 

“I’ll help you with your press, Andrei, but not at Mila 19.” 

“Then you really don’t need me there, do you?” 

“We had better get out to the dance floor,” Ervin said quickly. 

The forgotten man- -or the forgotten boy — at the bris of Moses 
Brandel was his sixteen-ycar-old brother. Wolf. He seemed bewil- 
dered by everything When everyone said “ Mnzeitnjf" to him, he 
wondered whv he wa^ *^ing congr aulated. He was a bit forlorn 
over the attention the new h i ly was getting and more confused at 
suddenly becoming a brother. Wolf was rather shy, anyhow, and 
leaned against a w'all and watched the others dance. Rachael 
watched him while she plaved ^hc p.ano 

Poor Wolf, she thought. He is like a lost soul. When her mother 
relieved her at the piano she drifted over to him. 

“Would you like to dance?” she asked, 

“Uh-uh.” 

“Come on.” 

“No, I dcMi’l care to. Besides, I get all tangled up with my feet.” 

There was an electnfsing moment as the evening reached its 
highlight when Emanuel Ciokiman entered the room and it w'as 
announced that he would perforin at the piano. 

He had l"»cen in retirement for several yea^s, and his hands and 
reflexes had become slow'cd and his technique rusty, but there was 
still that great personal charm of a real virtuoso. Tonight he had 
made an exception and was going to perform. The hall became 
breathless with anticipation as he seated himself at the upright and 
burst into a thundering polonaise. 

Rachael Bronski w'cnt out to the balcony where Wolf Brandel 
stood alone, looking at the Tlomatskie Synagogue down the street. 
His hands were shoved forlornly into his pockets. 

“Don’t you want to hear Einaiiuel Goldman play''” she said. 

“I can hear him fine from out here.” 

, She walked up behind him, and that made him uncomfortable. 
He moved a few feet away, still keeping his back to her. 
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“What’s the matter, Wolf? I’ve never seen you so unhappy.” 

He turned and shrugged. “Everything, 1 guess. Mostly the way 
things are today Wearing this,” he said, touching the Star of David 
on his arm. “Not being able to go to school. Are you still taking 
piano lessons?” 

“Momma teaches me now. I have a lot of time to practice when 
I’m not working at the orphanage. Are you still taking ilute 
les.sons ?” 

“No. I never liked it, anyhow”’ 

“1 thought you did.” 

“No, I iust said that.” 

“Why?” 

“To make Momma haopy. Tt wasn’t really too bad 1 kind of 
used to look forward to luesdays. Sitting in the park vvuh you 
after lessons.” 

“1 miss that too,” she said softly 
‘ “Well, you’ll get over that. I’m not much ” 

“Why do you always pull yourself down*^” 

“Look at me. 1 get more stupid-looking every day.” 

“It’s not so, Wc»lf You’re turning into a man and you will be 
very, very handsome.” 

He shrugged His voice alternated from high to low, and now 
he had much trouble holding it steady He cleared his thioat for- 
mally. “1 should like to visit your brother Stephan,” he said “I 
realijc that you and your mother are schooling him, but he needs 
older masculine company. Someone he can look up to. I could 
teach him chess and many other things.” 

“That would be very nice. Stephan does need an older . . . man. 
Uncle Andrei is not aiound much, and bather v orks very late ” 

“Good. I will come* to see hun Raehael . . .” 

“Yes‘^”- 

“Do you think — I mean — with all the joy around here now 

What I mean to say is that everyone is kissing c\cryone Do you 
think it would be proper if we expressed our joy too * 1 mean, 
properly. For little Moses.” 

“I don’t know. Seeing how happy everyone is, il might be all 
right, don’t you think ?” 

He peeked at her cheek and pulled back abruptly “That was 
stupid,” he said. “It wasn’t a real kiss. Have you ever fiad a real 
kiss, Rachael 

“Once,” she answered. 

“Did you like it*^” 

“Not too much. 1 really didn’t like him 1 only wanted to ste 
what a kiss was like. It was sort of mushy. Have you ever had a 
real kiss?” 

“Lots of them,” he threw off nonchalantly. 

“Did you like it?” 
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“You know how it is I can take it or leave it ” 

Rachael and Woll looked at each other for ever so Jong, and 
their breathing became irregular There w*is a burst of applause 
inside and spontaneous calls for the master to play moie Then the , 
shouts died down Cioldman played a soft Beethoven sonata 
Raehael was beeoming frightened at the strange feeling she had 
all ovei her body “We had better get inside," she said. 

“( ould 1 lor real 

She was loo seared to talk She nodded her head and closed her 
c^es «ind lifted her ehm and parted her lips Wolt l^iaced himself 
and leaned over slightly and t<»uelud his lips to hers 

He Iov\eied his eyes and lammed his hands in hi> poekets 
‘ rha.. was very good,” Raeh lel said, “notlung at all like the 
other time ” 

“C ould wc do It again he asted 

“Mas bo we slujuldn t Well, lu ,t once ruore ” 

Thi«> time Wolf pulled her gentlv to him and lhc> felt eacn other 
"ind It waseven nuae vvonderful Herarmsn aehedarouhd him md 
held him igainst tier and it w v so gornl “Oh, Wolf she whispered. 
She tugL»ed awa\ from liim and walked to ^ard the door 
“Raeh icl ” 

“SI ltd I I see sou 

“\ es, ’ she s«iid, and ran inside 


Chapter Thirteen 

Paul Broriski guienlK brought hi> worl- home from the Ci\il 
Aiilhoiilv ati<.r hour-. The we’i>iis li ul Ixeii a di. '•luidiiig task 
Ihere hid bicn a wild seramhk for \rN u ' KitudafUn not 
st imped with the damrungy Manv of ihi. lewish population were 
tiNing to huv their way <»iil of the counti> or otlui \ise make the 
census count \eiy dilneult Ihree hundied and sivt> thousand 
Jews had registi red with the Civil Aiilhoritv 

It was tnc new dires lives and continual org ini/alional work that 
kept I\iul busy until late each night 

l>eboiah, who spent the days a! the orphanagt and the evenings 
>ehooling her children, look time out from their studies to make 
tea for Paul 

When she entered the study he was slumped o\cr the desk, his 
eyes red from reading, and he was pale with fatigue he sipped 
the tea she stood behind him and massaged Ins neck It always felt 
so good when Deborah did that 
“Anytlimg bad?” she asked 
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''Just weary,’* he answered. “This stump aches. Acts up in the 
damp weather.” 

“Can’t you take anything?” 

, “Don't want to get into the habit of too much pain killer.” 

“Paul, you’ve been working too hard. Why don’t we take a few 
days off together ? We can slip off somewhere. You can get a travel 
pass.” 

“1 wish I could. My belated responsibilities to the Jewish com- 
munity are rather tmie-consuming.” 

She sat on the desk. He smiled and pushed his papers back. “We 
aren’t spending much time together,” she said. “Orphanage during 
the day — but they’re so short-handed — our children’s lessons at 
night. I’ll cut oft a few hours at the orphanage.” 

“No,” Paul said. “I won’t be able to gel home earlier, anyhow. 
Besides, it makes a good impression to have the wife of a Civil 
Authority member volunteering in the Orphans and Self-Help 
program.” 

There was something Deborah didn't like about that. Paul had 
reacted with a sense of duty to his new status, but he was still 
groping for prestige — still ilunking in teims of doing the proper 
thing. 

“When is all this going to end?” Deborah said glumly. “Once I 
was foolish enough to think nothing could bo worse than during 
the siege.” 

“Well, no one really knows what the Germaas are up to. But 
even they only can go so far. It will level oft.” He switched the 
subject quickly. “I saw Chris today.” 

“Oh . . 

“He's been able to transfer most of our accounts to American 
banks.” Paul laughed ironically. “There’s a paradox for you. We 
are getting rjcher all the time.” 

Deborah worked hard to mask the sudden shock at the mention 
of Chris’s name, “How is Chris?” she said quickly. 

“Fine— fine.” 

“I didn’t know that he would be allowed to continue here. Susan 
Gcller told me Ervin Rosenblum was concerned about a possible 
closing of Swiss News.” 

“Seems he has gotten himself in thick with this Von Fpp fellow. 
Naturally, his agency wants him to keep operating as long as the 
Germans let him. Incidentally, we decided that for mutual interests 
we shouldn’t sec each other except in emergency. There's no use 
alerting the Germans that we have business, and 1 could endanger 
Chris’s position here. Wc don’t need the funds, fortunately, and if 
we do we can always work through Rosenblum.” 

“Yes,” Deborah said, “that’s sensible.” 

“Dear,” Paul said, “while we’re about it, I want to speak to you 
about this business of sending Stephan to P.abbi Solomon for 
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study. Let me say that I am in sympathy with your motives, but it*s 
dangerous business.*’ 

Deborah’s sweetness suddenly vanished. “Dangerous for 
whom ?’’ 

“For the boy himself.’’ 

“Have you thougiit about the shock he has received in the past 
few months?’’ 

“Of course 1 have. Deborah, be sensible. We are very lucky. We 
have been spared all the harrowing things going on in Warsaw.’* 

“Is that really it, Paul?’’ she said sharply. “Protecting our 
position ?’’ 

“Did you ever think what would happen to us if I’m thrown off 
the Civil Authority? I'm not a criminal lor wanting to protect my 
family.’’ 

Paul had never seen Deborah look so stubborn. Almost always 
he had been able to talk her around in the past. 

“Our son is being humiliated and persecuted b< luse he is a* 
Jew,” Deborah said. “He should least have some moral fortifi- 
cation to withstand these shocks. We cannot let him stumble 
through this withou* knowing why he is a Jew.’’ 

Deborah wante<* to Say more. Sh... wanted to tell Paul that if he 
assumed his responsibility as Jewish father he would give his son 
instruction and training as other Jewish fathers were doing since 
the outlawing of the cheder schools But wh.it she said earned an 
authority he had never heard from her helore. She let it stop there 
because Paul was tired and coni used and she did not wish to hurt 
him. 

The doorbell rang. 

Paul opened it. Gawky Wolf prandcl dangled before him. 

joc»d evening, sir," he said, his face reddening. 

F^'iul smiled slightly. He quickly tried to change the atmosphere 

the argument. “Good evening, Mr. Brandel. Did /ou come to 
visit with Stephan or Rachael 7“ 

“Rachael — I mean Stephan, sir 

“I will let you have them both fr ice of one chess game.’’ 

Oh darn, Wolf thought. Bronski a tough chessplayer. It 
kvould take an hour to beat him. Then a lovely thoug^it occurred. 
He would throw the g.ime on purpose. This would kill two birds 
with one stone- -pleai^e Dr. Bionski’s vanity and allow him to see 
Rachael quicker. 

That night Deborah lay a>vake. The mention of Chris had stirred 
a restlessness in her. She ached lor him. She closed her eyes and 
began to remember moments of cc.ning up the path ir. the Saxony 
Gardens ... his touch, the warmth of him. The music in his room 
aji they lay in the shadows She squirmed about the bed. 

She had run from lum in anger and fright. But always m the back 
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of her mind she knew she would see him again. Now ... cut off, 
comploicly. Not even a stolen glance ... a touch . . . not even 
his voice on the phone. He must have Ixicn terribly, terribly hurt. 
But ho is still in Warsaw ... he is still here. She wanted him to 
touch her. Oh, Chris . . . Chris . . . Chris . . . please touch me. 

Her tears fell on the pillow. 

Paul reached out for her, and her body tinned tense and rigid as 
it always did. Dcbi>rah forced the tears to stop and breathed 
deeply several time.stomake herself relax, and she rolled over to her 
husband. 

Paul was in trouble He was walking a tightrope. In the old days 
before the war he was so sure of himself, so independent and clever. 
He was floundering and now he had to lean on her more and nioiv. 

"You aren't angry about w'hat I said about Stephan 7 If it i leans 
so much to you, then wc will chance it. We'll lei the boy continue 
with Rabbi Solomon." 

‘ His hand w'cnt beneath her w'aist. She put her aims about him 
as he lay his head on her breast. 

"I need you so much," Paul said. 

After sixteen years of taking her for granted, il was the first con- 
fession he had c\er made. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Journal F*ntry 

Snmcthinf* new has hern added. As if ^^'e don't ha\e enough to 
worry about, we were presented with Srut nihannfufuer hieehtdd 
Stutze. Despite the lowly rank oj SS niaior^ it look’! as ij Stuizc 
holds i^reat powet . 

He came from (jlohocnik\s SS, SD, Gestapo capital in Lublin. 
Like Glohocnik and Hitler, Stutze is an Austrian. He atriwd with 
a detachment o) SS troopers who are billed as '"specialists in Ji m i\h 
affairs.*' )Ve are Icarnirif* that Globornik and not Governor General 
Hans Frank is the real hifss oj Poland. It may hold true then that 
Stutze and not Rudolph Schreiker will be the real boss oj )4'arsa\v. 

Whereas Rudolph Schreiker has shown himself to be a plain and 
simple pigheaded bully, Stutze is exhibiting a maniaccd lust for 
cruelty. He is .snuill in stature, thu.s a Napoleonic complex. He is 
slightly deformed in one Icjif and has a limp. This i.s a clue to his 
sadistic delight in inflicting pain. We are very concerned about this 
development. 
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Although religious study had been banned, this merely meant it 
would be carried on in secret places, as had been done by the 
Marranos during the Spanish Inquisition and a hundred times in 
a hundred places where it had been banned during Jewish history. 

Stephan Bronski had entered a most impressionable age. Altera 
lifetime ol immunity, the sudden branding of being a Jew n ado his 
tups to Rabbi Solomon’s home part of a groat adventure of dis- 
covery. He liked the secrecy of it. He was fascinated by the strange 
cryptic scrawlings in Hebrew and much awed by the infinite wis- 
doms of the rabbi. The gradual understanding of the two thousand 
years ol unspeakable persecution did much to alleviate the confu- 
sion within him. 

His cktss had six other boys. They studied in the basement be- 
neath the home of Rabbi Solomon They spoke in whispers. All 
about them were the treasures taken from the s>nagogiie for safe- 
keeping. The synagogue’s library of many thousand books of Tal- 
mudic and Jewish literature was there. The menorah, the sacred 
candelabra, were theie. The heart ol Judaism, the Torah scrolls 
from the ark of the synagogue, wcie there. 

The boys learned Hebrew piaycrs, ethics of the fathers, and pre- 
pared fur their ba'" initzivah 

1 he old man w<)uld walk iiorn one the other and pick up the 
chant of their pravei, pat one on the head, twist anothei 's ear w'ho 
was lagging. Altnough he was ancient, the Ikdvs could not pul 
anything over on hini, for it cciiicd he could sec in back of his 
head and hear all seven of them at the same time. 

Stephan Brrinski asked the labbi if he could be excused for a 
moment and it was granted He stood up, and lhei» he saw them! 

There were thiee Na/is m black uniform^ m the dof>rway. Major 
Sicghold Stut/c stood before the other two. 

“Rabbi'” Stephan cried. 

And they all froze in terioi. 

Sieghnld Stul/e limped into th( room “Well, well, w’cll, what 
do we have here 

The childien Hocked behind {\v rabbi, quivering in flight. One 
vomited. Only Stephan Bronski stood in front of the old man. 
fhs eyes burning with anger, he k)okcd at that momcLt very much 
like his Uncle Andrei. 

Stut'zc brushed Stephan asulc as he tried to “protect” the old 
rabbi and grablx-d him by the f>eard and Hung him to the floor. 
He took the digger from his belt, straddled the fallen man, and cut 
off the oarlocks worn by religiou.s Jew's because King David had 
worn them. 

The other tw'O Nazis broke into laughter. They walked around 
the room, throwing the booi^s to the floor, overturning the desks, 
trampling on the symbolic ornaments from the synagogue. 

“These wiU make a lovely bonfire,” Stutze said. His eyes searched 
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the room carefully “It is here, somewhere — now where is it?’* He 
walked to a laigt canvas “Could it be beneath here?” 

“No'“ shrieked the rabbi 

“Aha»“ Stuize said, pulling the canvas away, revealing the 
Toiah scrolls 

“No’" shrieked the rabbi again 

Stutze took oil the bieastplate, tore ofi the velvet cover, and 
took out the scrolls which foimcd the heart of ludaism, Christi- 
anity and Islam — the hvc books of Moses Genesis, Lxodus, 
Leviticus, Numbers, and Deuteronomy “Here it is, the prize " 
The rabbi crawled to the Nazi and threw his arms about his 
knees and begged him not to hann the scrolls Stutze answered by 
sending his boot thudding into the old man’s ribs 
As he dangled the lree-ot-l»fe lambskin Torah before Solomon s 
nose the old man cried prayers 

Stutze laughed and his troopers lauglied “I understand old 
5cws often die for this trash “ 

“Kill me, but do not harm the Torah’” 

“Shall we have some amusement*^ You* Bovs’ Line up against 
the wall ’ Hold your hands over your heads and put your faces to 
the wall ” 

1 he boys did as they were ordered Stut/e dropped the Tor ih 
to the floor Rabbi Solomon crawled quickly to it and eo\eied it 
with his body 

Stutze took out his pistol and walked to the boys “Ah right, old 
Jew, dance for us Right on the Tonih ” 

“Kill me first ” 

The Austrian cocked his pistol and placed the barrel against the 
back of Stephan Bronski’s head “1 shall not kill you old Jew I et 
me see how many of the boys I will have to I ill lirst Now dance 
for us ” 

“Don’t do it. Rabbi Stephan shouted 

Stiit/e went into a spasm of hysterics Sometimes when I pi iv 
this game we have to kill two or three before they do then dance ” 
The old man got to his knees, grunting in anguish 
“Now dance for us, old Jew ” 

As Stutze tant ilized the boys by placing the pistol against their 
skulls they cried, “Rabbi’ Rabbi’” 

The tears streamed down the old man’s cheeks 
He brought his foot down on the Torah and shullled a grotesque 
dance on the sacred lambskin 
“Paster, old Jew, faster’ Wipe your feet on them’” 

“Now, old Jew — piss on them’ Piss on them’” 

While the Nazis convulsed in laughter at the desecration of the 
Law, Stephan Bronski had ui the flash of a second made a lightning 
dash for freedom. 
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Chapter Fifteen 


Never a dull moment since Sturmhannfiihrer Sie^hold Stutze 
has honored us with his presence. He calls his SS detail the ""Rein- 
hard Corps"* ajter Reinhard Heydrich^ the SD chief in Berlin. This 
gives us a clue to the chain of command. Hitler, Himmler, Reinhard 
Heydrich, Globocnik, and, in Warsaw, Stutze, In this week' s meeting 
with Emanuel Goldman, David Zeniba, and Simon Eden, they gave 
me a raft of notes for my journal. 

The Reinhard Corps swept into the northern Jewish area in large 
trucks and emptied Jewish stores of all their merchandise. 

The Reinhard Corps has been going into individual homes and 
taking clothing, pots, pans, lanip.^, books— which arc burned- 
pillows, blankets. 

The Reinhard Corps has emptied supplies from Jewish warehouses, 
including Zemba's American Relief supplies. This has created short- 
ages in medicine am^ food. Then Dr. Koenig sold us back the things 
that Stutze had stolen ut a slx-hundred-per-ccnt markup. 

Fuel ration has brought on pneunumia this winter, Emanuel 
Goldman tells me. He says another cut in food ration was ordered 
by Schreiker yesterday. 

Not to be outdone by the Rc’^hard Corps, Rudolph Schreiker has 
hundreds of thugs from Solec and even mobs of children and students 
to roam the Jewish area and sma.sh store windows, beat up Orthodox 
Jews on the street, and loot. It is understood that no Pole will be 
punished for a crime against a Jew. Special rewards are offered to 
Poles who turn over Jews with ""Aryan" Keniikarten. 

Rabbi Solomon s synagogue was burned to the ground, as he was 
caught by Stutze teaching cheder in his basement. (I could have 
sworn young Stephan Bronski was receiving ins t no tions. Maybe not. 
He did not show up among those turned in at Pawiak Prison.) Rabbi 
Solomon's congregation was fined twenty thousand zlotys to free 
the boys and to pay for the petrol which the Germans used to burn 
the .synagogue. Zcniha's American Relief put up half the fine in 
American dollars. 

All teen-age orphans in our orphanage in Powazki and a dozen 
other orphanages were forced tn donate hit tod to the German army. 
Does Hitler know his Ayrans will be transfused with impure blood? 

Simon Eden says (he trade in poison is getting large. Everyone is 
carrying a capsule for suicide. No one gets more than a few hours' 
sleep these nights. Whistles, nfle butts, pounding hoots. We sleep 
with one eye open, A hundred different rape cases reported. ""Juden 
'raus [Jews, come out]!" is heard every night, all meht. 

If we are to hand out prizes for ingenuity, Stutze's Reinhard 
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Corps must win. They force the old Orthodox to scrub sidewalks 
under bayonets. They have fnade them dance naked. They tnake 
them exercise with heavy cobblestones. They make them heat each 
Other with galoshes. They make them crap their pants. Still, through 
it all, / am proud oj these Jews. They refuse to shave ojf their beards 
or earlocks. They walk with their heads erect in great dignity despite 
the Jact that their very appearance will bring them abuses. They are 
stubborn and honorable and of Rabbi Solomon's breed, and we 
Ziom.sts could learn a thing or two Jrom them, 

Schreiker, jealous of Stutze and not to be outdone, turned loose 
mad Gerta, an ethnic with a psychopathic hatred oj Jews. She has 
been allowed to wander through the northern quarters with a lead 
pipe, 

A.B. 


Chapter Sixteen 


Journal Entry 

The German hand is heine re\ealcd more each daw The Kroncw 
Gazette keeps hammeting on a theme of segregation oj the Jews 
on reservations." That is fancy talk for ghettos. 

More talk about sending Jews Jrom Austria, Czechoslovakia, and 
Germany into Poland. 

Yesterday it became true. A ghetto was decreed in Lodz, ('haim 
Rumkowski was appointed chairman oj a Council of t'lders. Ana 
Grinspan is there now to see if we can organize a "self-help hou.se" 
like Mila 7?. There are around two hundred thou.sandJews in Lodz. 

At yesterday's meeting with Emanuel Ooldnum, David Aetnha, 
and Simon Eden, Goldman thinks we are heading into a week of 
cri.sis in Warsaw. He says that all the abuses up to date have been 
merely to soften us up. A new Nazi, Oberfuhrer Alfred I unk, has 
arrived, and that means trouble because Funk is the direct liaison be- 
tween Berlin and Globocnik in Lublin and is no doubt carrying a 
pocketful of candy on new German policy, 

ALLKANl^ER BRANFJCL 

SS Brigadier Alfred Funk was the young blond blue-eyed Aryan 
about whom Adolf Hitler bragged. He was an intelligent and in- 
dustrious man who cut a smart figure and would have been success- 
ful in any capacity he sought in life. He was shrewd and astute and 
dependable, unlike the bumbling bully Rudolph Schreiker, the 
timid conforming opportunist Franz Koenig, the half-mad 
Sieghold Stutze, and the cynical, lazy Horst von Epp. 
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Like Von Epp, he calculated that the rise of Nazism was un- 
stoppable. Unlike Von Epp, he felt that Hitler could bring the 
German people to their peak position in history. Like most of the 
German people, he willingly chose to be a part of this “march to 
destiny.” He accepted the traditional German obedience to au- 
thority without question. He desired to be a large and important 
man and he became what he desired. Alfred Funk had a few qualms 
at first about Nazi methods but soon realized that the political 
tyranny of the concentration camps, the abolition of civil liberties, 
and the destruction of the intellectual opposition were merely 
fundamentals clearing the path for this Greater Germany. He 
became a deputy of tyranny with conviction. The tools of tyranny 
\Vpre not questions in his mind — only the best methods of using 
them. 

Golden hair, trim body, Alfred Funk was a man of undeniable 
strength who was able to impose his authority. As the master blue- 
prints came from Berlin from Heydrich and Eichmann of the 4B’ 
section of Gestapo, Oberfiihrcr Funk received the position of 
special liaison to Globocnik in Lublin. 

When Emanuel was summoned to the city hall to see 

OlKrfuhrer Alfred Punk, he had already surmised Funk’s mission 
in Warsaw. 

Funk spoke impassively. “We are concerned about the un- 
sanitary habits of Jews. Your homes are tilled with lice. Lice cause 
typhus,” 

Funk was, indeed, starting on an interesting tack, Goldman 
thought. “1 am not a doctor like the eminent Frank Koenig,” Gold- 
man answered curtly, “but your regulations denying us sanitary 
facilities are the cause of the outbreak of lice.” 

Funk stared. He did not blink or budge. The old man is tough. 

The Nazi picked up a paper, “Our facts scientifically prove 
otherwise. Everyone knows Jews arc filthy. Look at those bearded 
people. A perfect nesting place for lice.” 

“We didn’t have a bit of trouble w'ith them in the past,” Gold- 
man answered. 

“But there’s trouble now, isn't there, Goldman? Now, Gold- 
man, I want your Civil Authority to help us protect the citizens of 
Warsaw. Have this Orphans and Self-Help Society of yours set up 
deloiising sheds. Each Jew will get a stamped card when he is 
dcloiised. He will have to have the card in order to receive rations. 
We will carry out extensive inspections of personal dwellings in 
order to stamp out this scourge.” 

You mean looting parties under the guise of medical inspection, 
Goldman thought. 

“In order to control this condition which the Jews have brought 
on Warsaw, we have blacked out certain areas of the city which will 
be under quarantine.” 
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Goldman knew . . . here it comes. 

“All Jews iniisi move into the quarantine area within two weeks 
under punishment of death.” He shoved a map of Warsaw over his 
desk at the old man. It was blacked out from the northern rail 
bridge below Zoiiborz down to Jerusalem Boulevard. The eastern 
boundary was a zigzag line past the Saxony Gardens, and the 
western boundary roughly in a line with the Jewish and C atholic 
cemeteries. Funk was watching him. There was no use arguing with 
the Giciman. 

“Goldman,” Funk contmued, “you do agree we are at war with 
the Jews.” 

“I cannot disagree.” 

“Therefore, w'e consider that Jewish property, p>ersonal and 
otherwise, is legitimate booty — spoils of war. Therefore, when the 
move IS completed into the quarantine area, you will begin a 
registration of all Jewish property. 1 have appointed Dr. Koenig as 
'registrar and custodian of Jewish proi^rty. That goes for business 
inventories, bank accounts, jewels, furs, et cetera, et cetera.” 

Koenig! My, he has come up in the world. . . . 

“One final thing, Goldman. Because you Jews have imposed 
these deplorable dangers and have consistently disobeyed our 
directives, we arc fining all the Jews three hundred thousand 
zlotys. We are holding fifty people in Pawiak Prison to assure 
payment of the fine within a week. Your Civil Authority is 
expected to make the collection. You arc to draft directives 
covering the things we have discussed and you will return here 
tomorrow for me to study them.” 

When Goldman returned to the Civil Authority building at 
Grzybowska 28, he summoned the board inimediatcly. Goldm.in 
relayed hiS conversation with Brigadier Alfred Funk to seven 
pasty-faced men. 

“The quarantine order is merely a thin disguise a ghetto. If 
we collect this mass fine for them, there will be others Rcgistratum 
of properly. I don’t have to explain that to you. The most dreadful 
part of their whole scheme is to make us issue the oiders. Now, 
we on the Civil Authority believe wc could be of some service to 
the community and be a protective wall between the community 
and the Germans, The Gennans are converting the Civil Authority 
into their own tool for carrying out their dirty work.” 

The room was stricken with fear. Everyone knew what the Ger- 
mans were up to. Everyone also knew he was facing a moment 
when he had to search the depths of his own soul to see if it held 
a hidden reservoir of courage. So long as they carried out German 
orders, they and their families were safe. Defiance could bring them 
instant death. Was this worth dying for? Emanuel Goldman, their 
chairman, thought it was. 
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One by one they revealed themselves. Weiss, who had been an 
army officer all his life, had never been much of a practicing Jew. 
He considered himself an assunilated Pole. He was angry. He 
banged his fists on the table. “Certainly, as conquerors, they will 
give us the choice to withdraw in honor,” he said. 

What nonsense, Cioldman thought. Weiss is still playing colonel. 
“These are not soldiers, but Nazis,” Goldman said. “1 do not 
know if they will let us resign.” 

Now Silberbcrg. Once he had written plays in which vaunted 
ideals bounced from the rafters of the theaters. He had been 
terrified into conformity. He sulked. He hated himself for it. “We 
are not collaborators,” he said, finding his reserve of strength. 

Seidman, the engineer, was orthodox. “Misery is nothing new 
for the Jewish people. We have lived in ghettos before.” 

As he talked he began to .sound like Rabbi Solomon, but Gold- 
man knew that Seidman spoke from conviction and not fear. 

Maimski, the factory ow'ucr. He had spent a lifetime building 
his leatherworks. The new orders would end in confiscation of his 
factor les, he was certain of tl. He had to calculate. As a member of 
the Civil Authoril'' ^ sa\e my factory or shall I gamble that the 

Germans will b.ick dow'ii if wc have a show of strength? There w'as 
another thing worrying Mannski. Me w is a just and proud man. 
Tlic nglit and wrong seemed clear. “We must make a stand,” he 
said. 

That was the way Schoenfeh felt t(;o. He was a brilliant lawyer. 
“No matter how complete the occupation. No mailer how strong 
their authority, they have to base every action on cause. 1 hey gave 
y(^u a cause w'lth the excuse of a quarantine. A determined elTort 
by us, and 1 am certain we can force them to adhere to the rules of 
basic decency. Make them negotiate.” 

And Paul Bronski spoke, “We have no choice. To w'hom can we 
appeal? An outside world who won't listen to us’' Schocnleld, 
y(Hi arc a fool if you think you can negotiate them out of a ghetto. 
They want it, they've ordered it in Berlin, and they'll have it. 
There is nothing we can do.” 

“Yes there is,” Goldman answered. “We can behave like men.” 
Boris Presscr, the merchant, who had an art of being anonymous, 
said nothing except to vote with Paul Bronski and Seidman against 
making a protest to the Germans. 

“It IS voted five to three that we protest ti» funk.” 

A sudden wave of nausea hit Paul He stumbled to his feet. “We 
are under no bylaws stating that w'c can vote. We are merely 
independent department heads. If you want to fo Funk with 
a protest, do it in the name of the others— not me.” 

Was it an outburst of cowardice? Was it an outburst of self- 
preservation ? Goldman wondered. He wondered if it was not all a 
useless gesture. There would be fifty more men like Paul Bronski 
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to replace them and fifty more to replace them. What good would 
a protest do? Bronski was the realist there. The Germans would 
have what they wanted, regardless. 

Emanuel Goldman was very tired. He was seventy-three years 
old. His children were all married. He lived alone with only his 
housekeeper. 

He had had a good rich life. He had traveled and brought fame 
to his people and his country. A quirk of fate had put him into a 
position he did not wish, but he had accepted the position without 
protest. He had been made the chairman of the Civil Authority 
because Franz Koenig thought he was a weak man. Goldman was 
far from weak. He was an idealist who did not know how to back 
down from the things in which he believed. 

He spent the night tying up all the loose ends of his business 
and took them to his friends, David Zemba of American Relief and 
Alexander Brandel. He left them knowing he would probably 
not see them again. 

In the morning he reported to Oberfilhrer Alfred Funk. He sat 
opposite the German very calmly, a picture of self-assurance, with 
the old flamboyance still in his mannerisms. Funk knew the 
moment Goldman entered the room, but his icy blue eyes did not 
betray the thoughts whirling behind them. 

“You have drafted the directives?” 

The old man shook his head. 

Funk registered neither surprise nor anger. 

“I won’t put my name on a ghetto order,” Goldman said. 

“Do you speak in behalf of the entire board?” 

“1 suggest you ask them,” he retorted. 

“I am curidus,” Funk said. “Why are you doing it?” 

Goldman smiled. “I am more curious. Why arc you doing it?” 

It was Funk who broke off the staring contest. 

Goldman arose, bowed slightly, sending his long white silken 
hair awry. “Good day,” he said, and left. 

Alfred Funk thought for a moment about the various possibili- 
ties, then shrugged to himself and methodically lifted his desk 
phone. “Find Sturmbannfuhrer Stutze. Have him report to me 
instantly.” 

Journal Entry 

Emanuel Goldman wa^ murdered last niftht. It appears to he the 
personal handiwork of Sturmbannfuhrer Sieghold Stutre. He was 
beaten to death with a pipe. His body was dumped on the streets 
before the Civil Authority building as a clear-cut message. 

Boris Presser^ whom none of us know, has been appointed Civil 
Authority chairman and Dr. Paul Bronski given wider powers. 
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I must now deal with Bronski on all matters concerning the 
Orphans and Self-Help Society. tVe cannot expect from Bronski 
anything near what Goldman did Jor us. 

ALEXANDER DRANDEL 


Chapter Seventeen 


Journal Entry 

It is summer of 1040 already. News fnmi the outside worlds our 
one great source of hope^ lists one disaster after another. Norway 
and Dennuirk have fallen. The Low ( oun tries and the debacle at 
Dunkirk. Italy has been dragged into the war. German power is still 
on the rise, unchecked. Trance has paid for a decade of appeasement. 

Rudolph Schreiker has no nwre trouble with the Jewish Civil 
Authority with Boris Presser as chairman. Paul BronskVs co-opera- 
tion with the Orph'^-i^i ' d Self-Help Society is rigidly guided by 
German directives. 

The poor Jew's have had their personal property stripped and 
carted away. They have no choice hat to register for .slave labor in 
one of the dozens of new German factories and enterprises spring- 
/>/!» up all over the Warsaw area Dr. Franz Koenig owns three or 
Join factories outright. When short of labor they merely pull people 
off the streets in roundups and thev simply disappear. 

The rich arc able to do better. There is wild trade in gold and 
jew elrv andfal.se Arvan papers. Everyone in the upper clas.ses .scram- 
bles for himself. As for our countrymen, we do eet superficial help 
fnmi certain cla.s.ses, hut the hulk of the Poles show us nothing hut 
apathy. 

Any questions about who runs PolatuT' They are answered. SS 
Gruppcnfiihrer Globocnik in Lublin. It is known that Governor Gen- 
eral Han^ Frank protested to Hitler about having Jew's deported 
from all over Europe into Poland. He was overruled. Tlv v arc pour- 
ing in by the tens of thou.sands to the sixteen Jewish reservations** 
in the curious master plan in Berlin calling for ^*iesettlemenC of 
all Jews in occupied countries. 

Some of the German and .Austrian Jew\s are pretty haughty. They 
have been aide to rent themselves nice flats and look down upon 
us poor Polish Jew's as inferior. However, the vast majority arrive 
destitute. Dr. G Inzer, who heads the medical staff of the Orphans 
and Self-Help, fears epidemic conditions and pos.sihly mass starva- 
tion if get another ration cut. Can Dave Zemha's America Aid 
keep up w'ith the massive new problems w'e face? 

What is the ultimate aim of the Germans' master plan? As Ger- 
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ftmn victories increase, their fear of world opinion lessens, / hear 
that the 4B section of the Gestapo on Jewish affairs under Adolf 
Eichnumn on the Kurjurstendamm in Berlin is an empire within an 
empire, 

A.D. 

It was getting more dangerous for Andrei each time he traveled 
outside Warsaw. On his last trip he had a close call when a sudden 
inspection was pulled at a siding. He slipped the Pole who spotted 
his fake travel pass a three-hundred-zloty bribe and it worked. He 
always carried the bills folded and placed in his papers so the 
inspector could be bought on the spot. 

When Emanuel Goldman headed the Jewish Civil Authority, 
Andrei was issued travel permits under the guise of Orphans and 
Self-Help business. Now that Paul Bronski was the liaison, he shut 
otf all but legitimate permits. 

Andrei had to travel with false papers as a non- Jew. His Kenn- 
karte read “Jan Kowal.” Normal hazards were increased by bands 
of hoodlums who hung out around the train depots detecting 
hidden Jews, whom they either extorted or turned over to the 
Gestapo for rewards. 

Andrei's Aryan appearance and obvious physical prowess had 
got him through six false-permit trips. How long he could evade 
capture was a moot question. 

He arrived at the central terminal on Jerusalem Boulevard and 
walked directly toward Mila 19 to report to Alexander Brandel. He 
had gone only a few blocks when he stopped and watched the surge 
of humanity pouring into the Jewish quarantine areas. First they 
had come from other parts of Warsaw, then from the surrounding 
countryside. Now they were transported in from outside Poland. 
Barbed-wire 'accordions were laid across dozens of streets and 
placed under guard to define the quarantine districts. 

A stream of miserable dazed human beings tilled the streets 
from the northern terminal for several blocks south. Iron wheels 
on the cobblestones set up a din. Some of the wealthier of the new 
arrivals had their belongings on horse-drawn wagons. Others had 
their goods piled high on bicycle-driven porter carts, still others 
on hand push-carts. Most carried their possessions wrapped up 
in a single blanket slung over their backs. 

Hawkers tried to sell them armbands, pots, pans, books — any- 
thing. Self-Help workers were trying to organize the chaos, 

“Where are they from 7“ Andrei asked another onlooker. 

“Belgium.” 

No matter how many times Andrei saw it, the sight disgusted 
him. Anger churned him into a hot flush. He abruptly turned away 
from the direction of Mila 19 and walked quickly to Leszno 92, 
the headquarters of Simon Eden. 
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Leszno 92 had a line of refugees outside it that ran for a block. 
Volunteers were aiding in registration and working the soup 
kitchen for the new arrivals. He walked past the line. They became 
a blur of faces. 

He entered the main room and was recognized immediately. 

“1 want to see Simon,” he whispered to one of the girls behind 
the counter. 

Because Simon Eden was the most powerful Zionist in Warsaw, 
he lived in semi-seclusion in the attic. Three buzzes would let him 
know a friend was coming up. A different signal would send him 
to the safety of the rooftops for hiding. 

Andrei climbed the ladder into the attic. Simon pulled up the 
last step. They slapped each other on the back and went into his 
small garret quarters. It was wilting from the midday heat which 
had come through the roof and settled in the airless room. Andrei 
opened his shirt and took off his hat. Simon smiled tts he saw that 
Andrei was still wearing his boots m symbolic defiance of the 
enemy. 

Simon opened and closed a half dozen desk drawers until he 
discovered a half-pha! *■’ it tic of vodk'*. He took a swig and passed 
it to Andrei. 

‘‘How was the trip?” 

Andrei shrugged. “Good and bad.” 

“Did you sec any of m> people?” 

“Krakow. The underground :»ress is getting important. At least 
it keeps the people aware of German motives.” 

“What about the ghetto in Lodz?” 

“1 don't know if wc can set up Self-Help houses there. This 
bastard Chaim Rumkowski is acting like a mad emperor. He 
w'alks around with a pair of German guards.” 

Simon grunted. Andrei relayed the rest of the cv^ails, city by 
city, and a pall of gloom as thick as the heat set* led on them Simon 
needed no expert to disseminate the news. His dark rugged features 
strained with the words of a uniformly worsening situation. 

“What docs Alex have to .say about all this?'’ 

“I haven’t scon Alex yet,” Andrei answered. “I came straight 
here from the terminal.” 

Simon looked at him curiously. 

“What's on your mind, Andrei?” 

“You were an officer in the army, Simon. We've been friends 
since I can remember. Out of everyone in this w'hole business, you 
and I think the most alike. When all this started I wanted to cross 
the border and get arms. Alex talked me out of it. Tve gone along 
with everything, but . . . after this last trip . . . Simon, we've got to 
start hitting back.” 

Simon took another nip'of vodka from the bottle and scratched 
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his unshaven jaw. “Not a day passes by that my stomach doesn*t 
turn over. It is all 1 can do to keep from exploding.** 

“If 1 go to Alex hc*ll talk me out of starting a resistance move- 
ment. He Cim talk a leopard out of his spots. But if you and I went 
to him — you. speaking for Federated Zionists — and issued him 
an ultimatum, he’d have to start giving us some of the funds from 
American Aid to buy arms. We’ve got to do it now. Thompson is 
afraid the Germans are watching him. If they send him out of 
Poland, one of our cliicf sources to get dollars in is gone.’’ 

Simon Eden wiped the sweat from his forehead with his sleeve 
and walked to the tiny window which looked straight down for 
six stories. Hundreds of impoverished refugees lined up before 
Leszno 92 for a bowl of soup and a Kennkarte which would give 
them the “privilege” of joining slave labor. 

“What about them down there?” Simon asked. “We are all they 
have.” 

“How long can you get slapped in the face without raising your 
hand!” 

Simon spun around from tlic window. “What the heU can we 
do!” 

“Kill the bastards! Make life hell for them!” 

“Andrei! Denmark, Norway, Poland, France, Belgium, Hol- 
land! Will they give in to us? Twenty, thirty, a hundred to one in 
reprisal for every one we kill, and they’ll murder women and 
babies and old men. Can you take that responsibility?’* 

“You’re a damned fool. Simon, and Alex is a damned fnol. Do 
you really think they will stop with ghettos and slave labor ? They 
mean to wipe us off the face of the earth.” 

The two giants glared at each other, portraits of anger and 
frustration, Simon shook his head. 

“One of these days we will be at the twelfth hour, and by Gt)d 
you’ll know then there is no way but to fight our way out," Andrei 
said. 

Andrei left Simon Eden in a huff. He did not go to Mila 19 to 
see Alexander. There would be hours of reports and bickering. 
Alterman and Susan and Rosy would listen to his monotonous 
repetitions of the fear of new gliettos, the continued murder of 
intellectuals, the slave-labor camps, the unbelievable abuses. And 
they would try to put up a new Self-Help house in Bialystok or 
Lemberg. They w'ould try to print a one-page paper. They would 
put up a few bags of sand to hold back a rising, rampaging river, 

Andrei walked fast for Gabriela’s flat, trying to shut out the 
sight and the sound of the agony around him. Many people were 
becoming anonymous in Warsaw these days. Gabriela was one of 
them. It was an unwritten code that if you ignored a friend who 
recognized you in a public place it was understood. 
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Gabriela had moved from her flat to a smaller one on Shucha 
Street, llirough Tommy Thompson she sent messages to her 
mother and sister that it would be dangerous for her if they were 
to communicate with her. She stopped her allowance from coming 
into Poland and took an inconspicuous job as a tutor in French 
and English in the small, exclusive school in the Ursuline Convent. 

Andrei stopped before her flat on Shucha Street. Across the 
street stood Gestapo House. It was ironic, but he thought Gaby’s 
flat was probably in the safest place in Warsaw. It was early. She 
would not be home yet. He dashed off a note and put it in her mail- 
box so she would not be startled. 

Andrei threw off his cap and flopped into a big armchair and 
fought with himself to relax the burning pains of tension in his 
chest. It had been a terrible tup. He did not realize until this mo- 
ment that he had not slept more than a few hours in three days. His 
eyes closed and he rolled his face into the sun's rays to catch its 
warmth, and he dozed quickly, 

. . . The sound of footsteps brought him sharply awake. Gaby 
had read his note. She was running up the steps. The door to the 
flat flung open J '*ed quickly, and she set down her parcels 
of food and looked for nim in the evenmg shadows. She curled up 
on his lap and lay her head on his chest, and they clung to each 
other with no sound except tor her deep sighs and no movement 
except for her trembling. 

She looked at him. His fPwC ’^as so drawn and tired. Day by day 
she watched the energy being sapped from him. After each trip he 
was drained. He was eating Inmself away inside. 

Now, at this m(nnent, she could transfuse life back into him. 
Andrei smiled with pleasure at the feci of her fingertips tracing the 
lines of his face and her lips brushing his eyes and ears and neck. 

“It was very had this time," he said. “I don't know how much 
longer I can take it." 

‘‘I'll take care of you, dear. . . ." 

Sheiinbuttoned his shirt and felt his chest and shoulders, and the 
knots of tension slowly melted aw'ay. 

“I’ll take care of you," she whispered. 

"Gaby . . 

"Yc.s, darling . . 

"When you touch me like thi.s it all seems to go far away. Why 
arc you so good to me?'’ 

"Shhh . . . shhh . . . rest, darling . . 

"Gaby, when will thev slop? What do they want from us?" 

"Shlili . . . shhh . . . shhh.” 
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Chapter Eighteen 


Journal Entry 


Don't hide your gold ring, Mother, 

Your chances are quite nil. 

That if the Germans do not find it, 

KJeperman, the^o/i/tf, will. 

That verse is attributed to Crazy Nathan^ a half-wit who roams 
thci^hctto making rhymes and some rather elairvoyant ohservatiotis. 
No one knows where Crazy Nathan eomes from^ who his parents 
are^ or even what his last name is. He wears filthy rags and sleeps in 
alleyways and cellars. Everyone looks upon him as a harmless goof 
and treats him with benevolent tok ranee. Crazy Nathan shows up 
at the best cafes in the Jewish districts and, after a few new verses, 
earns his meal. He prefers Jish so he can share it with the dozen or 
nwre alley cats who follow him. He has named his cats ajtet the 
board nu'mhers of the Jewish Civil Authority. 

A.B. 

Max Klcperman was a product of the slums. He learned at a 
tender age that it was easier to live off his lellow man than, God 
forbid, bend his back in honest labor. 

By the age of five Max was a fast-hand artist. He could wander 
through the smelly, noisy trade in Parysowski Place and rifle w.ircs 
off the pushcarts the old bearded Jews with dazzling dollncss. 
By the time he reached seven he was an expert in fencing his stolen 
goods. 

While good Jewish sons like Andrei delivered chickens for their 
fathers and were robbed and beaten by hoodlums, naughty Jewish 
sons like Max Klepcrman showed a natural aptitude as middle- 
men. He would purchase all stolen chickens and other goods from 
the hoodlums and resell them on the Parysowski open market at 
stunning markups. 

By the age of fourteen he had been a guest of the Pawiak Prison 
three times. Once for theft. Once for extortion. Once for swindling. 

By the age of sixteen he went to his natural habitat, to live in the 
Smocza area populated by the Jewish underworld of Warsaw. 

At seventeen he was accepted as a full-fledged member of the 
Granada Night Club, the most notorious hangout for thugs and 
gangsters in Poland. 

As Max grew older his varied talents expanded. He became the 
head of a gang of strong-arm men who muscled io on the building- 
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trade area on Grzybowski Square. The square was lined with build- 
ing-material shops, craftsmen, contractors, teamsters, ironworks, 
and brick shops. Plying his talent as a middleman with the help of 
husky friends, Max elbowed his way into the square until his 
“clearance” became standard for most normal operations. Only 
the opposition ofihe labor unions kept him from absolute czardom. 

His hand was in every pie from blueprint to finished product. 
His little linger bore an eight-carat diamond and his cigar ashes 
dripped on half the building deals made in Warsaw. 

Max was at home at the Granada Night Club or even with the 
goyim underworld in Solec, where he was respected; but strangely, 
he reachcfl a point in life where he began to wonder what all his 
hard labor was for. He was, in fact, nothing but a bum. 

Max Klcperman did not want to be a bum. He wanted to be as 
respectable as the “new rich” who promenaded on the Avenue of 
the Marshals on the Sabbath. He could not muscle himself into 
their affection, and this annoyed him. So he set about to purchase 
respectability. First the beautiful old mansion of a nobleman living 
in I’Yance. It did not help His neighbors looked upon him as a 
S(Kial leper. 

Max was determined. He h’red an cxt)cnsivc lawyer with a three- 
word dictum, “Make me respectable.” 

The lawyer’s first move was to buy a pair of scats in the Great 
Tlomatskic Synagogue. Max eould parade in during the High 
Holy Days when the synagogue was tilled to capaciy and uni- 
formed police held back the mobs of onlookers who “ohed” and 
“ahed” at the elite. 

Max \vas put on a program of philanthropy. He donated to the 
pour and he patted orphans on the head and sponsored scholar- 
ships for students who never did amount to much. 

His work was so good that he was accepted into membership by 
a hair dozen professional societies. Then followed a scries of lavish 
partic.s. 

Soon Max Klcperman was so respectable he fired his lawyer. 

To consolidate his hard-won position. Max had to get rid of his 
ignorant wife, who was constantly a source of embarrassment. She 
was delighted with the settlement. Max then rhopped around 
through the professional matchmakers for a nice homey girl from 
a good religious family. 

One was found for him. Sonia Fischstein filled the bill. Her family 
was Orthodox, respectable, traditional, and acceptable to a settle- 
ment on their daughter. Rabbi Solomon was called in to negotiate 
the terms. 

Rabbi Solomon saw right through Klepcrman's fraud. Max was 
enraged at the rabbi’s attitude. He even invited the notion of 
having him rubbed out. Then he learned that Rabbi Solomon was 
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really respectable — in fact, the most respectable man in Jewish 
Warsaw. He set out to cultivate the great man. 

Rabbi Solomon was not fooled. He considered everything. Max 
would never change, but his quest for respectability would keep 
him in check and there was some hope that a little of the decency 
he was exposing himself to would rub otf on him. Besides, Sonia 
Fischstein was quickly runmng out of chances to marry. So he 
agreed to the match. 

Rabbi Solomon became the earthly custodian of Klepcrman’s 
soul. Max realized under hts puffy jowls that his one link with the 
Maker was through the rabbi. 

When the Germans invaded Poland, Max was sad because no 
one liked Germans. However, he was a realistic man. His past 
made him perfect for the type of business that was flourishing — 
black market, smuggling, money exchanging. In fact, opportunities 
were never so great. Moreover, the Germans could be dealt with. 
Before the smoke of battle had cleared. Max Klcpcrman got in 
touch with Dr. Franz Koenig and impressed him that his organiza- 
tion would be indispensable to the Germans. 

At that tune. Dr. Koenig had the problem of opening brothels 
for German soldiers, a venture in which the Jewish Civil Authority 
had refused to co-operate Eager to prove his own mettle to 
Rudolph Schreiker, Dr Koenig gave Max his first assignment, the 
rounding up of a hundred whores. Max had pimped in his younger 
days but not since he became respectable Nevertheless, his con- 
tacts in the Solec were still active cuid he came through for Koenig 
in two days. 

Dr. Koenig knew he had a real ally. 

With a license to operate. Max Kleperman gathered around him 
the most immoral gang of chiselers in Warsaw. His tcnuicics spread 
everywhere. ' 

When the Germans introduced slave labor, Max had at long 
last broken his enemy, the labor unions. He grabbed firm contiol 
of the building-tradc industry and from there po<iched on dozens 
of legitimate businesses. With the strong arm of the Germans 
behind him, it became realistic to do business with Max and his 
partners. 

The mam windfall was the sale of protection. If a father or son 
was picked up ofl'thc street m a German roundup and taken to the 
slave-labor camps outside Warsaw, Kleperman could arrange a 
release for a price. 

It was in this area that he posed as a benefactor of the people. 
When they came to him for a release of a relative. Max treated 
them with great sympathy, all the while appraising them for how 
much he could shake them down. He would tell them it took a lot 
of money to make a fix with the Germans. There is honor among 
thieves. Max refused compensation until he arranged the release. 
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Dr. Koenig, Sieghold Stutze, and Rudolph Schreiker had also hit 
a windfall in kickbacks. 

Max's interests became so large that he and his six minor 
partners leased a building on the corner of Pawia and Lubeckiego 
streets, opposite the Pawiak Prison, to direct their enterprises. 
The organization became known as the Big Seven. 

When the Germans ordered registration of Jewish property, Dr. 
Franz Koenig became custodian of all Jewish-owned dwellings in 
Warsaw. The Big Seven became the agent for Koenig. 

During the quarantine directives, Jews had to move from all 
parts of Warsaw into the new restricted area. Eighty thousand 
Christiaps who lived in the quarantine area were to be replaced by 
a hundred fifty thousand incoming Jews. In the two weeks of the 
move, w'lth a quarter of a million people suddenly upheaved, the 
Big Seven made a killing. 

Amid the frantic turmoil and the endless streams of wagons and 
piishuirts, there was a frenzied scramble to find living quarters for 
a hundred fifty thousand people in an area designed to hold eighty 
thousand. 

Property was v\d\ i»anium for ft'? Jews. As agent for Koenig’s 
office, Klcpcrman was able t' rent and sell at astronomical figures, 
even “doing a favor" to those wealthy enough to afford it. 

Property values again jumped when the mass deportation of 
Jews from occupied countries into Poland began. 

Dr. Franz Koenig and the oilier German heads preferred to deal 
with the Big Seven mostly because of the language barrier that 
existed with the Poles. Most Jews spoke Yiddish. 

Toward the end of the summer of 1940. Max Klcpcrman was 
summoned to the city hall to the office ol Dr. Franz Koenig. When 
he was ushered into the office he was surprised to find Rudolph 
Schreiker and Oborfuhrer Alfred Funk there also. Max did not 
mind doing business with Koenig, but he did not like Schreiker 
and he knew that when Funk was in Warsaw trouble was brewing, 
for Funk carried the messages from Berlin. No matter how decent 
Max was to Schreiker, Schreiker always bullied him around. 
Klcpcrman had made a large donation to the German Winter 
Relief, yet this did not placate Schreiker. 

Max betrayed his nervousness by incessantly squeezing his 
cigar. He deftly slipped the eight-carat diairond into a vest pocket 
lest it end up in German Winter Relief. 

He had never met Funk before. Funk w'as arrogant. Max could 
sec immediately the disdain Funk held for him. 

Max’s upper lip dampened with perspiration, and ashes dropped 
on his trousers. 

Rudolph Schreiker opened a map of Warsaw on a conference 
tdble. Max mopped his brow and studied it. A heavy black grease- 
pencil line was drawn encircling the areas which the Germans hud 
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placed under quarantine Much of it followed the route of the 
barbed-wire rolls in “epidemic” streets. 

“1 have studied the past several weeks Warsaw and 1 am aghast,” 
Alfred Funk said “You Jews have been guilty of the most blatant 
mtractions ot our regulations Wc have notified the Jewish Civil 
Authority that the Jews are fined three nullion zJotys and they must 
collect It Within a week ” 

Kleperman nodded and squeezed his cigar 
“As you know, you are a filthy people,” Funk continued “We 
cannot seem to do anything about your sanitation habits Typhus 
IS reaching epidemic proportions despite our delousing operations 
Therefore, for the protectionof the people of Warsaw, and in order 
to further segregate you dirty Jews, wt have decided to build this 
enclosure around the quarantine areas ” 

Max dared not take his eyes off the map. 

“General Funk is willing to consider having an outside building 
group construct the enclosure I suggest the Big Seven, provided 
your bid is in order,” Dr Kocmg said 
Max was able to pick up all the meanings of Koenig's statement 
Kickbacks down the line for the Germans A continuano, of the 
pattern of forcing the Jews to carry out German directive ind 
thereby justifying the German claim that “Jews were doing this to 
Jews ’ 

Max had an infamously gamed knowledge of construction He 
clampea the cigar in his teeth, and his fat finger ran down the Imes 
marked by the Germans 

“What tvpe of an enclosure do you have in mind?” 

“A brick wall, ten feet high Triple strands of birbcd wire on 
top” 

Max licked his dry lips The line ran for eleven or twelve mil^s 
more or less* He jotted down a page of figures to approximate the 
number of bricks, miles of barbed wire, mortar needed 
“About labor c )sts‘^ ’ 

The Jewish Civil Authority will recruit three battalions of 
labor ” 

Good, Max thought Slave labor They worked for rations He 
went back to work on his figures With slave labor inferior 
materials, salvaged brick, he could bring it well under the fme of 
three million zlotys with a huge profit for himself 
“With the price of the zloty,” Max whined “It was five to on^'^ — 
now It IS a hundred to one and still climbing ’ 

“Don’t steal so much and it may go down,” Rudolph Schreikcr 
snapped 

Max toyed with the figures and looked from one to the other. 
‘T am sure I can come up with a satisfactory figure,” he said. 
“Yes, I am sure you will,” Funk agreed. 
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Journal Entry 

In ancient days Jewish slave labor built monuments to Egyptian 
glory. Now we build one to German glory. iVe pay for it with a fine. 
We watch it happen with a strange fascination. A lot of people are 
relieved that the ghetto is coming. Safety in numbers. Well, we've 
got numbers. The population has swelled to over a half million and 
they are still pouring in. 

Each morning labor battalions are formed in various parts of the 
quarantine area. They split into a dozen or more smaller groups^ all 
working in different places, 

A row of bricks here ... a row of bricks there. Two rows, three 
rows. It seems aimless, without a plan. Now and then two groups 
connect. 

The Krakow Gazette has stepped up its tirades on page four with 
the campaign about the uncleanhness of Jews, asserting that we '"sub- 
humans" must be segregated. 

The wall grows higher. Tv^ofect, three feet, four. It follows a weird, 
unexplainable course. From the slums of Stawki Street and Pary- 
sowski Place, whir\ is ..ammed with •refugees. It follows south along 
the Jewish cemetery and stop* at the fashionable Sienna Street, run- 
ning there to Wielka Street, north again. 

The wall is shutting off the Saxony Gardens and the Great Tlo- 
nuitskie Synagogue. We are even denied the squalid Krasinski Gar^ 
dens. I do not believe there wil. he a single tree in the ghetto 

For eleven crooked, reasohless miles. Who planned this? In some 
places the wall cuts right down the middle of the street, putting half 
of the houses in the ghetto and half outside. On Leszno Street it 
slice.s right through the middle of the courthouse. Chlodna Street 
is a finger of land on the Aryan side, splitting the ghetto into two 
parts. The big ghetto is on the north. A smaller ghetto is to the south, 
and this holds the elite-member.s of the Civil Authority, Militia, 
wealthy, Gernuin and Austrian deportees. A bridge covered with 
barbed wire crosses Chlodna Street, connecting the two ghettos. It 
has been named the "Polish corridor." 

Seven, eight, nine, ten feet. The wall is connected in all parts. Tens 
of thousands of jagged pieces of gla.ss have been cemented on top 
to rip off the hand of anyone who tries to scale it. A triple strand of 
barbed wire is on top of the glass. 

There are thirteen gates. Never has that unfortunate number had 
a more sinister use. There are guards at each gate. A few of the 
Reinhard C orps bossing the unarmed Polish Blue Police. There is 
a rumor that a Jewish police force 'vill he formed inside the ghetto. 

Irony. One Catholic church on Leszno has been inc hided in the 
ghetto. The Catholics have put it to work. Franciscan Father Jakub 
has been sent in to take care of Jewish converts who are forced to live 
as Jews now but still carry on Catholic ritual. 
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Statistics? The ghetto is a thousand acres^ or one hundred square 
blocks^ or fifteen hundred buildings. Any way you cut i7, iTs pretty 
rough to firid places for a half million people. 

On November 7, 1 940, the Big Seven had completed the wall and 
the ghetto was declared. In a fell swoop tens of thousands who 
were working at jobs outside the quarantine area were jobless. 

Sieghold Stutze*s Rcinhard Corps had the task of ghetto 
security. True to early rumor, a Jewish Militia was formed. On 
paper it was under the direction of the Jewish Civil Authority, a 
guise in keeping with the German policy of trying to create the 
illusion that the Jews were imposing this upon each other. Stuizc 
was the ruler of the Jewish Militia. 

He chose as his chief a former sub-warden of the Pawiak Prison 
named Piotr Warsinski, who had a long-time reputation of 
brutality to prisoners, especially Jewish prisoners. 

Piotr Warsinski was squat, bald, and sported an immense mus- 
tache. A tormented youth filled with fear of a brutal father had 
left him impotent and seething with hatred. Warsinski blamed his 
demented soul on being a Jew. He converted. Conversion left him 
with an unreasonable hatred of Judaism. Now the Germans lorccd 
him to be a Jew again and it intensified his hate. 

Warsinski gathered about him the dregs of Jewish sc'ciety. Men 
and women with limited mentality, criminal records, without con- 
science. They were given truncheons, special armbands, blue caps, 
and they were issued black boots, the symbol of power. They were 
given preferential rations and quarters for themselves and their 
families. 

There was one condition. Warsinski made it utterly clear that 
their personal survival depended upon complete obedience. 

As 1940 closed, a half million people in the Warsaw ghetto 
formed the largest human st(x:kyard the world had ever known. 
They were at the complete mercy of the greatest military power 
ever experienced by man. The Germans had craftily earned out 
their master plan by forcing Jew to rule Jew' through the impotent 
Jewish Civil Authority backed by the potent Jew'ish Militia under 
the sadist Warsinski, To augment their problems, the Big Seven 
continued their legalized swindles. 

All that was left to protect this swell of humanity w«is a thin line 
of Zionists, Socialists, and the Orphans and Self-Help Society with 
American Aid. 
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Chapter Nineteen 


Journal Entry 

7 think that Susan Geller will die of a broken heart. The Germans 
have ordered her to abandon our orphanaffe {and pride and joy) 
in Powazki and move inside the ghetto. Their directives order Susan 
to leave all equipment attached to the floors and walls, and that 
constitutes some of our mo,\t expensive things. Even the Orphans 
and Self-Help Society has a hard time renting property these days. 
Space is at a premium. tVe were able to find Susan a building on 
Niska Street, which she must completely convert. It is hardly com- 
parable to the place in Powazki, 

Thank the Lord for my dear wife Sylvia and for Deborah Bronski. 
Between the two of them, they kept Susan from a breakdown on 
moving day. It is so strange how diflerent Dcl^rah and Paul Bron.ski 
are. Yesterday 1 had to argue for three solid hours to convince Paul 
Bronski to petition the Germans to allow us to keep our farm in 
We work running, y tu *r ver know how the Germans will react. Paul 
just phoned nu, that the farm will be Qllov,ed to operate. Tolek 
Alter man will be overjoyed. 

I am sending my .son Wolf out to the farm in Wework. It will be 
good for him out there. 

We have received our first gro tp of Dutch Jews. The trip to Poland 
very hard. They were jammed in cattle cats. Where can we put 
thernl I don*t know. The ghetto has over five hundred fifty thousand 
people in it now. 

Mila 19 has been divided up by the Bathyran Council. On the 
first floor we have the ghetto administrative offices of the Orphans 
and Self-Help. We have a soup kitchen that can be entered from the 
back alley {Orphans and Selj-Help now runs stxty soup kitchens), 
and H't' have a di.spen.sary for minor ailments and a delousing shed as 
demanded by our German friends. 

Second .story. Bathyran families. Our rule is one family to a single 
room, regardless of the size of the family. The kitchen for the entire 
house is also on the second floor. 

Twenty-one families , . . sixty- two occupants, including Sylvia, 
me. and baby Mo^es {now that Wolf is gone) 

Third floor. Walls have been broken through. Our dormitory for 
.single girls. We have thirty. Divided right down the middle; fifteen 
work in the dispen.sary and soup kitchen and fifteen are hired out 
as domestics in the .small ghetto o ' the .wuthern end, / cheat by 
supplying our dome. sties with green armbands denoting a Self-Help 
employee in order to allow them to move about unmolested by War- 
, sinskPs overeager Jewish Militia. 

Fourth floor. Fifty of our boys have a dormitory. Twenty of them 
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work in Mila 19. Thirty work at various jobs around the ghetto^ 
mostly os bicycle porters and riksha drivers. 

The problem is shaping up. Of our eighty **kids^** most have left 
families to live with 41s in the communal. How many members of 
their families can we lake in — the aged, the ill? This is going to 
become serious. 

In the attic we have cihup a dozen cubicles for the nuirried 
couples. They are living on the second floor, mostly more than two 
to a room, so they must have 'a place where they can duck off for a 
few hours to have privacy. There are pre-set signals on the doors to 
advise whether the cubicles ars in use or not. Sylvia and I are 
fortunate. With Wolf gone and the baby still an infant, we manage 
very well in our room. 

The unmarried who wish privacy have to work it out for them- 
selves. We neither officially encourage nor discourage it. Off the 
record, the unmarried know that the basement is available to them. 

Irony. David Zetnha, who wins more and more respect from me all 
the time went in to see Schreiker and demanded that American Aid 
be allowed to open an office in the ghetto. So he gets it. The dollars 
he receives from American Jews are our main support^ but we cant 
keep up with the flood of refugees, mass fines, and confiscations. 

Dr. Glazer says the typhus death rate is becoming alarming. Pneu 
monia, TB, and malnutrition will he critical problems. 

We are able to get passes in and out o] the ghetto with relative 
ease. We know the situation won't la.st long, so we are lining up 
people in the Jewish Civil Authority and the Jewish Militia mIio 
control pa.sses who can he bribed in the future. 

Orphans and Self-Help with American Aid money has taken over 
another important function, running all the Labor Zionist farms and 
ours at We work. We have managed to open (wo more farms and we 
can also buy food and transfer through this farm .system. The over-all 
operation is called Toporol. 

A straw in the wind'^ Perhaps, I don't know. For all the astute 
planning for which the Gernuzns are famous, they arc pulling an 
enormous blunder. In the ghetto we have thousands of huildine- 
trade people, craftsmen, tailors, engineers, etc. If u.sed properly, 
these people would he of tremendous value to the German war 
effort. There is no rhyme or reason for the way people are slapped 
into slave-labor battalions. Carpenters are sent to the Brushmokcr's 
factory, doctors are set to digging ditches and building airfields ( for 
an attack on Russia?), and this inconsistency draws me to two con- 
clusions. 

1. The Germans are not quite certain why they are herding Jews 
into Poland. 

2. A ^ final solution" of their "Jewish problem" has not been de- 
cided. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 
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Inthewinterori940andthespringofl941 Wolf Brandel worked 
on Toporol Farm 2 situated northeast of Warsaw, near the village 
of Wework. 

Each time the produce and milk were taken in to the ghetto the 
farm workers sent letters in to their loved ones. Wolf wrote to his 
mother and father and Stephan Bronski, who looked up to him 
very much. And he wrote to Rachael Bronski. 

Dear Rachael^ 

it is sure different out here on the farm. Like in another world 
away from the ghetto. There are seventeen girls and thirty of us 
fellows. Fm one of the youngest. We live in dormitories (separate, 
boys and girls). 

Tolek Altcrman, who has been to Palestine, keeps us hustling. 
He gives us a continual lecture about living Zionism almost every 
night and we have slogans posted everywhere about keeping 
production up and getting milk and fresh vegetables in to the child- 
ren in the orphanage. 

We work very hard. Pm milking cows. I'm lousy at it. 1 like 
everything, includina Tolek. He needs a haircut, however. 

Would you wi jfe to Your : lOthcr can give your letters to 
Susan GeUer and they will teach me. Also, please have Stephan 
write. 

Your sincere friend, 

W'OLf* BRANDEL 


Dear Wolf, 

It was nice to hear from you. I will write to you regularly. 
Stephan studies you know what and you know where and he is 
getting good at it. He misses you. He admires you greatly. I am 
very happy for you being out of here — if you know what I mean. 

With fondest regards, 
RACHAEL BRONSKI 


Dear Rachael, 

Tm milking better. However, the real important work in the 
winter is the hogs and I've asked to be transferred. Whatever you 
do, don’t tell anyone we are raising hogs. The rabbio would raise 
h— if they knew, but with meat so scarce, we must. I'm certain that 
God will let the kids at the orphanage into heaven, anyhow. 

At night it is swell here. We have a kind of game room. We have 
a community meeting to talk about production, farm problems, 
and divi.sion of work. Then a lecture by Tolek. Afterward we can 
debate, hear music, study and read and play games. (I’m chess 
champion.) 

Almost always before bedtime wc start up a song fest and sing 
the songs that the Bathyran pioneers sing in Palestine and we dance 
horas. 
m-13 
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We don’t even have to wear the Star of David unless we go to the 
village. 

Please write. 

Most sincerely^ 

WOLF BRANDEL 


Dear Wolf, 

It sounds nice on the farm and Fm glad for you. Winter here 
has been — well, you can imagine. Momma says things arc very 
bad at the orphanage. Wc have 100% too many children and 50% 
too little rations and medicine. That is why your job is important. 
I suppose you hear about the things happening in the i^ctto. 1 
don’t want to write you about them, you’ll worry. 

Fondly, 

RACHAEL BRONSRl 


Dear Rachael, 

Hey, guess what! I am learning to play the accordion and the 
guitar. Tolek Allcnnan is teaching me. He knows all the Palestine 
pioneer songs, as he has been there. I’d like to teach them to you. 
Warmest personal regards and kind wishes and thouglits, 

WOLF 


Dear Wolf, 

I would indeed like to learn your songs. But when 7 When will I 
ever see you? 1 mean, Stephan misses you. 

1 am busy with my music too. 1 play recitals all the time and 
quite a few concerts. Sometimes eight or nine a week. 1 have 
learned about fifty children’s songs and singing games (also in 
French and German) so I can go around to all the orphanages and 
entertain them. 

Do you dance with the girls? I think I am envious. 

Very fondly, 
RACHAEL 


Dear Rachael, 

We are celebrating Succoth in memory of Moses and the ancient 
tribes in the wilderness and giving thanks for the first fruits of the 
harvest. 

You lived in Zohborz before the war and they don’t allow 
celebrations now, but ask your mother about how Succoth used 
to be. Almost all the upper balconies and courtyards in Jewish 
homes had little “succah” huts built of branches and twigs and 
leaves to commemorate the way the Jews lived during their 
wandering. 

Out here we have constructed a giant “succah” and it is covered 
with hundreds of fruits and vegetables and we have all our meals 
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under it. Don*t worry, we are sending all the food in to the orphan- 
age just as soon as the holiday is over. 

To answer your question candidly — I do dance with girls. 
However, I play the accordion most of the time for them while 
they dance. 

Most sincerely^ 

W01.F 


Dear Wolf^ 

Hanukkah has passed. The holidays in the ghetto were terribly 
gloomy. Everyone spoke of the old days when the Tlomatskic 
Synagogue was jammed with people in fancy dress and there was 
an air of gaiety everywhere. Now we can’t even sec the Tlomatskic 
Synagogue. Hanukkah seems almost like a mockery. Silly, 
celebrating the Maccabees storming into Jerusalem, throwing out 
the tyrants and rebuilding the Temple, when we are cowered in a 
ghetto. 

I think the worse of all was Yom Kippur, earlier. We were all 
.sitting and meditating and atomng for our past sins. The stillness 
this yeiu was horrihle. There was no breath of movement any- 
where. Everyone wie realty a.skin^ God what we have done so 
terrible as to deserve thL*^ pi.iushnient. 

Sorry to be so glum. 

RACHAEL 


Dear Rachael^ 

I worry about things in the ghetto all the time. Tolck keeps 
telling us we are front-line soldiers and how important the farm is. 
1 try to make myself believe him. 

I think about you often. 

With affection y 

WOLF 


Dear Wolf, 

I think about you, too, but I guess you’re really not too lone- 
some Vfith all those girls out there. It you know what I mean. 

Also, with ajju tion, 

RACHAEL 


Dear Rachael, 

1 will he frank with you. 

I have had offers (not exactly offers) to kiss and play around, 
but I am not interested. Most of the girls like to neck. I think one 
or tw'o even will do more (so it is .umored). 

1 don’t know how you will take this, but I miss you more all the 
time. I didn’t think I would, but I do. This sounds awful, but 1 
think mostly about those lour different times wc kissed and held 
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each other. You'll probably stop writing to me and I won't blame 
you. 

WOLF 


Dear Wolf, 

You didn’t write anything bad at all. I wish you were here right 
now so 1 could kiss you. 

With deepest affection, 

RACHAEL 


Dear Rachael, 

1 sure don’t know why an^ne would want to kiss me. Especially 
someone like you, so beautiful. 1 never said it, but I have always 
thought so. You arc very beautiful. 

I look at your picture every chance I get and mcmori/c yf)ur 
letters. The once or twice they didn’t come I was pretty miserable. 

Candidly speaking, 1 am pretty certam 1 am in love with you. 

Lim\ 

WOLF 


Dear Wolf, 

lam not certain what love is. so 1 can’t be sure I do know that — 
I have a funny feeling inside me when 1 think about you and that is 
almost all the time. J know, too, that it hurts me to be apart J 
didn’t know anything could be so painful. 1 cry at night some- 
times. That’s because I’m a girl, \ guess. 

Isn’t it curious? 1 bked you very, very much before you left 
fl wouldn’t want you to thirik I’d kiss a boy I didn’t like very, very 
much), but smee you’ve been away 1 gucs.s it must be love or 
something very close to it. 

' RACHAEL 


Dearest Rachacf 

If two people feel the same way about each other and are forced 
to be apart and nothing was decided upon before they parted, then 
they find they miss each other more and more all the time, I think 
an understandiiig could be reached. 

I would like you to be my girl, candidly speaking. 1 promise I 
won’t have another girl or fool around until 1 see you, I wouldn’t 
impose the same conditions on you except to ask you to promise 
you will let me know immediately if you feel seriously inclined 
toward anyone else. Then, when we sec each other, we can decide 
how we really feel. 

WOLF 


Dearest Wolf, 

I think your idea is wonderful, but you can be sure that I am 
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not and won’t be interested in anyone else. The thought of any 
other boy than you touching me makes me shudder. 

Love, 

Your giri^ 
RACHAEL 

A great deal of that calm and witty shrewdness that was the 
mark of Dr. Paul Bronski’s personality had vanished. It seemed 
as though he was worried all the time. At home he was often 
irritable and many times he snapped at the children for trifles. 
Deborah tried hard to compensate by comforting him, but Paul’s 
burdens were running ahead of her powers to transmit sympathy. 
As the deputy under the chairman, Boris F’resser, Paul had to 
carry out the German directives, deal directly with both Piotr 
Warsinski as well as the Orphans and Self-Help Society, and was 
often the scapegoat for all sides. He got little or no support from 
Boris Presser, who was a complete robot of conformity. 

Deborah waited several days after she and Rachael had had 
their confidential talk in order to find Paul in a proper restful 
mood. As they prerii^cd for bed one night, Paul had let it be known 
by the innuendoes niarnui couples develop that he desired sex. 
Deborah, as always, prcpaitd to comply. It was in that moment 
that he seemed a little relaxed as he sat in the big chair near the 
bed and sipped (ea and watched her put up her hair as she sat 
before the mirror. 

As he looked at her he thought it amazing how she managed to 
keep herself so beautiful. Deborah worked eight, ten, twelve, and 
often fourteen hours in the orphanage on Niska Street. She had 
kept up Stephan's studies and Rachael’s piano and she had been a 
good and comforting wife. TTiere was not a line in her face, no 
gray in her hair, no telltale sagging of her body. 

Perhaps there was envv on the part of Paul. Once Deborah had 
been retiring and obedient and passive. Now she seemed the 
stronger of the tw'o. Paul resented his growing need for her. 

Deborah twisted the long black strands of hair into tight curls 
on her forehead and deftly darted pins into them to hold them in 
place. Then siic picked up the hairbrush and went into her nightly 
stroking exercise, 

“Paul, dear.’’ 

“Yes?” 

“I have lx:cn thinking that, w'ith both of us gone a good part of 
the day and conditions as they arc, wouldn’t it be nice if Rachael 
were able to get away for a change of sconer y ? 1 could take Stephan 
along with me to the orphanage. i here arc dozens of hoys his own 
age and he enjoys it there. ...” 

Bronski furrowed his brow, “It would be nice if all of us got a 
change of scenery. What about your plans for Rachael to debut with 

197 



the symphony? Besides, this is so much nonsense. There is no 
place she could go but to another ghetto." 

She watched hun in the mirror out of the corner of her eye. "We 
could send her to the Toporol farm in Wework.” 

He put his cup down. "Wework? The damned place is just a 
front for Zionists. The whole place is stalfcd by former Bathyrans." 

"But It’s healthy and there are girls her age and she will have a 
chance to look at trees ana flowers and something other than 
misery." 

"You know the morals of these Zionist children." 

"No, I don't," snapped Deborah. 

"They’re very loose.'* 

"Has it occurred to you that Rachael is nearly as old as I was 
when I met you ?" 

Bronski paled at the verbal slap. Then his eves narrowed. "Just 
a minute. Isn’t that where the Biandel boy is?" 

"Yes. And before you say another word, I think he is a fme 
young man who would be overly aware of not violating her. 
Besides, it’s something that they will have to work out for them- 
selves whether we like it or not." 

"My, listen to the voice of modem sophistication. Havo you be- 
come a frec-love advocate? Arc you going to spend the rest of 
your life throwing up to me your debauching?" 

"Paul, she happens to be in love with the boy Lord onlv knows 
they have little or no chance for a nonnal life, and I cannot see that 
it IS a sin for her to want to bo near him." 

He stood up abruptly. "There are other considerations. The 
Toporol farms are open only on a technicality. We have no 
guarantee the Germans won’t take a notion to raid them and ship 
everyone off to labor. If she is caught out there, I won't be able 
to help hdr." 

Deborah lay down the hairbrush and spun about on the vanity 
bench. "Is there a guarantee they won’t come in ln-rc in the next 
ten minutes and haul us away? Living itself is a plain and simple 
day-to-day risk." 

The issue w'as clear. Paul would continue to retrench, to play it 
close, cautious. Deborah was willing to let her daughter take the 
risk to pursue a normal, healthy impulse. 

Compromise, Paul, compromise! Caution ! She had done cvci y- 
thing but call him a coward. 

He paced the floor, then spurred into one of his more frequent 
tantrums. "Dammit! There are nearly six hundred thousand 
people in this ghetto! I have to find place for four thousand new 
families by the end of the week! There is no .space! People are 
sleeping in courtyards, alleyways, basements, attics, warehouses, 
hallways!" 

"I don’t see what one has to do with the other." 
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**Everything has to do with everything! Tm sick and tired of 
being chastised by my own wife for trying to protect my family. 
[sn*t it enough that 1 let Stephan keep on with this whim of yours 
to study with Rabbi Solomon? He barely escaped with his life 
once. Do you know one of those children caught was shot? It 
could have been your own son. I am still the head of this family, 
and that girl is not going to Wework !” 

She nodded and turned and picked up the brush again and 
stroked her hair. More and more she saw him going down. So 
long as Mrs. Bronski, wife of the JCA deputy chairman, works in 
an orphanage and so long as his daughter plays in morale- 
building concerts and the status is not besmirched, that was all 
that really mattered. The words never left her lips. She wanted to 
cry that there had to be an end to the price he was willing to pay 
for his skin —but she merely stroked her hair and said, “Yes, Paul.” 


Chapter Twnty 


Journal Entry 

\\‘olf \\ant\ to c >m* hanir i dont ktvov why, / thought he would 
h( happy on the farm. ToJek says hr ts one of the best people out 
there. What could if he 

fhe brief marriage of convenience between Germany and the 
Sin’iet Ihiinn has been abruptly annulled. Russia was attacked last 
week (June 21, h)4l). This vear\ casualties ha\e been Greece^ 
Yuetnlavia, Crete, and North Africa. Rumania and Bulgaria have 
declared war against the allies. ( What allh s The news reports that 
Britain is getting a fearful homhing by the Luftwajfe. London is 
catching it even v»r»rv<' than did. Hard to hclieve. 

The prospects oj four to six milium Jews in the Soviet Union in 
the path oJ Germany's unchecked onslaught is a terrifying prospect, 

ALEXA JDER BRANDEL 

Old Rabbi Solomon entered the headquarters of the Big Seven 
on the corner of Pawia and L ubcokiego streets opposite the prison. 
Many of the slea/y characters around the anteroom were accom- 
plished rabbi baiters. They .stan i at the old man He carried a 
holy dignity in his stature, almost as though he had a mystic power 
to invoke God’s wrath. 

“Anounce me to Max KIcperman,” he ordered sternly. 

“Ah, my rabbi,” beamed Max. “My own holy rabbi,” he cooed 
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to the personal guardian of his soul. Max rushed from behind 
his desk and pulled the old man in by the elbow, shoved him in a 
chair, and raced to the door and shouted, “1 am with my rabbi. 
I am not to be disturbed for anyone. Not for a fire — not even for 
Dr. Franz Koenig!’* 

He winked to relay his fearlessness. Rabbi Solomon let him play 
out the role. “What can I get you? Maybe a chocolate. Hershey’s 
from America — or coffee, Swiss Nestle’s, personal stock.” 

“Nothing at all.” 

“\’ou have received my food packages?” 

Solomon nodded. Large bundles arrived each week with butter, 
cheese, eggs, bread, fruit, vegetables, meats, candies. They weic 
promptly turned over to the Orphans and Self- Help Society. 

The rabbi said he wouldn't mind if Max smoked in his presence, 
so Max went through the ritual of nipping the end of a cigar, cod- 
dling It, squeezing it, lighting it, pulling it, admiring its taste, point- 
ing It. “Confidentially, I wanted to speak to you, Rabbi. You have 
been forgetful. This business of teaching Talmud 1 orah after you 
were caught twice, and then the Passover seder you conducteil m 
prison yet. Your last trip to Pawiak Prison cost me sixty thousand 
zlotys in gifts to the German Winter Relief. They take winter relief 
in the middle of the summer, those iff s.'* 

The old man did not dignify Max with an answer. It seemed as 
though lightning shot out from his eyes, and his white beard f.ur'y 
bristled in anger. 

“Rabbi, can't you take a jokc*^ You know Max Kleperman 
stands behind you.” 

“1 should like Max Kleperman to stand beside me. The situation 
in the ghetto is degenerating. The plight of the street urchins an- 
guishes me. Many of them arc starving. Without families, they will 
turn into wild animals.” 

“It IS terrible, terrible, terrible,” Max agreed, his foiehnger fish- 
ing around up his nose, “Confidentially, Rabbi, I and my partners 
are bringing a few things into the ghetto to alleviate the situation. 
For this I ask no thanks, mind you. And my sweet wife Soma, ( iod 
love her soul, spends every day working in an Orphans and Self- 
Help soup kitchen.” 

Rabbi Solomon’s bony hand slammed down on the desk top. 
“Stop this mockery, man! You have not seen your wife for two 
months, and in that time you have lived with eight dillerent 
prostitutes.” 

“So, I have a few minor weaknesses! You are supposed to lend 
to my spiritual needs. Rabbi. . . . Only yesterday two ot my men 
were shot at the wall of Muranowski Place trying to bring flour 
into the ghetto for food for babies.” 

“J am certain you will arrange appropriate funerals, and when 
their funeral vans return to the ^etto they wiU be filled with black- 
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market food which you will sell at a thousand-per-cent profit.” 
“Shut up, old man!” Max raged suddenly. 

“Smuggler, liar, thief!” 

Max raised a bulky paperweight, flis veins popped from his 
neck He grew purple He would not tolerate such talk from any- 
one but the Germans No, not even from Piotr Warsinsk He had 
warned Warsinski that if the Jewish Militia touched any big Seven 
business he would personally break his skull like an eggshell. 
Warsinski knew Max was not kidding Why take these insults 
from this bearded old bastard' Crack his head in* What was this 
strange power the old man held over him*^ What was this fear of 
the bc>ond Max had'> 

He slid into his chair and willed 

“Do voii think our (jod is so shallow in His wisdom that He 
docs not deteel your scheme to bribe your was into heaven through 
me 

‘ Rabbi,” Max whined, “vou don’t understand the fundamentals 
of business matters Business is business ” 

He avoided kal)bi Solomcm's eves, mumbling about how mis- 
UTidt rstood he e addenlv his ' uid lurried the desk key and he 
withdrew an iron bov and ofier ed the lid Sweat rolled down his 
ta«.e as he dipped his fat hand into hic till and peeled off a large 
nuinbei of American dolLirs 

“Clive thu to the ^^ck in the n of Max Kleperman’” 

“You dare briK me th his pittance 
“Pittance ' Jlusc are rMiiencan dollars Two hundred zlotys 
apieet 

Rabbi Solomon strol ed his beard thoiii^htfully as he looked at 
the monev Max wateh«.d him, praying thu he would pick it up. 

W’hich w i the w iscr of the decisions ^ Ixave the money and leave 
Max to frv in hell for tterniu Or tal e bael* ‘’or e of what Max 
stole After all, nothim? eould make the man change his ways, and 
this could (io so much for many children 

“Is there enough here* to open up an orphanage to take a hundred 
children off tht streets and tevd them 

“An entire orphanage M\ partners . the price o'* tne zloty .. .” 
Ma'’s cigar billowed with die fury of i Icieomotive 
“It would do much to allcMite some of the unpleasant talk 
about you and the Big Seven An orphanage named for Max and 
Soma Klepcrman ” 

Max had to think abnul th it It would looV good He would 
again become a be*nefaetor of iV people Besides, his new smug- 
gling operations were leaping a fortune. “How nuch would it 
cost?” he asked with caution. 

“Two thousand doll irs a month.” 

Max slammed his hand on the table. “Done.” 
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*That is, two thousand a month, taking it for granted that the 
Big Seven will supply food and medicine.*’ 

“But— but— but “ 

“But what?” 

“But of course.” 

“Now, if you’ll be so good as to make a lease assigning one of 
the properties you manage, 1 shall make arrangements with 
Alexander Brandel.” 

“My own property!” 

“1 think the house at Nowolipki 10 will be the most suitable.” 

“Nowolipki 10! Rabbi, you’re a worse /»r;m;//‘than Dr. Koenig!” 

Max Kleperman whined through all the tortures of losing one of 
his most formidable properties. He, personally, would have to kick 
back the lease money to Franz Koenig from his own pocket. 

Goddamned little orphan bastards! Goddamned old rabbi 
bastard! God shook you down worse than the Germans did, Max 
thought. 

Rabbi Solomon snatched the money and the papers from Max 
Kleperman’s desk, stuffed them into a big pocket m his long black 
frock, and asked the good Lord to please forgive his dubious 
methods. 

Alexander Brandel shook his head in disbelief. 

“How in the name of God did you manage to shake Max 
Kleperman down for this property?” 

“You’re right. It was the name of God ” 

Alex grunted at the irony. He tied the mufher around his neck as 
though he had a chill, even though it was the middle of summer 
and the room was like a furnace. No one, including Alex, seemed to 
know why he wore the muffler. 

“It is a ihiracle,” Alex said, “A hundred children. We will find 
room there for two hundred -il is a miracle.” 

“God works miracles, Alex. Believe a little more in him and a 
little less in Zionism.” 

Alex put the papers and money in the desk. He had not seen 
Rabbi Solomon since the bris of Moses. The old man seemed m 
fine fettle. He commented upon it. 

“I am kept alive by the Almighty so that 1 may carry my share 
of today’s burdens,” the rabbi answered. 

But Alex did not look so good. Rabbi Solomon said nothing. 
Alex had always been a bit untidy. He was seedy nov^ He did 
appear as good as a man could be expected to on three or four or 
a luxurious six hours’ sleep a night. He sat behind that desk day 
and night, bargaining, pleading, juggling lives, juggling Kenn- 
karten and rations, juggling medicine. Fencing with the crushing 
pressures from all sides. Debating for hours on end with Paul 
Bronski to wheedle an extra gram on the rations. 
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“Why have you done this, Rabbi 7 1 came to you once and asked 
you lo help us unify and you refused.” 

“I do not question the word of God, I merely follow his instruc- 
tions.” 

“Arc you saying you have done this out of divine revelation?” 

“I say that I find nothing in the Torah or the Holy Laws which 
commands me not to help starving children. It is hard for me to 
walk in the streets and see them these days. I studied the situation 
for many hours and I searched my soul as well as the word of the 
Law. I conclude that self-help has always been a God-meant key 
to Jewish survival. For some strange reason God has picked a 
goy like you and a goniffUl^Q Max K leperman as nis instruments of 
.scll-herp. Mind you, I still do not subscribe to these radical 
theories of Zionism and physical resistance.” 

As usual, Alex thought. Rabbi Solomon has all the answers. 
Perhaps he has an answer that has been nagging at me for weeks 
now. F'or a long time Alexander longed to show someone his 
journal. He desired a concurrent opinion that his notes and hours 
of work at it really had some significance. He knew that Simon 
tden and Davd 7“ nba had been more or less indulgent of a 
former historiai*. Time and again he was tempted to take someone 
into his confidence. But whom? Ral)bi Solomon*^ Beneath that 
crustiness lay a shrewd and brilliant mind. One thing was certain — 
— the man could be tru.stcd. Alex started to clear his throat for 
the proclamation. 

“Alex. Already, what is on your mind? You are like a little 
boy with a secret. Nu?"' 

Alex smiled and walked to the dour and bolted it. He went to 
the big floor safe behind his desk, dialed the combination, and 
pulled the heavy iron doors open and took out three volumes of 
thick notebooks wrapped in a large canvas cloth and placed them 
before the old man. 

said Solomon, putting on his thick glasses. “What is the 
great mystery?” He bent his face down .so that his nose nearly 
touched the page to give vision to his semi-bhnd eyes. “Alex, you 
arc a goy. You even write in Polish.” 

“You will find some m Yiddish, some in Hebrew.” 

“Hummm — let me see. Let me see what is so .mportant. ‘August 
1939. This is the first entry in my journal. 1 cannot help but feel 
that war will begin in a few weeks. If the lessons of the past three 
years are any barometer, something awesome is apt to happen if 

Germany makes a succe.ssful invasion ’ ” He looked up quickly 

lo Alex and back to the books, .I’^d only his mouth moved, forming 
the words as he read more rapidly. 

Rabbi Solomon seemed spellbound as he turned page after page. 
It was all there. From the first declaration of Alexander BrandePs 
intuition of a unique event to the daily record from the moment of 
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occupation. There were limericks by Cra^ Nathan, gossip, Ger- 
man directives, his personal diary, events of the world outside, 
ghetto poems, soi^, poetry. The names and number of Yiddish 
theatric^ productions. The recording of the sudden departure of 
friends. The constant groping for an answer. 

At the end of the hrst hour, when he had closed the initial 
volume of the journal, Rabbi Solomon knew he had read a remark- 
able history of his people going through another siege of Rome 
and Greece and Babylon. 

His eyes stung and were watery, but he quickly opened the 
second volume and thumbed through page after page with pulsat- 
ing wonder. 

Then he stopped. 

“Who knows about this?” he asked in a hush. 

“Eden. Zemba. Emanuel Goldman, before his murder.” 

The rabbi was on his feet. “When have you had time?” 

“At ni^t, in my room.” 

“Amazing! Your intuition of a holocaust. Your wisdom in 
putting it all down on paper before the events occurred.” 

Alex shrugged. “Time and again Jews have written secret his- 
tones from intuition.” 

“Intuition? I wonder. The Lord works in His own ways. Moses 
was a goy, like you. Alex, you must not leave this about. Not even 
in the safe. Hide it.” 

“Rabbi, I have never seen you so excited. Are you certain of its 
importance?” 

“Certain I This will scar the souls of men for centuries to come. 
This journal is a brand that is to be stamped on the German con- 
science so that a hundred of their unborn generations will have to 
live with these words with guilt and shame!” 

Alex sighed and nodded with contentment. He knew now that 
all those hours through the night when he had been drugged fr« im 
lack of sleep and forced his hand to write out another line had 
not been in vain. 

“May God forgive me for saying this, Alex, but that journal is 
like a new chapter of the ‘Valley of Tears Chronicle.’ ” 


Journal Entry 

Rahhi Solomon has an infectious enthusiasm for the journal and 
he has paid me the most magnificent of compliments. He calls it a 
new chapter in the '‘"‘Valley of Tears Chromrlcf" (The Valley of 
Tears''" lists fifteen centuries of Jewish martyrdom, particularly de- 
tailing the mas.sacres and sufiering of the Jc\%s under the Crusaders 
during the Middle Ages, The lifework of Rabbi YoseJ Hacohen was 
discovered by Rabbi Eibeschutz in 1850 and translated and has 
become a part of our lore, prayer, and tradition.) 
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Rabbi Solomon insists I expand the journals and that it should he 
hidden tmre carefully and even duplicated in case of the destruction 
or German discovery of the original. Such precautions! He and I 
have gone to the basement oj Mila 19 and tnade a hiding place by 
moving bricks. I think it is nonsense^ but so long as it pleases him . . . 

We have formed a secret society of contributors. We call ourselves 
the Good Fellowship Club. Simon Eden and David Zemha are left 
over from the original contributors. 

All of the executive council of the Bathyrans {except Andrei An-- 
drojski) are members of the Good Felloyi ship Club; Susan Cel- 
le r, Ervin Rosenblum, Tolek A I ter man, and Ana Gr inspan. 

Other metnhers: 

Sdberberg, the former playwright, who is on the Jewish Civil Au- 
thor it v and our closest ally there. 

Rodel, Communist leader in the ghetto. He has been in semi- 
hiding since the occupation but has been valualde in both children's 
aid and contacts on the Aryan side. 

Dr, Glazer^ chief of medical staff of Orphans and Self-Help. 

Rabbi Solomon, rourM . 

Father Ja’cub, priest o] the C onvert's Church. I have known him 
since 1930. He is one of i he few who has had a long record of sym- 
pathetic under, standing Utward us. {Incidentally, Orphans and 
Self-Help does not have much to di> with converts. The converts 
and half Jews fare much I ett » than must in the ghetto. It seems as 
though the C uthulic Church is determined to take care of "Uheir" 
Jews.) 

From time to time we will vote in new memlwrs to the Good 
Fellowship Club. 

Ervin Rosenblum, who still works on the Arvan sidr and has less 
demands on his tinw than we do, has agreed to spend his .spare 
rime cla.ssifying and cataloguing the information now pouring in. 

Rabbi Solomon is making duplicate copies of the first three 
volumes (in Yiddi.sh and Hebrew only). In the Jewish tradition, 
special .scribes write all uur Torah scrolls by hand. That is why they 
have been .so accurate for millennia. Seeing Rabbi Stdomun copying 
the journal reminds me of that. 

It is thrilling to :,lc this come alive end the be^Uf that the work is 
important. 

I must adnumish everyone to write more neatly, especially Father 
Jakiib. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 
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Chapter Twenty-one 


“Rachael.” 

“Wolf!” 

They stood facing each other in the hallway outside the main 
recreation room of the new Max and Sonia KJeperman Orphanage 
on Nowolipki Street. Children swirled around them before herd- 
ing nurses who clapped their hands sternly. 

“Wolf, this IS such a surprise, seeing you.” 

“1 didn't know 1 was going to be able to come in. 1 didn't have 
any tune to write.” 

“How did you find out where I was?” 

“Stephan told me. I was with him all morning. I’ve been here for 
an hour. I was watching you give the recital Irom out here. You 
were very good.” 

“Why didn't you come in ?” 

“1 don’t know. I got to watchmg you singing and playing and 
watching the kids all laughing ...” 

The hallway suddenly became empty. It was shadowy and hard 
for them to see each other, and they were wordless as the impact of 
the sudden meeting lessened. 

“It’s nice to see you again,” Wolf said. 

“Will you be here long‘d” 

“That depends I don’t V now.” 

Wolf looked about and grunted. “Could wc take a walk or some- 
thing? Here, let me hold your music.” 

“All nght.” 

Wolf tried to think. There was no place to walk in the ghetto, nor 
bench to sit upon, nor nightingale to hear. There was only misery 
and beggars and stone and brick without a leaf of grass or the green 
of a tree. 

“I’d like to sit and talk someplace,” Wolf said, 

“So would I. We have so much to talk about.” 

“Where can we go?” 

“If we go to my place Stephan won’t leave you alone Then 
Momma and Daddy will come home and Daddy would make you 
play chess.” 

“Sure can’t go to Mila 19 The minute we walked in the door 
there’d be all kinds of gossip. Besides, there’s no place there to be 
alone.” 

“We can’t stand here.” 

“Td sure like to talk to you.” 

“We could try Uncle Andrei’s place. I stop there often to talk to 
him. Most of the time he isn’t there and his door is never locked.” 

“Boy ! If he caught me there with you he’d break my neck.” 
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“Oh no. Uncle Andrei’s bark is much worse than his bite.” 

“WeU . . . aU right.” 

They did not see each other on the entire walk to Andrei’s. 
Wolf’s eyes were cast down, looking at the pavement, and Rachael 
had learned to walk through the streets looking dead ahead to 
shut out the terrible things happening on all sides. Th^. beggar 
children were more pathetic every day, and in the last week 
corp.ses of starved persons were beginning to appear in the 
gutters. 

Suddenly they found themselves all alone in Andrei’s flat. Wolf 
turned on the light over the table in the center of the room while 
Rachael caught her breath from the climb up the stairs. 

Now they could see each other. Wolf had changed. His elon- 
gated, gangly body had filled out and his white, blemished skin 
was unblemished and deepened to a tan from working in the wind 
and the sun, and the scraggly hair on his chin had turned to a hard 
beard which could legitimately be shaved every other day and the 
shaky voice wa.s now a steady baritone. 

Rachael had changed too. She had been more like a girl before. 
Now she was nn’-.u ‘.lYcrent. Rou^d and soft, like her mother. Her 
eyes were filled with sadne<;" and wearmess. 

Wolf suddenly turned his back and scratched his head. “Heck! 
This isn’t the way I figured it w'ould be,'* he blurted. 

“It’s very strange, isn’t it? Almost as if we were just meeting 
each other for the first tir.c." 

Wolf sagged into a chair, disappointed at his own weak perform- 
ance, How many nights he lay aw^ake at the farm thinking about 
this very moment when he would see Rachael agam and simply 
sweep her otf her feet. Now both of thc.n seemed hke strangers to 
each other and both wondered about all the passion and promises 
they had written. 

“Wolf, you’re disappointed.” 

“Just at myself. Candidly speaking, I'm not one for fancy talk- 
ing.’’ He stood up slowly, towering over her. “I have missed you,” 
he managed to s;iy. Rachael leaned against him slightly and he put 
his arm around her shoulders. Her arms found their w'ay about him 
and she began to tremble, and as they held each other close the 
terrible uneasiness inside them ebbed. Wolf audibly gullied and 
sighed w'ith relief. They searched each other out and kissed and 
then they were both calm. 

Rachael and Wolf stood before the window, watching darkness 
come. Tlicy looked down on the street, and from this height they 
could see beyond the w'all in’o the “Polish corridor” which 
separated the big and little ghetto and they could see the dome of 
the forbidden Tlomatskie Synagogue. His arm was about her waist 
and her head was on his shoulder. 

“This is wonderful,” Rachael said. 
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“It sure IS.” 

“You have become terribly handsome and mannish.” 

Wolf shrugged. “Rachael, I meant all the things 1 wrote to you.” 

“So did 1. I know that now.” She pulled away from Imn. 
“Wolf . . 

“Whatr 

“Would you answer one thing, honestly?” 

“Sure.” 

“Did you have any girls on the farm?” 

“Heck’ What kind of a stupid question is that?” 

“I think Tm a terribly jealous kind,” Rachael answered. 

“I’m sure not much to be jealous about.” 

“You didn’t answer me.” 

“I messed around a little.” Then he added quickly, “But that 
was before we made promises.” 

“Messed around?” 

“You know, messed around.” 

“More than . . . kissing?” 

Wolf patted his flat chest to demonstrate. “Mtssed around.” 

“Oh.” 

“Before we made promises.” 

“Did you do any other things?” 

“Rachael . . .” 

“I think I should know everything before we can be certain of 
our relationship What else have you done 

“Rachael, I’m a boy and boys are dilferent, and if I tell >ou 
you’re liable to get very mad.” 

“I’m sixteen, almost seventeen. I’ve been a woman for sever. il 
years. I know about these things — 1 mean, Momma and 1 have had 
long talks about growing up ” 

\Volt was flustered. Rachael was adamant. 

“Wolf. .” 

“What'>” 

“Have you ever . . . done it*^” 

“You sure ask a lot of questions. This rn’t something a man 
wants to discuss with his girl.” 

“If we are really sweethearts, the way wc say we are, then there 
shouldn’t be any secrets.” 

“I tried It once,” Wolf croaked. “Even before I went to the farm 
It was on my birthday My sixteenth — almost two years ago You 
don’t want to hear about it.” 

“Yes, I do ” 

“Well, I was with three of my pals One of them was older — he 
was nineteen — and he knew a woman in Solcc. One of those kind 
of women ” 

“What kind?” 

“Who does it for money.” 
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“Oh . . . one of those kind.” 

“So, anyhow, it was my birthday and all that and we were at 
this guy’s house and he snitched a bottle of vodka from hjs parents’ 
liquor cabinet. 1 never drank before, except a sip now and then. I 
got to laughing and couldn’t stop. Then wc started taJkir g about 
. . . things, and he said he knew this woman in Solec. Next thing 
you know, it was a date and 1 was feeling pretty good.” 

“And you went there?” 

Wolf nodded. 

“And you did?” 

“Well, It wasn't so hot. I got scared as hell anJ I didn’t know 
what to do. Boy, I’ll bet you hate me now.” 

“No. 1 admire your honesty. Now 1 know that you will always be 
honest with me.” 

“You’re not mad?” 

“Momma cxpLiiiied that certain things arc very normal for 
boys -that is, men And she says I slviuld not suppress my 
emotions and feelings too much because that can lead to frustra- 
tion.” 

“She’s sure sr.^irt ‘ 

“Sometimes I think she s .ys it to me because she’s frustrated. I 
can feel that she hasn’t been too happy with Daddy.” 

“That’s too bad. My folks are happy. Poppa doesn’t seem to 
need it too much because he wtirks all the time, but 1 know he and 
M<'nnma are happv. Rack id, ^ou sure are understanding.” 

“Wolf ... do you ever think about us . . . doing it ?” 

“Yes ... I never would try or foicc mv attention on you or ever 
do anything to hurt vou. But it’s not my taull that I can’t help 
thinking about it. It’s supposed to be a sm to think about it, but I 
can’t help it.” 

“I think about it loo,” she w'hispcrcd. 

“1 . . . didn’t know that girls thc>uglit about it. The way boys do ” 

“Yes . . the same wa>. All the time you were away I began 
to w'ondcr if I would see you again. And 1 knew that if there wasn't 
a war and a ghetto and theawdul things that are happening, I would 
grow up a little slower, like we’re supposed to. And vm. could play 
coquette like girls arc supposed to. But this fear hanging over us all 
the time . . . Waking up in the middle of the night when the 
whistles are blowing outside diming roundups and walking the 
.streets when their sirens blow and the loudspxrakers shout . . . Now, 
those little children dvmg in the streets -it all made me change. 
I'm terribly aggressive, aren't I?” 

“I think you are the most wonc. rful person w'ho er lived.” 

Rachael threw her arms about Wolf and clutched him desper- 
ately. “I love you in a different way than Momma loves Daddy. 
She is trying to tcU me. Wolf, I don’t want to die unhappy like 
Momma!” 
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This kiss was difTerent from all others, for in the instant of its 
impact they reached manhood and womanhood, and they wanted 
each other and there was neither restraint nor control. Her eyes 
closed and her cheeks were damp with the wonderful feel of him 
and her teeth found his shoulders and her hands clawed at his back 
and his fingers fumbled for the buttons on her blouse. . . . 

The door slammed! 

They looked in terror at Andrei across the room. He took two, 
three menacing steps toward them. 

“You little son of a bitch,” he hissed. 

Wolf stepped in front of Rachael, and she buried her face 
against his back and wept. 

Andrei looked from one to the other, the fury twitching his face. 

“Get out of the room, Rachael,” Wolf said softly. 

“He’ll kill you !’’ Rachael cried. 

Andrei stopped. Wolf Brandel abusing my niece. But look. It is 
not Wolf any longer. A tall, strong young man waiting like a fool 
for me to tear him apart. And Rachael . . . Strange. Not until this 
moment did I realize that she is a woman. Wolf Brandel. 1 diapered 
him when he was a baby. Has he ever been anything but a fine 
person? God, Andrei! What is the matter with you? These two 
love each other! 

Andrei relaxed. 

“In the future,” he said, “if you leave your armbands in the 
mail-box I’ll know you are up here and won’t disturb you. And for 
God’s sake, lock the door.” 


Chapter T\i:enty-Wo 


The next day Wolf Brandel returned to Andrei’s flat. 

“1 want you to know,” he said to Andrei, “that I am not messing 
around with Rachael. I feel more deeply for her ihai^ I’ve ever felt 
for anyone. I love her. I’m sure not much, but she feels that way 
about me too.” 

Andrei nodded. “I thought about it. I believe you.” He poured 
himself a short drink of vodka. “Do you drink this stuff?” 

“I had it a few times at the farm. I don’t care too much for it. I 
want you to know that — well, how much we appreciate your confi- 
dence. There’s hardly a place where two people can be alone in the 
ghetto.” 

“It was a shock, all of a sudden seeing someone you thought as a 
little girl in the arms of someone you thought of as a little boy. 
Under normal conditions things would have happened more 
slowly. One has to grow up quickly these days, there is no choice.” 

210 



“Ajidrei, I don’t really want to do anything to her.” 

“J appreciate your good intentions, but they will become lost in 
the heat of the moment one day. Just be as gentle as you can and 
make her be careful.” 

Wolf blushed violently. “I think I’ll try a little vodka.” He sipped 
and made a face as it burned its way to his stomach. “I wanted to 
see you about something else too. I’m not going back to the farm.” 

“Oh ? Tolek Alterman tells me you are his best worker. 1 am 
certain he can arrange for you to come in once a week with the 
milk so you can sec her.” 

“That’s not really why.” 

“What is it?” 

“Life IS easy out there. I think I ought to be doing more.” 

“Don’t be so noble.” 

“I’m not noble. It would be easier if you left Warsaw, but you 
stay.” 

“Look, Wolf. Be happy your father is in a position to put you 
on the farm.” 

“That’s just my point. I’m getting preferential treatment because 
I’m Alexander B anc.c*’s son. That’ , not nght. I talked to Momma 
and Poppa last night after ^ took Rachael home. I told them 1 
wasn’t going back.” 

“How did they take it?” 

“Momma cried. Poppa argued. You know how he can argue. 
Between him and Tolek Alteiinan I’ve heard enough Zionist logic 
to last for SIX lifetimes. An>how, I may not look it, but 1 can be 
stubborn. When Poppa knew 1 wasn’t going back he began to 
blame him.sclf for not being a good father and not spending more 
time with me. He always docs that. So, the baby started screaming 
and all four of us were going at once. Then later we sat in his 
office, just the two of us. We don’t do that too of^on. He's con- 
vinced that I’m right by wanting to stay He told me to come to 
see you. You w'ould have 'work for me.” 

“Did he say what kind of work ?” 

“No. But I know that you must be mixed up m important 
things. I want to be a runner.” 

“What makes you think you can be a runner?” 

“Well, I don’t look too Jewish.” 

“Wc use women as runners. Wolf.” 

“I can do the job as well as a wtmian.” 

“You said you don’t look Jewish. 1 say you do. Know what 
would happen if you got picked up? They’d march you to Gestapo 
House on Shucha Street and unbutton your pants S our father put 
you in a covenant with God when he had you circumcised so that 
God would recognize you as a Jew. Only trouble is that the 
Germans use that for recognition too.” 

The thought did not app^ to Wolf. 
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Andrei looked the boy over. Eighteen. TaU, strong. Smart — 
smart as a whip. The shyness was a decoy. Wolf Brandcl had 
mastered his studies as a brilliant scholar. Ideals. Wonderful. So 
many people without them, these days. Taking the hard road to 
satisfy an inner desire to do right. A good soldier in any army. 

“Come on, let’s take a walk, son.” 

They walked down Leszro Street past the Converts’ Church 
and the huge new complex of houses forming a factory to make and 
repair German army uniforms. “A Franz Koenig Enterprise,” the 
big sign said. Koenig also had part ownership of the woodwork 
factory in the little ghetto and of the huge Brushmaker’s complex 
at the extreme northern end. Dr. Koenig had become a millionaire. 

They waited on the comer until a red and yellow streetca*- came 
along and hopped on the back of it. Its sides and tops showed large 
Stars of David. The Ghetto lines were operated by the Big Seven. 

At Smocza and Gensia, Andrei got off. Wolf walked alongside 
him until they reached the wall that ran down the middle of 
Okopowa Street. He was filled with the adventure of it all. They 
walked up the street to the middle of the block. Over the wall was 
the Jewish cemetery. Tliis was a neighbourhood for a lot of 
smuggling. People could hide in the cemetery with black-market 
goods. In this area the wall was heavily guarded. Andrei stopped at 
the old abandoned Workman’s Theater. Before the war it had been 
one of the showplaces of the vital Yiddish stage. Now the lobby 
had been converted into yet another soup kitchen. The rest, 
empty. 

Dow^n the alleyway to the stage door. Andrei looked about 
quickly, thrust the door open, and shoved Wolf inside. They were 
on the stage. It took a moment to adjust their eyes to the darkness 
and their noses to the musty smell. Andrei whispered to be careful 
of cables and obstacles. The hou.se was ghostlike. The hard-back 
seats in a state of disrepair. A faded backdrop of a Polish gentr> 's 
garden hung behind them. 

Andrei listened. He could make out very dim sounds from the 
soup kitchen. He tiptoed to the light cage and threw' a switch. 
Wolf was entranced. Nothing lit up. Some sort of signal, he was 
certain. 

Above them a trap door opened. Andrei scooted up it quickly, 
the boy behind him. They were in a large loft. ITie trap closed 
after them. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Andrei said, “you all know our newest 
worker.” 

Wolf’s mouth hung open in awe. There were four people present, 
all former Bathyrans who lived at Mila 19. Adam Blumcnteld was 
at a radio receiver with earphones on. “Hello, Wclvel,” he greeted 
the boy by his nickname. 

Pinchas Silver worked at a box of hand-set print. Beside the 
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small press were copies of the underground paper. Liberty, 
Pinchas smiled and welcomed Wolf in. A forgery table and camera 
were in one comer. 

The Farbcr sisters, Mira and Minna, were there, studying to be- 
come runners. 

“Any news?” 

Adam Blumenfcld took one earphone off. “Fve got BBC. Some- 
thing about American destroyers being loaned to England.” 

“How about the Home Amiy ?“ Andrei asked in reference to the 
quickly growing Polish underground force. 

“They keep changing frequencies. Unless we can get their 
schedu?*,, we can only pick them up hit or miss.” 

Andrei grunted. His most urgent job now was to set up a solid 
liaison with the Home Army, but he had been unsuccessful. He 
turned to Wolf. “Two lessons. First, bvc with access to the top 
floor. In danger, we go to the rooftops. Second, this work is neither 
romantic nor exciting. It is dull and exacting.” 

For the next few weeks Wolf learned to stand radio watch and 
work the printing j-ress. Then Aadrei made him memorize the 
entire Jewish Militia and t^now which police would “play” for 
bribes and how much. One by one he learned the secret rooms 
behind bakeries, in abandoned synagogue basements, where 
Simon Eden and Rodcl, the romnninist, and the small nucleus of 
the underground earned on ihcir sub rosa business. 

His prime duty: to distribute the copies of Lihertv. Dump them 
in the market places, drop them at secret rooms, post them on 
conspicuou.s walls. As Andrei had warned, it was exacting and 
tedious work. The streets were more dangerous to travel each day. 
Piotr Warsinski’s pobcc were pulling people in by the hundreds for 
tlie continued feeding of the slave-labor factories. 

Dr. I-ranz Koenig took a quick trip to Berlin to be received by 
Himmler, personally, and brought back with him a contract for a 
great portion ol the Gennan army's brushes. The Brushmaker's 
complex in the north had to be tripled. When there were no people 
on the streets, Warsinski ordered indiscriminate rai<is on homes 
or the bulgmg refugee ajmpounds for w'orkers. 

Wolf accepted his duties without protest. He envied the Farber 
sisters. Blonde and blue-eyed, they fitted the bill as “Ar>'ans.” 
Learning the paths of a runner was only a small part of the 
training. 

They had to learn the Catholic Bible forward and backward, 
how to pray in Latin, how to piay with the rosar>. They had to 
leam to go deaf to the sounds of Yiddish and German, the lan- 
guages with which they had been raised, in order to “prove” they 
were not Jewish. 

There was one more regular who worked in the loft of the Work- 
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man's Theater, and that was Berchck, a former commercial artist. 
From time to time “Aryan” Kemikarten^ travel papers, and even 
passports were obtained. These had to be doctored for use by 
underground members. Berchek taught Wolf the principles of 
forgery and allowed him to work on the simpler tasks of fixing 
photographs on the papers. 

Andrei was terribly proud of his protegd. The boy learned 
quickly and responded to orders without question. In one or two 
tight spots while distributing Liberty^ he kept himself out of trouble 
by quick thinking. 

When Wolf went off duty he spent part of the time at home with 
his parents and his baby brother at Mila 19. Some of the time was 
with his “adopted” brother, Stephan Bronski. He taught the 
younger boy his Hebrew and tutored him in basic subjects ana 
played chess and answered a thousand searching questions. 

And two or three nights a week he would meet Rachael in 
Andrei’s flat. 

hach lime they met, they brought their relationship one step 
closer to culmination. Each time they chastised themselves and 
groped and damned. They wanted to try it, desperately. 1 irst 
Wolf, then Rachael took turns in being the stronger to resist. Each 
time they piirted, they parted heartsick but eager for the next 
rendezvous. 

The thought of seeing each other kept them alive. It was able to 
make them somewhat oblivious of the horror around them. More 
and more terrible things were happening. So long as there was that 
electric second when he ran up the final flight of sieps into h*er 
arms, the rest did not matter so much. 


Journal Entry 

Last night the Good Fellowship Club met to discuss the latest 
disaster. 

Yesterday morning twenty-five Rcinhard Corps Nazis, under the 
personal direction of Sieghold Stutze, entered the ghetto at the 
Zelazna Gate. Their barracks are directly outside the wail, so there 
is little or no warning. They proceeded directly to Nowolipki 24 
and surrounded the house. Fifty-three occupants— men, women, ana 
children — were pulled out and loaded aboard tMo army trucks. 

As they drove off, the Jewish Militia posted signs all over the 
building that it vsas ''contaminated by typhus, rodents, etc. . . 

The fifty-three were taken to the .fewlsh cemetery. On the north 
wall they were forced to dig a huge ditch, undress, and stand on its 
edge. They were shot in the back and^ ajtcr they fell into the ditches^ 
were bayoneted. 

The Militia entered the Nowolipki property and carted off every 
single belonging. 
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We have had mass executions at the cemetery before. Usually a 
group accused of ^*criminar activities or intellectuals. Never have 
fifty-three people been indiscriminately lopped off without excuse. 

Although the property was "^'condemned as contaminated^^ / was 
able to lease it this morning as an orphans' home. Now I } ear that 
the Germans are going to do a series of legal explanations of their 
actions to justify'’" the executions. '‘^Fear of epidemic" is their main 
reason as well as the catchall phrase "criminal activities," 

We in the Good Fellowship Club are rather certain this mass 
execution was a test case. 

Other distressing signs. A further ration cut was ordered this 
morning. Dr. Glazer says this puts us below starvation level. This 
means that anyone obtaining enough food to live is a "criminal" 
according to Nazi logic. Who figures these things out for them? 

It is in the Soviet Union where the real terror is going on. More 
and more word comes hack about special SS "Action Kommandos" 
nuissacring Jews all over the Baltics, White Ru.ssia, and the Ukraine 
just as quickly as the German army presses forward. 

We heard about a plan to send all the Jews to the 

island of Madagascar. Ut mieht he a vocation.) 

Hans Frank has lost his Oattle^ onCfS and for all. Not only are 
Jews still pouring into the Genera! Government Area, but criminals, 
homosexuals, gypsies, "Slavic types" political prisoners, prostitutes, 
and others deemed as "sr'j-h .man." So, the General Government 
Area has become the "ce.^spord" for Germany's non-Aryans. 
Several huge new concentration camps are under construction. One 
in particular, Auschwitz in Silesia, / hear, is mamnunh. 

The Good Fellowship Club reasons that this transporting of Jews 
and "suh-humans" /.7 a burden on the rail .system, especially jor the 
Germany army or the Russian f ront. It is taking tens of thou.sands 
oj their manpower also. 

Conclusion: The Gcrmcins h.ivc reached their decision for a 
“final solution” for us. / fear further executions until they reach the 
desired level for slave labor. 

The phone interrupted Alex. 

“Hello, Alexander Bnindel, here.” 

“Alex. Shalom aleichcm," a voice on the other end said. ii was a 
greeting from a contact named Romek on the other side of the wall. 

"Shalom," Alex answered. 

“Alex, I hope you didn’t forgot wo ha\c a lunch date.” 

“Ach, what a stoop I am. I forgot to mark it down.” 

“Yetta’s house at two o’clock ” 

“Good, good, ril be there.” 

Alex quickly locked the volume of the journal in the safe and 
went upstairs to his room. Wolf was playing with baby Moses on 
the floor. 

“Son,” Alex said, “get Andrei at once. Wanda has arrived from 
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Krakow with a package Tell him to send one of the Farber girls to 
the Old Town Square He*ll understand. Tune ts important. 
Wanda will pass at two o’clock ” 

When Wolf arrived at the lott over the Workman’s Theater, 
only Adam Blumenfeld was there on radio watch 
“Where is everyone*^ A runner is in from Krakow ” 

“Lord,” Blumenfeld grunted “She wasn't expected till to- 
morrow Andrei, the Farber sisters, and Berchek are all on the 
Aryan side Pinchas Silver can’t go Get back to your lather and 
tell him right aw ly He’ll know what to do ” 

Alex drummed his fingers on the desk top, trying to thmV It was 
one o'clock Only an hour to the pickup It wassouncxj-iccted •hat 
all four ot the Bathvran runncis were on the other side 
Tliink, dammit, think, Alex said to himself 
His usual unalterable calm became thready Light to ten thous- 
and dollars were in the package Nice, wonderful, untraceable 
dollars from Thompson at the American Embassy 
He looked at the phone Call up Romek o\er the wall No, that 
would be breaking the cardinal rule Never phone a contact on the 
Aryan side under any circumstances 
What if Wanda saw there was no contact ? They had completely 
lost one package like that 

Alex lifted the phone and di iled the Orphans and Sclt Help 
Division at Leszno 92, Simon hden s headquarters and asked to 
speak to Atlas 

In several moments Simon tden was on the phone 
“Allas, here ” 

“Brandel ” 

“Yes 

“I got an invitation from Romek to be at Yelt i s hou«c for 
lunch It two o clock I simpiv i an t i^ct awa> from iny dcsl* C ould 
you keep it for mc*^’ 

“That's less than an hour Hold on a moment and I 11 sec if* I 
can rearrange my appointments ” 

Three more precious mmules ticked ofi It w iS twel vC after one 
“Alex ” 

“Yes»” 

“Can't do it Impossible ” 

Alex put the receiver on the hook slowl\ Lo'-t ’ The p ick \ce is 
lost* He looked up slowly and saw his son at the edge of the desk 
“I II go, Poppa ” 

“No ” 

“I’ve got false papers and I’ve been in training ” 

“I said no*” 

“Poppa ” 

“It's dcunncd well bad enough I let you talk me into this business 
of leavmg the farm It has nearly killed your mother ” 
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•‘I swear,” the boy said softly, “ril never talk to you again.” 
Wolf turned and walked toward the door and unbolted it. 

“Wolf, for God's sake, don't ask me to ” He knew his boy. 

Gentle but stubborn, Hven more stubborn than Andrei. Alex 
steadied himself. “All right. Leave everything identifyinj you on 
the desk. Take only your false papers. Time is running short. 
You’ll have to go out of one of the three northern gateS“-there 
should be a guard ‘playing’ at one of them.’’ Alex opened a drawer. 
“Here, twelve hundred zltftys, mixed notes. That will get you in 
and out of the ghetto. Go to the Madam Curie MUvSeum in the Old 
1 own Square. Buy some blue violets on the way and wrap them in 
a newspaper. Wanda is Rebecca fcisen. You know her.” 

“Anything else?” 

“If . . . anything happens . . . you arc not Wolf Brandel.” 

“Don’t worry, Poppa. Nothing will happen.” 

“Son, we haven’t spent enough time together — now, all of a 
sudden ” 

“Poppa, you mean so much to so many people. I've always been 
very proud of yo._.’* 

Wolf walked liriskiy to- the eiosest gate at Dzika and Stawki 
streets, only a few blocks Irmn Mila ] '). He made a false run pa.st 
the gate to study the Jewish militiamen on guard. He did not 
recognize any of the three, so it was certain they did not know 
who he was. 

lie w'alked to the man of highest rank and snapped out his 
Kcnnkartc. The guard unfolded the three-part document and deftly 
palmed the folded hundred-zkity note. The guard studied the 
document. It w'.is obviously a hdse paper, for it was not marked 
with a J. A clue tluil this was underground work or smuggling. 
He’d try for more. 

“My old motlicr is very sick,” the guard said. 

“She .should .sec a dfk'tor,’’ Woll answered, slipping the man 
another hundred zlotys. 

A windfall. “What time are you coming back ?” 

Bastard wants more. Wolf thought. “Few hours ’’ 

“Too b<id. 1 won't K* on duty. Try my cou.sin I landelstein at the 
Ciensia Gate. Tel! him vou spoke to Kasnovitch.” 

“Thanks,” Wolf said. 

Fifty zlotys on the other side (»f the gate took care of the Polish 
Blue Police. 

Wolf walked rapidly for the f)ld Town Square. Time was run- 
ning out. 

For several wcek.s the Gestapo had been watching the move- 
ments of Tcmimy Thompson at the American Fmba.ssy m Krakow. 
They knew his sympathies and were relatively certain he w'as pass- 
ing money and information to the Jews. The Gestapo allowed 
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him to continue, in the hope that they could trail his contacts 
successfully and break up the ring at the Warsaw end. 

Recently Thompson started a new activity. The Home Army, a 
large Polish underjground, was forming and growing quickly and 
he had been working with them. This was a more serious matter. 
He was earmarked to be thrown out of Poland shortly. 

The Gestapo decided to make an arrest of the next runner who 
left Thompson. From the moment that Thompson passed a 
package of eight thousand dollars to Wanda, the Bathyran runner, 
they were on her. 

Trained and alert, Wanda became suspicious when there had 
been a dragnet at the Warsaw railroad terminal and she was 
allowed to pass through the inspection far too easily, het fake 
papers not scrutinized and her package unchallenged. 

She entered the Old Town Square with the intuition she wa.s 
being tailed. The square was not badly crowded — only thirty or 
forty people. Yet it was impossible to spot a stake-out because the 
quadrangle of five-story buildings could have hidden a hundred 
pairs of searching eyes. She entered on purpose from the comer 
opposite the Madam Curie Museum and walked caler-corner 
over the cobblestones. From the comer of her eye she glanced at 
the partly bombed-out museum. A lanky young man leaned 
against the wall. She came closer, still moving diagonally, cal- 
culated to pass him at a distance of some twenty or thirty meters 
in order to study him. 

Click-click-cbck went her heels on the cobblestones. 

Blue violets wrapped in newspaper. She shot a glance upward. It 
was Wolf Brandel. Smart boy, Wanda thouglit. He sees that I am 
going to pass him by. 

Now Wanda had put a block and a half of open space behind 
her. If she was being tailed they would have to show themselves in 
the vast square or face the danger of losing her. She wanted to look 
back but dared not. She could not make her contact with Wolf 
until she was certain. 

Wanda spotted a grate next to a sewer hole. Perfect ! She walked 
over the grate and intentionally jammed her high heel into it so it 
would stick. She knelt down to free herself and in doing so stole a 
look behind her. Two men stopped dead in their tracks halfway 
over the square. 

Trap! 

Wolf was watching her closely. He saw the men trailing her. He 
saw her quickly throw the package into the sewer, pull her heel 
loose, and walk from the square. In a moment the place was 
flooded with Germans rounding everyone up. Wolf held fast. 

“Violets for your mother, sonny?” 

Wolf looked into the eyes of a pair of waiting Gestapo. 
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Chapter Twenty-three 


As a matter of standard operational procedure, any Jew caught 
on the Aryan side was personally interrogated at Gestapo House 
by the chief, Gunther Sauer. 

A few moments after Rebecca Eisen, known as Wanda, disposed 
of her package of dollars she was arrested and the forty-two people 
in the Old Town Square were rounded up and hauled in for ques- 
tioning. Four hidden Jews were found among them. 

Gunther Sauer’s appearance was deceptive. Pouchy, elderly, and 
of medium build, he owned an exlraorfiinarily high forehead with 
a widow's peak of neat silver hair. His eyes were a bit puft y and half 
closed and his voice was gentle. 

One would easily mistake him for a k indl y grandfather instead of 
a Gestapo chief. He was, indeed, an adoring grandfather. 

And Gunther .^’auer loved animals. A bright-eyed dachshund 
named Fritzy sat beside nis desk in a cushioned basket all the time. 
Sauer would break from his work at ritervals and go into spasms 
ot laughter when Frifzy performed for a tidbit. 

He was, first and last, a policeman utteily devoted to his job, a 
master of his profession, and living in that world apart, as police- 
men often do. Sauer was a ma.ster at political terror, which became 
the prime job of the state police after the Na/is took power. The 
eradication of political and intellectual opposition vs as a dogma 
winch had to be executed with ruthless obicctivity 

He was also a master of the psychological warfare that one uses 
to break dossn the nerves and will of the op[)onent. Intellectuals 
were putty. Business competitors of the Nazis even easier. The 
intelligent application of fear could win the battle of a hundred 
armies. 

Unlike many of his Gestapo compatriots, Gunther Sauer never 
used terror or torture for its own sake, but as a tool of the trade to 
gam an end. Torture did not alw-ays work on some people, nor did 
psychological fear tactics. In his estimation, it ''\as a wasU of time 
and energy to dismember someone w'ho was not going to help you 
solve your ‘‘police” problem. Sauer abhorred the brutal itv of Sieg- 
hold Stutze, who received personal pleasure from inflicting pain. 

One had to be completely objective about tlic victim. Alter a 
study of a person he could fairly w'cll establish the limit ofhis moral 
endurance. He never used torture on pri.soners who he knew would 
not break under torture. 

On the other hand, he never hesitated when he spotted weak- 
ness. And it never annoyed him that he resorted to torture more 
often than not. Once or twice, early in his career, he had spent 
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sleepless nights after torturing a duld in front of its mother, but he 
learned to harden himself to it as part of a day's work. 

Sauer interrogated the first three Jews. All of them were nervous 
and talky. The first was a smuggler who implied a bribe and 
friends in high office. 

The second, a fool who had escaped from Lemberg, a vacant. 

The third, one of the many thousands of “hidden” Jews living as 
Christians in Warsaw on the Aryan side. This man gave such a 
garbled version to cover his tracks and contacts that he was most 
suspect as the contact for Rebecca Eisen. 

Wolf Brandel was shoved into the office. Sauer was leaning over 
his desk, scratching Fritzy's chest. The dog whined and begged as 
Sauer teased the animal by opening and closing the drawer con- 
taining the box of tidbits. Frit^ won his prize, ran in a happy 
circle, then settled on the rug and crunched the bard biscuit. 

Wolf snatched his cap from his head and stood at attention. 

A quick appraisal. Eighteen or so. Not too Jewish in appearance. 
Strong, well fed, therefore resourceful. A perfect size and shape for 
a ninner. He shifts from one foot to the other, nervously, but his 
eyes are innocent. He looks forward at me. 

“Jew?” 

“Yes, sir, I got caught.” 

“Name?” 

“Hershel Edelman.” 

“Where arc you from, Hershel?” 

Watch his sweet talk, Wolf. They had the line on Sauer. Decep- 
tive. He’ll tie you in knots. 

“I’m from Wolkowysk.” 

“How did you get to Warsaw?” 

“My family was taken to the ghetto in Bialyslok. I hid in the 
church during the roundup. After, J walked to Bieilystok to look up 
a friend of my father outside the ghetto.” 

“What was the name of the church in which you hid 

“St. Casimir’s.” 

“What was the name of the priest?” 

“I don’t know, sir. He didn’t know I was hiding there.” 

“Go on.” 

“So I saw this friend of my father. He used to do business with 
him.” 

“What is his name?” 

“Wynotski.” 

“What’s your father’s business?” 

^'Schoychety 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“It’s a man who kills chickens and cows so the meat will be 
kosher.” 

“Fritzy, bad boy. Now get in your bed and stay there. . • . BuL 
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Hcrshel, you said Wynotski did business with your father. If 
Wynotski sold kosher meat, wouldn’t he be in the ghetto'^” 

“No, sir. Wynotski has a gift shop You see, sir, my father carved 
chessmen in his spare time and sold them to Wynotski If you lived 
around Wolkowysk and Bialystok, you’d have heard a‘K)ut my 
father’s chessmen ” 

“Go on ’’ 

“So, anyhow, Wynotski got me this Aryan Kennkarte and 
travel pass ” 

“I lake It Wynotski is not Jewish “ 

“Half Jewish, 1 think Anyhow, his house and gift shop was 
lous> With crucifixes and rosaries and Bibles and stuff like that ” 
“Where did Wynotski get the Aryan Kennkaru 
“Most likely bought it from a family \sherc someone died and it 
wasn’t recorded Anyhow, 1 didn task questions I mean, sir, under 
the conditions, you |ust take it and don t ask questions ’’ 

C lever young man, Sauer thought Lithcr a magnificent fake or 
enlirclv honest 

“Continue,” ^ r said 
‘ So, I can 0 I* Warsa \ ” 

“Why 

“Whv not Mt s the highest no mJ»ohnd I figired I'd have he 
best chance to stay hidden bceai’-^ J don t t now an>bodv here 
and wouldn't get recognrwd ' 

‘ How lofig have you he^n here ' 

“Three davs ” 

‘ Where have vou stiycd ^ 

* I found a loose wind(»w in bick of the men’s room at the rail- 
road station \nvho\v, it s Id t a storcroori fo'’ mopv and buckets 
and stuff and I ve been ‘^leepme there 

“Wh It we^e V(>u dome standmam fumt of the Old Town Square 
statue 

' riic M idam Curie Museum ” Wi it e^rptctcd ‘ Waiting for 
someone 
‘ Wdio 

“WMI, vouc.in imiginc I've eot l<'» fiaiirc sorncthinc out I start 
prowling around Mv mono i running knv ar 1 stuff So, pretty 
s(K>n V( u hear talk and stuff and ai T w» nt to the Solcc because 
thev s lid >ou Cvin get fiv^d up there tor jint about an>lhng I went 
to the ^ iranada Club Sure got louvh gUv* m there, and 1 met this 
well whore” 

Sauer was cntianecd 

“So, I find out she is Jewish Se'lm i is her name I iii sure it is a 
fake nime So, anyhow, I m cautious at first because 1 think she 
may be helping look for Tiinaways Idc me, but it's kind of tunny 
how two Jews can spot each other So, Selma says she knows some- 
one who can help me but for me not to come back to the Granada 
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because the hoodlums in there are looking for hidden Jews and to 
meet her next day at the Old Town Square/* 

“What were you doing with violets?” Sauer snapped. 

Wolf scratched his head and blushed. “This whore was sure nice 
to me, sir. 1 just wanted to buy her violets.'* 

Sauer talked softly to Wolf for two hours. The questions were 
masked in huge traps. Every so often Wolf would whimper, “Sir, 
if you are trying to confuse me, you sure are succeeding. Tm getting 
mixed up trying to remember the honest truth.” 

That night Wolf Brandel spent alone in a cell. The screams of 
torture pierced his eardrums from down the hail. 

Gunther Sauer, in his meticulous, grinding way, listened to wire 
playbacks of the interviews wHh the four Jews. He was oblivious of 
the cries of pain coming from Rebecca Eisen in the mam inter- 
rogation room. 

In the morning Sauer called Gestapo in Bialystok. In the afte»*- 
noon they phoned him back. Yes, there was a gift shop run by a 
half Jew named Wynotski who had disappeared. There was record 
of a schoychet from Wolkowysk who was sent into the ghetto and 
who had a son who had escaped. Edelman was, in fact, famous for 
his hand-carved chessmen. 

The whore in Solec? Untraceable. The moment the Nazis 
approached the Granada Qub no one would know anything. Lven 
their informers could not be counted upon. Whores had dozens of 
names. Selma could be Elma or Thelma. 

The weeks of meticulous training were put to the acid test. Each 
of the underground a.ssumed an identity of an actual j^rson who 
could not be traced. The identities were taken from information 
supplied by Bathyran runners in other cities. Wolf Brandcl’s story 
had been carefully worked out for weeks before he was given the 
name of Hershel Edelman, The real Edelman was obvir jusly mas- 
querading as someone else, somewhere in Poland. 

“Bring back Hershel Edelman,” Sauer said. 

The boy seemed no more fnghtened than a night at Gestapo 
House would demand, Sauer played for the one possible loophole. 
He opened his desk drawer and pulled out a chessboard and a set 
of chessmen. 

“Sit down.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Black or white?” 

“Your preference, sir.” 

“1 have seen you defend yourself, Edelman. Now I should like 
to see your attack. Take the white.” 

“Sir,” Wolf said haltingly. “Sir, this is very awkward. I mean, 
under the circumstances, I’m rather afraid to win.” 

“You had better win, young man.” 

Wolf did. In nine moves. 
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He was sent into the main interrogation room to sit alone on 
the single chair beneath the spotlight. There was nothing else in 
the room. Gunther Sauer had hit a dead end. His only choice was 
shock identification — oi resort to torture. He was puzzled by the 
boy and not certain he would break down. Even if he did break 
down, he might have been telling the truth and could reveal 
nothing. 

Sauer proceeded to the booth next to the interrogation room. 
There, through an arrangement of mirrors, he could watch the 
interrogation without being seen. Sensitive microphones piped 
sounds back to him, refined to pick up heartbeats. 

“Bring in that woman,” Sauer ordered. 

He watched closely as Wolf sat fidgeting in the hard chair. All 
Wolf could think of now was to keep his mind on Rachael and 
keep thinking of her and keep saymg to himself that she would 
be proud of him, no matter what happened. 

The iron door creaked open. 

Wolf looked toward it slowly. Two Gestapo men stood on either 
side of the figure a woman, holding her up. They let her go. The 
woman staggered, intn icll face hrst to the floor. 

Wolf edged out of the cnair toward her. 

Sauer watched and listened. . . . 

He knelt and rolled the woman over. It was Rebecca Eisen. Her 
face was bloated and distorh <1. One eye was locked light, a multi- 
tude of colors, and blood gushed from her brc)ken mouth and her 
torn fingernails. She quivered the other eye open. They recognized 
one another. 

“Lady,” Wolf said, “lady, are you alive ? 1 ish I could do some- 
thing for you, lady.” 

“Boy . . , hoy . . . water ...” 

A small smile crossed Gunther Sauer’s lips. If they were actors, 
they had played it to perfection. Hershel Ldciman was obMOUsly 
clean, but the story was so pal- -so untracoable — the boy mystified 
him so. . . . 

“What do you think, sir ?” an assistant asked. 

“They don’t know each other.” Sauer said. “On the other hand, 
they don’t have to li he was actually a contact. The violets— I’m not 
sure of the violets.” 

“Shall wc send a dog in there?” 

“Let me think about it.” 

The Gub Miami on Karmelirka Street inside the ghetto was 
the Jewish counterpart of the notonous Granada Club in the Solec 
as the center of smuggling, fencing, and prostitution. At the mo- 
ment, members of Max Klcperman’s Big Seven were the ruling 
gentry. 

The Gub Miami had a unique distinction as a “free trading 
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zone.*' All activities within the bounds of this unholy sanctuary 
were looked upon as **oll' the record." This confidence was re- 
spected even by the Germans. The Nazis realized that, as often as 
not, they too would need the facilities of a "free trading zone" and 
thus allowed the operation to exist. A half dozen rooms in back of 
the main bar were used to carry out transactions which were never 
taped, nor were the transactors followed or photographed. Un- 
written law, gentlemen's agreement, honor among thieves. 

Max KJepcrman knew that something strange was afoot when 
he received a phone call from Rabbi Solomon to go to the Club 
Miami. 

Max arrived, filled with eager anticipation of a huge deal. The 
bartender advised him his contact waited in one of the back rooms. 
He entered and closed the door. Andrei Androfski turned and 
faced him. Max's inevitable cigar smoke billowed around the 
room. Extraordinary for Androfski himself to come to hun. 

"One of our people has been picked up," Andrei said. 

Max grunted in disappointment. From time to time the Zionists 
had come to him to arrange releases for those stupidly picked up by 
Piotr Warsinski for the labor battalions. Kleperman had made (uie 
big killing when Rodcl, the Communist, was thrown into Pawiak. 
It may be a big one again, Max hoped. After all, Rabbi Solomon 
personally made the call and Androfski personally made the 
contact. 

"Who?" 

Andrei halted for a moment. "Wolf Brandel." 

Max whistled. It was getting mteresting. He polished h'S out- 
landish ring hastily on his vest, 

"Where is he?" 

"Gestapo House." 

Max put his cigar down and shook his head. Work camps . . . 
easy to make a fix. Pay off a few shnook guards. Koenig’s factories 
in the ghetto, a little harder. The money went right to Koenig and 
cost more. The Jewish Militia, hadn’t found one yet who wouldn't 
go for two hundred zlotys. Pawiak Prison — ditficult, but he always 
came through. 

"Gestapo House," Max said. "BrandePs boy. I don’t know.” 

Max calculated the pros and cons quickly. He could rat on the 
Brandel boy and endear himself to the Germans. It would be 
genuine proof of his honesty and sincerity. Question was, would 
they appreciate it? On the other hand, the Big Seven and the 
Orphans and Self-Help Society were doing more and more busi- 
ness with him all the time. He could lose a lot of face in the ghetto 
if word of a sellout got around. But . . . suppose he tried to get the 
Brandel boy out and failed or the Germans got wind of it. He’d be 
out on his ass, but good. 
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Max stood up quickly. “Leave me out of it. Hands off. I’ll forget 
everything you said “ 

“Sit down, Max,” Andrei said softly “Max, that order of flour 
for the Orphans and Sell-Help -just cancel it We’re opening up a 
new source.” 

Max slipped into his chan “Damn you, Androfski, I wt nt to a 
lotol tioubic to ship that v\heat in here I brought in so goddamned 
much flour that htilf the bakeries on the Ai van side had to close ” 
“Just talking ofl the top of my head. Max, but forty or htty of 
our own people think we can run the smuggling oj^eration just as 
effectively ” 

I he message was cle ir The Brandel bov had tr) be freed at any 
price Androtski was one of those bastttrds vvho didn’t bluff Max 
opened his wallet and took out his estr lation pad and began to 
scratch hguies down 
“It will cost plenty “ 

“WeTl pay ” 

“I’ll ha\c to work in gold orcifill us Wee in onlv move through 
high-Llass people ” 

“1 ve only go* /n v >, ’ Andn.i ’ d 

“So have l got /lotys / w irchouii. lull of them Thc\ aren't 
worth the goddamn piper they’ie printed on (jold or dollars, 
thrte thousand dollais ’ 

“Thice thtuisand dollars’” 

“\(Hir he inng is ( ser’icru 

Andiei’s e\es watered iii anger ffe turned his bad on K leper- 
man toeonccal the rave inside him I ilihv stiPKinrscum Bargain- 
ing for a lile as it u were a sceondnaml suit on the Baivsowski 
miikel Cjoddamned MU of i bitv.h Kiev»ernun R i^hael's eves. 
Dun and night she waned in hi'^ flat Cejuki he look at Rjehacl's 
eves again ' 

“It's <i deal,” he whimpered 
“Let’* have the del uls ” 

\ndiei sat down opposite Ma> and fu Id In'- f ice in his hands 
“He g('»t iMeked up in the Old Town Squaie eiriNing an Arvan 
Kinnkarii made out lor a lietilious St mislaw kra^’ nlehski He 
wa^ sent out as a contact tor a pieUip from one of our girls from 
Kr*ikow Now the Germans hauled in fortv, lifts people Mass 
questioning No doubt thev'vc looked at ri > penis and I' now hc*s 
Jewish We’ve got rcMson to believe several Jews were grabbed in 
the dragnet.” 

“One ol my boys was taken m on the same roundup,” Max said, 
and added ironically, “He isn't a lucky as Brandel Doesn't have 
his friends.” 

“So, he goes on a story' of being Hcrshel F delman from Wolko- 
Wysk. If we’re lucky, he hasn’t been identified ” 

“He’ll need more than luck with Sauer working him over. I’U 
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find out what his status is. If he is under suspicion we can’t touch 
him at Gestapo House That will only endanger him. Sauer doesn’t 
take bribes. Just hope the boy doesn’t crack. We have to wait until 
he is transfeircd ” 

Andrei nodded Max stood up 

“Max . . I know the Big Seven can put us out of business, but 
if there’s a double cross you’li get it first ti om me, personaJiy.’’ 


Chapter Twenty -four 


Eight days passed 

RaLhael Bronski waited in her Uncle Andrei's flat twenty-four 
hours each day, resisting consolation, eating onl> enough to keep 
her alive 

\ ach lime Andrei walked in and shool* his head the shock re- 
coiled through her like the jagged glass on the lop ol the wall She 
kept her eyes open m \igil until she collapsed from exiiau'-tion, and 
then onl> a few nightmarc-tillcd hours' respite could be lound 
She twitched and sweated on the bed and woke up with her 
heart thumping and the sweat pouring into her eyes, and Wolt 
would be standing there at the foot of the bed, gory and dismem- 
bered, and she would cry out the honor within her and then start 
her slow, zombie-lil^e pacing of the room 
All of this silly war of moiality 1 fought with him Ml this 
modesty— all this fear Wolf was locked up in ihat ten iblc place 

I have sent him to his grave, unloved I have sent him to his grave, 
unloved If Andrei comes through the door and tells me Wc*ll is 
dead, then 1 must die too 

Rachael developed a superhuman sharpness for sound I lom 
four Ihghts up she could hear the door of the lobbv open and e 
Each time it did she would walk to the door of the flat and lean 
agiunst It and begin to count footsteps 
It took sixty steps to get to Andrefs flat 
She would count. Sometimes the sound of footsteps would stop 
on the first landing or the second or third She could tell if they 
were climbing stairs or walking in a corridor 
She could tell if their sound was taking someone up or down. 
The ninth day 

She washed her face with cold water and fixed her hair and sat 
by the window 1 he door opened and closed m the lobby. Rachael 
listened and began her count. 

. . . ten . . . eleven . . . twelve . . . 

The footsteps had reached the first landing. 

• . . sixteen . . . seventeen . . . eighteen . . . 
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She was able to distinguish between footsteps as they rose higher. 
The flat, weary shullle was a man I he sharp sound was a woman’s 
heels I he soft sound, the child 

thirty-thice thirty-four. . thirty-five . . 

Two men* Two men walking up slowly Everyone walked 
slowly these days 

forty-tlircc foity-four .forty-five .. 

Her heart began to race lv\o men on tlic thiid-floor landing 
Oh God* Please don t let them go into a flat down there Please, 
God * Pie ise make them come up to this floor Please, ( lod ' 1 h ive 
never heard two men come up to the fourth flooi ' Please* Please’ 
fiMy-one fift> two . lit ty- three .. . 

Rachael backed awtiy 
fifty-nme sixty 
The door opened 

Andrei walked in someone behind him 
‘ Wolf’” 

Ml walked in slowl> and took off his eip Rachael pitched for- 
w ird into his arms and ‘ought oil the eonsLiiimg blackness that 
look hold of he' 

h or miiny, m in\ inome^ ^he v^a*' )o tcinfied to look up Was 
this another dre tin * 

No no no dre in She InoK d up lie w is fine Just a 
sCiiron hiseheel* And thensht ailo'* s 1 hersel* ine luxar> of bi cak- 
ing \vide open in e(»n »e ir^ 

R iehael, he wlihpered 1 int all right Pie ise don't cry lam 
all right 

Andrei left tfiem, closing the doir behn d 1 im 

\k\ ar d Svlvi \ it in tnci? riKsm ghost faeed, d»-ained of life 
Neither of them li id spoken a woid h r t*n ti jui s’ icc Wolf had 
left to gt) to Kach icl 

Andrei I nocked soflK t.nd i ntered 
Di Gla/er examined him None of iIk dog bites aie infected 
He 1) be all right ’ 

f he hit of information brought forth i new burst t cr\ mg from 
Sylvia And then the bab> shut ted and Svlvi i picked him up and 
clutched him to her breast and rocked him back and forth, oblivi- 
ous of Alex’*^ word-i of consolation 
Alex nodded to Andrei to k ive S\lvia alone He tiptoed from 
the room, both of them lelreating tr ’us ofliec Alex bega.i berating 
himstir 

“Stop sniveling,'’ Andrei demr dtd “He is a cot ' ^geous boy ” 

“Where is he now 

“Don’t you know 

“ Should I r 

“He IS with his girl ” 
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“His girir* 

“My niece.” 

“Oh, 1 didn’t know ” Alex began berating himself again for 
being such a bad father that his own son would not confide his love 
htc 

“Shut up, Alex, the bov is alive and safe ” 

Alex kept ramhimg * All these eight hori ibk days I said it was 
right to get Wolf out We have bought freedom foi our people 
before Rodel cost us nearly two thousand when they took him to 
the Pawiat Prison, and he isn't even one of ours I he Commun- 
ists didn’t even pay me back for Rodel’s release It was all right, 
buying Wolt out We would have done the same for any of our 
people “ 

“You nt to hear it. I’ll tell you^” Andrei raged ‘ It was not 
all right* You should have left vour son to die bcfoie cid>A ling in 
front of Max K leper man 

Don’t talk like that, Andrei*” 

Andrei snatched him from his chair ind grabbed his I ipels and 
shook him as though he were weightless ‘(jroscl* Beg Max 
Klcpcrman tor merc> ' That three tnousand dollars cnuld havt 
bought guns to storm the Gestapo House and take your son out 
like a dignified human being* * 

Alex fell against him and wept hut Andrei slung him into his 
chair “God damn you, Alex* God damp vou' Open v<)ur god- 
damned precious journal and read to me about the Icwish mas- 
sacres in the So\ let Union ’ ’ 

‘I or God’s sake leave me alone*’’ 

“I want moncN ' I’ve got to buv guns*’ 

“No— never Never, Andrei We keep twents Ihoip indchildien 
alive -not one /lotv for gu is “ 

Alexander Brandel gasped violently for air a. the mom v hirled 
around him He had neveT seen the ang* r of the hiu n m ufio 
glowered over him Corneied and beaten, his ‘^oul cikJ out in- 
stinctively for the lives of the childien 
“I m through ” Andrei hissed 
“Andrei,” Alex cried pathetically 
‘Roast in hell*” 

“Andrei 

The door '^lammed on his plea 

Andrei Androf^ki windercd in \ foe aimk' siv through the 
ghetto streets It v» s done I heTc w i< no turning b lel H \^ill-td 
and walked and w, Iked in a da/e th it shut out the sight of « oipses 
and the pitiful moans of the child beggars oi the brutal clubs of iIk 
J ewish Militia 

And he found himseJf standing in the lobby of his apartment 
house before the bank of mailboxes His hand groped instinctively 
in slot 18, He pulled out two armbands. Two white armbands with 
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blue stars of shame. The kids were still upstairs. Wolf and Rachael. 
He shoved the armbands into the slot and dug around in his pocket 
Two bills. A hundred zlotys each Always when he plunged lower 
and lower one word kept him from reaching the bottom — 
“Gabricia ” Two hundred /lolys Lnough to get hun to the Aryan 
side He needed her desperately 

“I have quit,” Andrei said 
“What are you going to do Gaby asked 
“ r ry to contact the flomc Ainiy I hey 11 give me a command 
The Home Army needs men M- e me They won’t .irgue and quibble 
they’ll fight- -tired ol all this damned arguing — all this dealing with 
Kleperman.” 

Gaby watched him mumble aimicsslv 

“Roman That’s the name of the comm inder of the Home Army 
in the Warsaw district Roman I 11 get to him somehow Vou’Il 
stick with me, Gabs ' ’ 

“You know I will ' 

He put his arms about her w iist and buried his head in her bclJ>, 
and sIh strol* ed h , r \re yOu ertiin 
1 am cerUin -absolun I een mi 

R lehael and Wolf hy Md» r v salt on tne bed, awed bv the 
magmheenee ot their experience 

Wolf was completed e* n ^ted H iJ i» j Ik Id him and petted 
him, and her lips sought hir i again and ae in 

She Iclt seriated from the wondeiinent ol tiiliillment 
It was not url> rjr dilhcult She felt no sh ime when ihev saw 
c leh other for the first time Wolf h id bet.n so eenile and tender 
He knew the iwkwardncs* in her 

Hewashapps She had mide him happs He was tired, but he 
w lilted her to touch him 

Poe»r dc ir W'olf, Rachiel thought He is >o she he cannot say 
words Ik wants to but 1 fsel evei> w )rd he waias to tell me h> the 
way he touches mv breast and kis-^es me and wh^sper^ to me 

It felt good '.o good and I am proud 1 v is able to be 
a woman for hr sake Now ar \th'ng can happen and it won't be 
quite so bad 

I am so sleepy Uncle ^ndrel mir^ be furious 1 hope he 
vvent to see CTabiuh, tn c iiise 1 ni not going to le ivc I’m going to 
snuggle close and sK ep ti^r a Iiltie \ hile, then I’ll w ake him up and 
tiy It again 
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Chapter Twenty-five 


Journal Entry 

No one ha^ sitn \mUei jor ten da\s We assume that In is living 
on the 4nun v/tA ijtit so manv viars oj woikm^ tof^ethir, it is 
difficult to Inluu he /a really t>one l\one oJ us knew till noyi what 
a symbol of security he was It has been a terrible blow to iht mot ale 
here at Mila 19. 

W( now operate ninety soup kitchens and ha\e some twenty 
thousand children undtr the can of Orphans and Si IJ-Iit Ip 

Dr Olazcr nils me we ha\e a new troubli , yenircal disease Be- 
fori the war^ prostitution was ru ver a Jewish social nrol lerri J\ow~ 
adavs I hear more and more of h/k r and dauehti r s, tnanv from fine 
old Or thodox farnilii s, tak me to flu stn t ts 

For a family to i^^et a dauphftr nuurud to a Ji wish rrulitianian /s 
an achiL \ement 

Forniny Thompson luis been evicted from P dand Hi h i\( lost 
a diar friend Howeser, hase bun t xpcctine it for u ione tttru 
Ana (jnnspan has already made a ni h amtact to pass in Amt nr an 
Aid funds Btiuse it or not, a chap nanwd Forth III, who is the 
Si cond secretary at tin. Italian I rnbassy Uthouph hi is a i^oi d 
Fascist he takes exciption to tin Oerman tnatnunt o] tin hws 
Is Ana has mg an affair with him ^ 

AUWNDIk 

Alex as in<'tinctjve about had news The moment I rwn Ko’^ui- 
blum walked inn^ his othee h< Knew someth ng h id gone wiong 
fcrvin paced and wrun« his h tnds 

‘ Out with It 

“My pass to the Aryan side has been revoked “ 

“Has de Monti prote^^tc I ^ ’ 

“Me left for the eastern front four dav ago He doe^n I kn w 
yet “ 

“Confidentially, it is as well you arc insidt the glietto with u< ” 

“But dll the contacts on the Ar>an side 

‘It IS getting more difhcult lor you to stt anyone, and dc 
Monti refused to cooperate You were being w iiehi d everv 
minutt f rvm, Tve been ihml ing You cm lit right iii heie at 
Mild 19 We, nce'd you in Several positions “ 

‘Like for example ^ * 

“Orphans and Self-Help cultural director Nu, don’t shrug and 
make laces The arrangement of debates, concerts, thcatci, cliess 
tournaments becomes more and more important to give the people 
somethuig to think about other than misery. What do you say T' 
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“I say that you are a good friend.” 

“Another thing. The Good Fellowship Cub. I can’t keep up 
with all the material coming in to the journal. 1 have been thinking 
for a long time. Build a secret room m the basement. With you 
putting time in, we could really expand the archives.” 

Ervin shrugged at what he felt was charity. 

“Think It over, iTvm. Let me know.” 

1'hai evening Susan Geller c:mic to Ervin's flat. Since the ghetto, 
they had had little time tor each other. Susan was nearly com- 
pletely niarried to the orphanage and Ervin was on the Aryan ide 
most of the lime. They met about once a w'cek at Good Fellowship 
Club n>'X‘tings, usually too weary to pursue personal pleasures. 
Their unoffici.il engagement seemed destined to go unresolved. 

“Susan!” Momma Roscnblum cried with delight. 

“Hello, Momma Roscnblum.” 

“You heard?” 

“Yes.” 

“So maybe cheer him up a little.” 

1 rsin sat on the edge of his bed, staring glumly at the hole in 
the toe ol his hc"’.o< ... shoe. She s * beside him, creaking the bed. 

“So maybe you’ve come ♦ i pray ovji the corpse,” he said. 

“Shut up. Alex had offered you a responsible position. So, stick 
up your nose Be a marivr.” 

“I am glad you stupixid bv to M»eer iiie up vMth j'our tender 
consolation ” 

“Lrvin, you'll take the lob'^” 

“1 have a choice, m i>lx. 

“Stop kreelil/ing, Alex is verv exciitni about the plan^ for a 
secret room in the basement. You know how important the work 
on the journal is ” 

“All right, all light. I'm bubbling with happines*^ " 

“C onlidentiallv, Frvin, I am fusl as happv that >ou don't go to 
the Ar>an side .ins more. I have been at raid for >ou, even with 
vour faney super-ollicial papers.” 

“1 hat's something. I didn't think you had time to think about 
me ” 

“Ugh, you arc in a mood. Of course I think about you.” 

“I'm sorry.” 

“Frvin,” she said, taking his hand, “on the wav here 1 was giving 
this all a great deal of meditation. We’re not getting any younger 
and God knows I’ll never grow pretty. With conditions as they are 
and so for th and so forth and so forth, perhaps we .should consider 
getting married. In addition lo e fact that already wc should be 
having a little pleasure now and then, there are very practical 
reasons. For example, you’ll be working at Mila 19 most of the 
time. It will be difficult for you to keep up this flat. So, why should 
wc waste space ? If wc are married, Alex will give us our own room 
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on the second floor and you can move Momma in and so forth 
and so forth.** 

He reached over and kissed her on the check. **How can a man 
resist a proposal like that?*’ 


Journal Entry 


Ervin and Susan were nmrried yesterday by Rabbi Solomon. It is 
about time. 


ALEXANDER DRANDEL 


Chapter Twenty-six 


Chris returned to Warsaw from the eastern front to llnd Rosy 
gone, his odice and apartment thoroughly searched and (illcd with 
hidden microphones, and his private hnc to Switzerland un- 
available. 

He dialed Rosy’s number in the ghetto, to learn the phone was 
disconnected; then stormed to the Press Division at the Bristol 
Hotel, where his attempt to sec Horst von Epp was thwarted by a 
minor bureaucrat. 

“1 am sorry, Mr. dc Monti. Herr von Epp is in Berlin for a 
conference.” 

“When will he be back?” 

“I am sorry. I don’t have the information.” 

“Well, where can I roach him in Berlin?” 

“1 am sorry. I don't have that information.” 

A second minor official was equally sorry and uninformative 
about the revoking of Ervin Rosenblum's credentials, and a thud 
minor official was sorry about the suspension of Chris's wire to 
Switzerland. 

“Sorry, Mr. de Monti, Until further instructK)ns you will have 
to file all dispatches here at the Bureau for Censorship.” 

Chris was tired and his head was fuzzy from the long trip hack 
from the front lines. He stifled hi.s irritation, knowing nothing 
could be done until he could put the pieces back in place. A hot 
bath and a tall drink and the things that a man looks forward to 
after living in the mud were in order. 

While he soaked and sipped he decided not to pursue it any 
more until he could gel his mind straight after a night's sleep. 

Chris hid himself at a corner table at Bruhl House to avoid con- 
versation and nibbled his way halfheartedly through a leather- 
tough schnitzel. The room was filled with guttural sounds of talk 
about the eastern front, the voices sharp with confidence. 
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••You are not hungry tonight, Mr. dc Monti 7” the waiter asked 
patronizingly as Chris gave up. •*lt is getting more and more 
dilhcult to put together an eatable menu. They ... get it all.” 

Chris signed the bill and wandered out into the street. Warsaw 
was a gay place these days. The city was filled with German 
troops having their last fling before shipment to the eastern front. 
Although the Polish people were open in their hatred of the enemy, 
there were enough women not annoyed with patriotic considera- 
tions to give the German lads a good time. Brothels reaped a 
fortune, beer and vodka and goldwasser fiowed in the taverns, and 
even the ancient streetwalkers struck an unexpected vein of gold. 

Most of Warsaw’s musicians were Jews. German soldiers and 
their girls slipped into the ghetto to dance and live it up in one of 
the fifty night clubs, mainly operated by the Big Seven, for the 
inuMC on the Aryan side was dreadful. 

Chris walked for several blocks. He was weary and unsettled 
from the shocks of war and hung in limbo by the sudden turn of 
events in Warsaw. 

From the taverns, there was riotous singing from Germans as 
drunk as Poles a. id fi ' vii Poles as d unk as Poles. In order to avoid 
further accosting by the s leetwalkers, he crossed at Pilsudski 
Square and stopped to get hts bearings. 

Back to his car and home ? No. Damned apartment gave him the 
creeps. 

Track down a party? A good bender and maybe a little action 
afterward No. 

Chris looked around, then found himself walking up a footpath 
in the Saxony Gardens, which seemed more delightful with every 
step Ixjcaijsc it put the sounds of Warsaw behind him. It grew 
darker and dimmer as he walked. All he could hear now were 
ocaisional squeals from the bushes by roomless couples consum- 
maiini? their deals. Now and then a self-conscious pair emerged 
from the thickets or dow'n the path, avoiding his eyes. 

Chris walked past the swan lake. So often he had waited there for 
Deborah . . . sitting on the bench . . . waiting for her to appiear. 
That first wonderful instant he would see her . . . That moment 
never changed, never dulled. 

Damned fool, sitting here, Deborah isn't coming up the path — 
there won’t be a tryst. No beautiful Debo/ah to see through the 
velvet curtains. Only a roomful of microphones and hidden eyes. 

Chris was magnetically drawm to the ghetto wall. He crossed 
the Saxony Gardens and wandered along Chlodna Street, which 
divided the big and little ghettos. On both sides of him was the 
wall. The night lights caught the broken glass cemented on the top, 
causing it to sparkle like the sudden glint of a rat’s eyes. 

So dark ... so quiet. It was hard to comprehend that six hundred 
thousand people lay in silence on the other side. All that could be 
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heard was the sound of his own steps, and all that could be seen of 
life was his shadow, which grew longer and longer as the light 
contorted the angle of his movement. 

He stood underneath the bridge. It was covered with barbed 
wire. He had come there many times during the day and stared at 
it, watching the Jews cross from one ghetto to the other over the 
“Polish corridor,” hoping beyond hope he could catch a glimpse 
of Deborah. 

He stood for a half hour. 

What the hell, he thought, and walked aw^ay quickly. 

From the corner of his eye he detected movement in an indenta- 
tion in the wall ahead of him. Quickly two men stepped out and 
blocked his path. Chris stopped and looked over his slv.ulder. T w'o 
more men were behind him. He could not distinguish their faces, 
but the bulky cut of their clothing and leather workers’ caps and 
their size intimated that they were thugs. 

“Waiting for somebody under the bridge, Jew boyV” a voice 
came from one of the figures. 

Hoodlums out Jew' hunting. Big sport, these days. Good source 
of income. What to do? Show his papers and pass through? 

“Come on, Jew boy. Two hundred zlotys or you’ll take a walk to 
Gestapo House.” 

Chris’s blood boiled, “Go to hell,” he snapped, and walked 
straight at the pair ahead of him. 

One from behind hooked his arm and turned him around. Chris 
drove his fist into the figure’s mouth and the man foil backward, hit 
the curb, and landed on llie flat of his back. 

Damn! Damn my temper! 

Two leaped on him, and while he stniggled to free himself the 
third brought a blackjack to the side of his check. 

A surge of raw strength threw the men from him. As he shook 
himself free, the first one got up and caught him in the eye w ith 
a hamlike fist, and for an instant Chris was blinded, f le reeled, then 
stopped abruptly as his back hit the ghetto wall. 

Chris grunted as the blackjack found il.s mark again He sank to 
his hands and knees and wobbled on all fours and the ground spun 
around him. 

“Get up, Jew boy!” 

Chris looked up. They hovered over him. One with the black- 
jack, another with a jagged broken bottle. Another, bloody- 
mouthed from his blow. He could not see the fourth man. 

His head cleared and the ground steadied. Chris lurched up, 
ramming his shoulder into the one with the glass bottle to crack 
out of the ring. With the air suddenly smacked from his lungs, the 
hoodlum fell and sat on the ground, gasping. 

And then Chris sank under a rain of fists and boots. He was 
jerked to his feet and propped against the wall, his arms spread- 
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eagled as in the position of a crucifixion. The leader couJd not resist 
one ]«ist smash into the stomach of his helpless victim A light was 
held to Chris’s face. His dark Italian features were studied. “He’s 
a Jew, all right ” 

Chris’s head rolled up and his eyes opened and he snarled The 
leader pressed the jagged glass close to his eye, so he da^ed not 
move 

C hns brought his knee up into the man’s groin and the man 
shriel-ed and staggered back, then came forward, enraged and 
intent on cutting up his lace 

“Wait He lights too good to he a Jew. We had better make sure 
he IS ’’ 

“Wh«il’s the difference now'^ Just take his money ” 

“}Iol> Mother’ 1 ool' at these paptis' He isn’t a Jew.” 

“I ct s get out ol here *’ 

loot tops f,icl(d thcv re Kone 

C 111 IS slipped down to the ground, ’^lood>, and pawed around to 
pull himself up 

Someone stood ov» r him He man mod to hold his head up 
f nouuh to SCI tl w 1 i L-» ( 1 a ti ight jcd middle-aged couple. 

’ Help me 

‘ Don’t toueli him, Poppa < an t vou see ht'^ a Icw'^ He jumped 
ovu the wall L> i\e lease hclore the guard eomes.” 


C hapti t ] nf\ st u n 


A uvil* pi sed helofe Horst >n I pp returned to \\arsav\ He 
entire lithe nol> < ros' ^ haieh >pott d( Ive K nei ig in the lirst 
rov^ md I nell htside him 

< lood 1 ord, Hois! s lul what happened to sou 
‘ I w IS mistal'en for a Jew 
“Hail mislal'e these davs ’ 

ou should ha\e seen me a week ago ’’ 

“I thought we'd better meet out ol the < lhee\'’ Ho* si saul, nod- 
ding in the direetion of iIk little hlae^ box on the altar eontaining 
Chopin s heart I el lal'e a w ill^ That ‘•'ov nii> h i\e a micre>- 
phone hidden in it M itteT ol t*Kt I bit into u mieiopnone planted 
in m\ hiudlast bun this mornu).l 

IhcN shaded then e\LS fr«>m the sun CIvis put on d irl* elasse'sto 
covei the bruises, and lhe\ sir ’led down New 'Norld Sliecl. 
Aeioss the street a pair ol men began to lollow them, and Non 
f pp's ear dr itted alongside at a crawl I ovclv svstem." \ on I pp 
Said “ 1 his wav no one knows c\aetl> who is watching who How 
did you find the Russian Iront 
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‘'Nothing but victory for the Fatherland. Trouble is. I’m having a 
time getting my dispatches through about your glorious achieve- 
ments.” 

’’Sorry about that. Your line to Switzerland was restored this 
morning. Bloody blockheads. I knew the moment 1 left Warsaw 
there would be a panic.” 

“Restoring Rosenblum to me too?” 

They crossed the street. 

“Your silence is deafening, Horst,” Chris pressed. 

“Be reasonable.” 

“He’s like my right arm.” 

“I told you 1 didn’t know how long I’d be able to keep him out of 
the ghetto.” 

They walked in quiet unison for the rest of the block, then 
stopped at the junction where Jerusalem Boulevard turned into the 
Third of May Boulevard. A screaming set of sirens froze all move- 
ment. A pair of motorcycles followed by a command car followed 
by a convoy of a hundred trucks filled with fresh soldiers poured 
past them. From two or three of the trucks they were able to catch a 
note or two of a marching song. The convoy swept toward the 
newly reconstructed bridge to Praga. 

Meat for the eastern front, Chris thought. The blitzkrieg had 
swept over the steppes. The fantastic military machine was slicing 
up the vastness of Russia from the Black Sea to the gates of Mos- 
cow. Horst and Chris drifted in the wake of the convoy to the 
bridge, and they stopped in the middle and leaned on the rail. 

“&hreiker called me in and questioned me about Rosenblum. 
They were all on me about him. For both of your welfares it is 
better this way. It is impossible to have him out of the ghetto with- 
out casting All sorts of suspicion on you. Obviously he’s mixed up 
in some sort of contacts around Warsaw and probably two sieps 
ahead of being hauled into Gestapo House. Now don’t press me on 
this matter, Chris,” 

Von Epp was nght. Rosenblum was in thick as a aiurier. The 
Germans would be fools to allow him to continue to run loose. 

“If you need another man, for Christ sake, find yourself a nice 
untainted Aryan.” 

Chris nodded. The Vistula River was filled with barges bearing 
the tools of war for transfer to the eastern front. 

“Any of all this bother you, Horst ?” 

“Everyone knows the Jews started the war,” Horst recited from 
the principal do^a. 

“ I saw a few things out there behind your lines that may be pretty 
hard to explain.” 

“Believe me, Goebbels will find explanations. And the rest of us ? 
Hell, we’ll all shrug with blue-eyed innocence and say, ’Orders 
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were orders— what could we do?* Thank God the world is blessed 
with short memories *' 

“Where does it end?” 

“End*^ We can’t stop until wc either own it all or gel blown up 
into d billion pieces Besides, don’t be too hard on us Conquerors 
have never won prizes for benevolence We are no worse than a 
dozen other empires when they ran the show.” 

“Docs this make it right 

“My dear Chris, right is the exclusive property of the winning 
side The loser IS always wrong Now, if I were you, I’d string along 
with us for awhile because the way things are going we may be 
Rome, Babylon, Genghis Khan, and the Ottomans combined for 
many hundred years ” 

“Christ, what a prospect ” 

Horst laughed and slapped Chn^ on the back vigorously. 
“Trouble with you, you bastard, vou ve been out on the front look- 
ini» at the seamy side of things Warsaw is the warriors’ reward 
Unbend a little How about a private party tonight You, me — a 
pan of ladies Hildic Solna said you were rather nice to her last 
time out ” 

“Once in a w hile my chcr i cals get out of balance Hildie restores 
them Usually when I’m tailing oil a drunk ” 

“Tell you what To hell with Hildie Tonight I’m lending you 
number one from mv private steel I ighlccn, built like a npe 
peach And where this d.ar girl picked up so many tricks in her 
short life -fantastically beautiful muscle control, and she does a 
thing of nibbing on baby oil ’’ 

A roarinc truck blotted out further dissertation on the orgy 

Chris again became entranci,d by the iivcr barges Horst von 
bpp was correct * Richt” vv is the winning side He sure was with 
the winner I ivc nundred ycirs of Germanv ^ Cou’rl be The trip 
to the eastern front was the clincher No miller how dark things 
had been in Spain, in Poland he always felt that the pendulum 
would swing back the other w i> But would it'^ A breakthrough 
in 1- gvpl would put Rommel on an unstoppable path to India 
Moscow was digging in for a siege The frantic preparations m 
America too little, too late He had seen the Germin power un- 
leash a fury that mide the conquest of Polana look like child's 
play Kiev, a half million Russian soldiers trapped What could 
stop them ^ 

Chris looUd it Von I pp, wh(» w i' cniosing a cigarette Orders 
are orders A wall of indillcience built around him that shut out a 
struggle of good and evil 

And then" the thoughts of the massacre outside Kiev scared 
into his mind Chris had to make his move Make it soon Now . . 
now . . . 

And Horst von Epp was his only chance. 

237 



Do it, Chris prodded himself, do it — ^tomorrow may be too late, 
want to go into the ghetto,’* Chris said quickly, fearing his 
o>^n courage. 

“Come now, Chris,” Von Epp said, concealing his delight. “It 
will put us both in a bad light.” All of Horst von Epp’s patience was 
beginning to pay olT now. Chris had held a card up his sleeve fi om 
the beginning. His desire to stay in Warsaw at any cost. His reluc- 
tance to join the parties after a reputation as a lothano in other 
places at other times. Cliris wanted something. Von Epp knew that 
from the start. Now the card was being played with caution. 

“I’ve got to see Rosenblum and clean up a lot of odds and ends.” 

“If you insist on this . . 

“I insist.” 

Von Epp threw up his hands in “defeat.” “All nght.” He glanced 
at his watch. Enough for one day, he thought. He looked lor his 
car, which had trailed them and parked at the foot ot the bi idge. 
“Can 1 drive you into town?” 

“I’ll walk ril see you later.” 

“Try to change your mind about going into the ghetto.” Horst 
turned briskly as he started for his car. 

“Horst!” 

The German turned to see Chris walking grimly toward him, on 
the brink of a terrible decision 

“Suppose I want to get someone out of the glietto?” 

“Rosenblum?” 

“No.” 

“A woman ?” 

“And her children.” 

“Who?” 

“My grandmother.” 

Horst von Epp smiled. Christopher de Monti had played his 
card. Every man had his price. Von Epp always found it W ith 
most, petty bribes , . . favors. That was for petty people Christo- 
pher dc Monti? Tough, An idealist in the throes of conflict. 
Blackmail often worked. Almost everyone had dirty tracks they 
tried to cover. Von Epp found them too. 

No matter how tough, how idealistic, how clean, every man had 
his price. Every man had his blind spot. 

“How important is this?” Horst asked. 

“Everything,” Chris whispered, culminating the decision, put- 
ting himself at the mercy of the German. 

“It can be done, I suppose.” 

“How?” 

“She can sign papers that she isn’t Jewish. We have handy form 
letters for all occasions, as you know. Marry her, adopt the 
children. A ten-nunute detail. Then send her into Switzerland as the 
wife of an Italian citizen.” 
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“When can I pick up my pass for the ghetto?” 
“After we settle on the price.” 

“Like Faust ? My soul to the devil?” 

“That’s right, Chris. U will be steep.” 


Chapter T\^enty-eight 


Andrei waited for two rcstle^^s, mood-filled weeks before he 
could cyrncr the man known to him as Roman, the Warsaw com- 
mander of the fledgling underground Home Army. 

Time and again Andrei had to stifle his desire to go back into 
the ghetto with his friends He drank heavily in the evenings, and 
when his mind became fuzzed he was tilled with remorse He had 
been intoleiant of Alexander BrandePs struggle He had acted 
wrongly to fi lends who believed in him 

He thought about evervthing since the war had come. Bull- 
headed ang. j I 1 naps he wd< no good tor a command again. 
There was a time when h had settled down and moved about 
Pol.ind on mission after mission He had pieced together a secret 
press lie had acted with a cool head and a quick mind. 

But alwdvs, anger surged Reb< Ilion against tyranny He was 
ovci powered bv this drnc to tnrow of! his containment and fight. 

And Ciabv He was remorseful about her too What kind of life 
hiid he given her'^ He had talen her from a world in which she 
thrived and placed demands upon her givmg little or nothing in 
n turn When the command in the Home Army comes, maybe I 
will cot awa\ from Warsaw Then perhaps she can forget about me 
slowly and find the thread ol a decent life 

At long last the word came back through super<autious net- 
works of information that Roman would sec him Tt was with an 
immense feeling of relief that he followed out the instructions A 
contact in Praga A blindfolded ride back over the river Two 
dozen false turns to throw off his sense of direction Men whisper- 
ing, leading him up a dirt path A door, a room. >Miere was he? 
He did not know exactly 

“You may take off the blindfold,” a high tenor voice said m 
immaculate Polish 

Andrei adjusted his escs to the sh idow's of the room They were 
in a kimc shed Crude curtains shutting out light. A kerosene 
lantern on a shelf A cot \ tew ^^arden tools 
Roman's face came across the flicker ol light. He had seen the 
prototype of Roman a thousand times in a thousand places. Tall, 
ferect, blond, high forehead, curly hair. He wore the unmaskable 
glower of perpetual arrogance of a Polish nobleman. It was the 
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sneer of a Ulany colonel, the innuendo of superiority, the thin 
mocking lips. Andrei could almost tell Roman's story. The son of a 
count. Landed gentry. Misused wealth. Medieval mentality. 
Roman most likely lived in the South of France before the war. He 
cared damn little about Poland except to bleed his estate dry with 
the blood of legalized serfdom. He saw damned little of Poland 
except during the social season. 

Andrei's estimation was deadly accurate. Like many of his ilk, 
Roman had become suddenly smitten with latent Polish “national- 
ism” after the mvasion. He joined the government in exile in Lon- 
don because it was the fashionable thing to do. London was 
jammed with Poles who gathered to hear Chopin and recite poetry 
and live memories of Warsaw in the “good old days.” 

He parachuted into Poland to work with the Home Army, a play 
of immature romanticism. Despite the guise of workman's cloth- 
ing, Roman's frailties shone like a beacon. “You are persistent, 
Jan Kowal,” Roman said to Andrei. 

“Only as persistent as you are evasive,” Andrei answered. 

“Cigarette?” American, of course. He'd rough it later with the 
local product. No use carrying nationalism to extremes. 

“1 don’t smoke.” 

Roman did. With a long cigarette holder. 

“You're Androfski, aren’t you?” 

“That’s ri^l,” 

“1 remember seeing you in Berlin m the Olympics.” 

Andrei began to have that uneasy feeling he had had a thousand 
times in the presence of the Romans. He could read the thoughts 
hidden behind Roman’s eyes. 

. . . Jew boy. We had Jewish families on our estate. Two of them. 
One was the village tailor. Had a little Jew son with carlocks. I beat 
the hell ouf of him with my horsewhip. He wouldn’t light— only 
pray. The other Jew . . . ^ain merchant. Thief. Cheat. Always had 
my father indebted to him. The inbred haired of centuries could 
not be belied by Roman’s small, tight smile. 

“I am afraid,” Roman said, “that our position is such that you 
cannot expect too much co-operation from us at the present lime. 
Perhaps later, as we are belter organized . . .” 

“You mistake my mission,” Andrei said. “I represent only 
myself. I wish to place myself at the service of the Home Army. A 
fitting command, preferred.” 

“Oh, I see. That puts a different light on everything.” Roman’s 
slim elegant fingers caressed the long cigarette holder. “The Home 
Army does not work under conditions of a peacetime military 
force, naturally. All our people are volunteers. The maintenance 
of discipline cannot be as simple as a day in the guardhouse or the 
loss of pay. Discipline is life and death.” 

“1 don’t understand what you are trying to say.” 
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^'Merely this. We wish to avoid in advance the creation of un- 
necessary problems.** 

“Such as?*’ 

“Well, we don’t solicit your services. It may be impossible to ^ 
our men to respond to your leadership. And . . . you might feel 
rather uncomfortable with us.’* 

“No room for Jews!” 

“As a matter of fact, yes.’* 

“Your army represents the government of Poland. Thirty 
thousand Jewish soldiers died in Polish uniform during the inva- 
sion.” Andrei stopped. He knew his arguments were falling on deaf 
ears. Rotnan’s eyes now said, “If it weren’t for the Jews we would 
not be in this situation.’* Oh, they’d have a few Jews all right, 
Andrei knew. A nice quota system like all the quota systems he’d 
lived with all his life. 

“I'll make you a counteroffer. I know my way in and out of all 
sixteen ghettos. Let me organize my own unit of the Home Army.*’ 

Roman turned his back on Andrei. “My dear — er— Jan Kowal. 
That would only increase the friction. Can’t vou see?” 

*‘It is disgusting,’* Gabrieui snapped. 

“No, 1 .should have known.’’ 

“What now?” 

“There is no turning back 1 am leaving in the morning for 
Lublin.” Gaby's face became Uiawn. Sooner or later Andrei would 
reach a fearful conclusion. “The Bathyrans there have a good col- 
lection of foreign passports and visas. For old times’ sake they 
will give me one and enough money to travel. I’ll pick up the 
underground railway. We have sent a number ot people out of the 
country that way. Goes into Germany to Stettin. From Stettin it 
will be a relatively easy matter to make a deal for a boat to Sweden. 
From Sweden I’ll get to England, then join the Free Polish Forces. 
If they refuse me a command, I'll join the British army.” 

Gabriela listened to every word with mounting fear. Andrei 
slopped his pacing. “Someone in this world must lei me 

She nodded. She knew. There would never be peace for him 
again until he was able to strike back. 

“What about us?” she whispered. 

“Go to Krakow to the Americans. Thon*pson is gone, but you 
still have friends there. They will get you out. We will meet in Eng- 
land, Gaby.” 

She bit her finger and brushed the hair back over her shoulder 
nervously. “1 don't want to be parted from you.’’ 

“We can’t travel together.” 

“I’m afraid of it all, Andrei.” 

‘There is no choice.” 

“Andrei, it is such a wDd scheme. So many, many things could 
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go wrong. If you leave tomorrow and I never see you again 

He put his hand over her mouth gently, then wrapped his arms 
around her m his wonderful way, which he had not done for a 
very, very long time. “And when we meet in England, do you know 
the first thing we will do ?*' 

“No.” 

“Get married, of course, woman!” 

“Andrei, I’m so afraid.” 

“Shhh.” He petted her hair and rubbed the back of her neck and 
she purred and snuled weakly. “1 must go into the ghetto. There are 
a few thuigs in my flat. Nothmg of value but sentimental. 1 should 
like Rachael and Stephan and Deborah to have them.” 

He broke from her and put on his cap. “Strange ... 1 wanted so 
badly to see Stephan have his bar initzvah. Well — no matter now.” 

“Hurry back, darling. . . 

The return to the ghetto after his absence was shocking. In the 
few weeks he had been away the situation had collapsed with fear- 
ful speed. With wmter corrung on, the sight of corpses in the streets 
was commonplace and the smell of death, the low moan of misery, 
and the tautness of expectant doom cast a pall of gray in the mid- 
day sun. 

Andrei shoved his hand into the mail slot in the hope that Ra- 
chael’s and Wolf’s armbands would be there He might be able to 
speak to them ... say a few words . . . 

The flat was as he had left it. He looked about. The library. 
Some to Wolf, some to Stephan to read later— if there would be a 
later. The trinkets which once had been shined to a dazzling polish 
and adorned his uniform were tarnished. He threw them with his 
medals into a box. Stephan would want these. 

The records and the player for Rachael. 

What else was there? Very little. A Zionist organizer had no 
time for the accumulation of personal wealth It was a shame that 
there were so few bits of tangible evidence of what this shabby 
room had meant. There had l^n much happiness heie once. 

The photograph album. The brown oval-framed pictures of 
Momma and Poppa. The pictures of his own bar mitzvah. 
Deborah would want these. 

Should he see Alex? Rosy? Susan Geller*^ He heard Rosy and 
Susan were married. He really should. Hell, saying good-by is a 
rotten business. Just skip it. This was no bon voyage. 

He sat at the table and wrote a note, which he was certain that 
Rachael and Wolf would receive, dividing his things and saying 
farewell. 

He blotted and folded it. 

The door creaked open and closed. Simon Eden was in the room 
with him. 

“Bad news travels fast,” Andrei said. 
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‘*We have had a twenty-four-hour watch here. We hoped you*d 
come back.** 

Andrei didn’t want to get into a discussion with Simon. He 
wanted nothing to sway his mind, throw him into turmoil, chal- 
lenge his loyalty, play on his sympathy. He had made his decision. 

“I’ve spent my life arguing,” Andrei said quickly. “I don’t want 
one now.” 

Simon Eden was acquainted with the reality of Andrei’s words. 
Two Jews in a room will give you three opinions. His life had been 
an endless debate. Minute interpretations. Interpretations of inter- 
pretations. The kinds of Zionism, the variations of Judaism. Every 
man aq eminent literary and musical critic. Every man having the 
personal answer to every problem. Debate . . . talk, talk, talk, talk. 

“I didn’t come to argue. Just to ask you what you are going to do. 
My people on the Aryan side tell me you made a contact with 
Roman. Did he give you a commission in the Home Army?” 

“They don’t want anyone but tenth-generation red-blooded 
Polish Catholics.” 

“I could have told you that. Jews in the ranks of the partisansare 
getting murdcrH i\ ^ ’heir boots and guns. And I could have told 
you the HoniC Aimy won 't back Jewish units. Going to make a run 
for It?” 

“1 think so.” 

“Strange damn thing about us. Andrei. We are a race of indivi- 
duals like none other. W^. ar savage about our right to seek truth 
as individuals. We are ridiculous sometimes at the numbers of 
answers we have to the same problem or how we can confuse a 
simple issue with conversation.” 

“It was the lack of unity that lost us Jerusalem in ancient 
timc.s.” Andrei said, “It is the same damned thing that will destroy 
us here,” 

Their talk was without anger. Simon was one who was always 
held in esteem by Andrei for his strength and for his unique ability 
to hold together a dozen factions of Jews engaged in ideological 
differences. “You say individualism is a weakness. I agree that it 
has been, at times. At the same time, it is also our greatest source of 
strength. The constant .search for truth by a sin Jc man has been 
the key to survival.” 

“Don’t trick me, Simon. I said I did not want to argue. Now 
you are trapping me into an argument on my right to argue.” 

“Can I say that you have expected too much?” 

“1 ? All I’ve ever wanted to do is ” 

“1 know damned well what you’ve wanted to do. Did it ever 
occur to you that wc don’t have six hundred thousand Andrei 
Androfskis in the ghetto‘s They are just ordinary people clinging 
to a thread of life. They cling to a magic Kennkarte which allows 
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them to work in slave labor. Some even sell their daughters* bodies 

— they beg and plead ** 

“Without leaders!’* Andrei snapped. 

“Do you forget that this country was trampled and its leaders 
killed*^ Do you dare say Alexander Brandel is not a leader? And 
Dave Zemba? Do you think hmanuel Goldman was not a leader? 
Are you ashamed of the courage of Wolf Brandel ? Andrei, Alex 
hears nothing and sees nothing but the cry of hungry children. His 
only dogma is to put food into theu: bellies. And da^ you, he has 
fought a hell of a war in his own way.” 

Andrei shoved out of the chair. “TTianks for the lecture.” 
Simon grabbed his arm. “Hear me out for one more minute ” 
Andrei pulled his arm free. Simon was not begging or plcadip.g 
He had too much respect to slough Simon off. 

“Go on.” 

“You have begged to die stupidly, irrationally, unheard, in vain. 
No underground army will form until the people want one. We’re 
coming to the end of 1941, and in 1942 the people will want an 
army. Tliey hear about the mass^icres in the east and they see the 
death rate climb to a hundred a day in the ghetto and they arc not so 
afraid of reprisal any more and not so certain that Brandel has the 
answer for survival. Andrei, every idea, every man’s thinking is 
good or bad because it comes at the correct time. It was not the 
correct time for a fighting force before. Now it is bcLoming the 
correct time. People arc thinking about it more They arc talking 
about it. They are starting to plot. To think in terms nt guns.” 

Andrei slipped back into the chair Simon hovered over him, 
burning his arguments home with intensity 
“So much has been lost,” Andrei whispered “So much to do.” 
“Recontact Roman ” 

“That bastard.” 

“Never mind your personal feelings. Press him for arms ” 
“Hell, you’re crazy, Simon. It’s too late. The flome Army will 
give us nothing but evasions. Piotr Warsinski has a gang ol ghouls, 
and the Gestapo has a thousand informers Our contacts on the 
Aryan side are flimsy. Tliere is no real unity. We have no source for 
arms ” 

“Did you ask for victory or the right to fight 
“Are you with me now, Simon Arc you really with mc'^” 
Simon dug into his pocket and pulled out a fat wad of bills. 
Hundred-zloty notes. “Buy guns,” he said. 

From the moment that Gabricla heard the lightness in his steps, 
she knew that something wonderful had happened. He flung open 
the door, his face beaming, and he threw the money on the table 
and picked her up and whirled her around and around. 

For the first time since the war Andrei seemed at peace. There 
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was much to do and his own people would be battling him all the 
way, but, by God, they were thinking his way. They knew, in some 
degree, that they had to find means to defend themselves. 

Too little . . . too late ... it did not seem to matter. 


Chapter Twenty-nine 


Chris parked his car opposite the ghetto gate facing the Square 
of the Iron Gates. An unshaven Polish Blue policeman picked his 
teeth with his little fingernail as he examined Chris’s pass and 
waved the barrier up. 

A few steps inside the wall Chris was challenged by a pair of 
huskies in long gray coats and ninror-polishcd boots of the Jewish 
Militia. 

Chris oriented himself quickly. He knew from Rosy where 
Deborah was most likely to be. His best chance to sec her alone 
would be at the :ip' u.nage on Nh’ a Street. The ghetto was filled 
with spies and informers, t he felt that Horst von Epp was both 
too clever and sophisticated to use the crude tactics of having him 
tailed. Horst had Chris boxed in. anyhow. If he were to force his 
luck, the German risked scaring h»s prey to cover. 

Chris walked along the wa.i l^yond which the “Polish corridor” 
split the big and little ghettos. The streets were sticky with unswept 
dirt, and the pungent odors of tilth filled his nostrils. 

He approached the bridge which ran over the “Polish corridor” 
to the big ghetto. He stopped. There! On the foot of the bridge 
steps. The corpse of an emaciated woman. Enormous ghastly 
circles formed on the skin pulled taut by protruding bones. Chris 
backed away. He had seen corpses on the eastern front by the 
hundreds — he remembered the massacre — but . . . here . . . dead of 
starvation. It was different. Foot traffic moved around the dead 
woman with no one paying the lca.st attention. 

Chris edged up the steps to the top of the bridge. He was im- 
pri.soned in barbed wire. He looked down into the “Polish corri- 
dor.” He had stood down there on the street so many times, look- 
ing up to where he now stood, hoping for a look at Deborah He 
had been caught down there and beaten. He continued quickly 
over the bridge and down the steps into the big ghetto. 

High barbed-wire walls surrounding Dr. Franz Koenig’s uni- 
form factory greeted him. Slow n'ovemcnt on the other side of the 
wire by half-starved slave laborers. Brisk, arrogant movement 
along the guard posts by the Jewish Militia. 

• E".ach step now made him catch a vignette of squalor, of pain. 
Each step churned his queasy belly close to a vomit. A lice-riddled 
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rag^ remnant of what had once been a human being lay in front 
of him. 

Thcmosaicof misery, the montage of horror became blurred. He 
was walking on a small square. 

“Armbands! Buy armbands!” 

“Books for sale. Twenty zlotys a dozen.” Spinoza for a penny, 
Talmud for a dime. A lifetime collection of wisdom. Buy it in gross 
lots for kindling . . . keep my family alive one more day. 

“Mattress for sale! Guaranteed lice-free!” 

Two children blocked Chris’s way. Warped, inhuman. “Mister, 
a zloty!” one whined. The second, a smaller brother or sister too 
weak to cry for food. Only the lips trembled. 

“Do you want a lady’s company? Nice virgin girl from a good 
Hassidic family. Only a hundred zlotys.” 

“My son’s violin. Imported from Austria before the war . . . 
Please, a beautiful instrument.” 

“Mister, how much for my wedding ring? Solid gold.” 

A long line of scraggly, ragged humanity getting a dole of watery 
broth at a soup kitchen. The line pressed forward, stepping wearily 
over a corpse of one who had died cn route to the soup. 

An old man collapses in the gutter with hunger. No one looks. 

A child sits propped up against a wall, covered with sores and 
lice bites and burning with fever, moaning pitifully. No one look.s. 

Loudspeakers boom. ^^Achtung! Ail Jews in Group Fourteen 
will report tomorrow to the Jewish Civil Authority at 0800 
promptly for deportation for volunteer labor. Failure to report for 
volunteer labor is punishable by death.” 

The ‘ kings” from the Big Seven with flour and mciit and vege- 
tables make their barters quietly, in whispers against the walls, in 
the alcoves, in the courtyards. 

A Nazi sergeant from Sieghold Stutze’s Rcinhard Corps stands 
in the middle of Zamenhof Street. Bike nkshas, the basic mode of 
transportation, swirl around him. Each nksha comes to a halt 
before the “master” and doffs his cap and bows. 

Qang! Clang! The bulging red and yellow street car with the 
big Star of David on its front and sides. 

Jews, Lsten! Green ration stamps arc hereby ruled 

invalid.” 

Another corpse . . . another . . . another. 

Billboards filled with directives, by order of the Jewish ^tvil 
AUTHORITY the building at Gensia 33 is declared contaminated. 

Walls hold tom corners of posters and publications of the under- 
ground press ripped down by the Jewish Militia. 

The Jewish Militia. Fat and brutal, heating a herd of hapless 
girls with their clubs as they push them north to their destination 
in the Brushmaker’s factory. 

Chris doubled over in the seat before the desk in Susan Gellcr’s 
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office at the orphanage. His face was chalky, his stomach churning, 
ready to rebel at one more sight, one more smell. 

Susan closed the door and stood over him. He stumbled to his 
feet. 

“I’m sorry I couldn’t get here sooner,” Chns said, “i got back 
from the front and ran into a pile of trouble. You kno\\ it’s very 
difficult for me to get in here.” 

Susan was immobile, wordless. 

“1 tried to get Rosy back.” 

“I’m sure you did everything you could,” she said coldly. “It is 
just as well lor him to be in the glictto With Ervin’s Jewish nose, 
the hoodlums would always attack him, even with his fancy im- 
munity papers.” 

“Where is he, Susan?” 

“We live at Mila 19 with the others ” 

Cliris grunted. “Lord, I didn’t even bring you a wedding 
present.” 

“It isn't necessary ” 

“Susan, IS there anything I can do Anything you want or need T 

She walked ♦ > il ^ gl iss door Inch overlooked a sea of cots 
jammed together holding hundred lyphus-riddlcd children. Do? 
‘ Suiely that must be the understatement ol all time.” 

Her coldness reached him “Susan, what have 1 done?” 

“Nothing, Chris There is one thing vou can do It will be a very 
fine wedding present for me and Ervin You know what kind of 
work Ervin does I beg you not to betra> him to the Germans.” 

* I am sorry that you feel it necessary to say that to me.” 

Susan turned on him “Please, Mr de Monti No lectures about 
honor and humanity.” 

“Rosy IS my tnend ” 

“Horst von Epp is also vour friend ” 

Chris sank into the chair, shattered. 

“I am sorry lor the unpleasantnes, Chris Tliese are unpleasant 
times. When a person is tr>ing to sursiNc he is apt to be rude to an 
old friend Now, if you’ll lei me go back to work . .” 

“I want to see Deborah Bronski.” 

“She isn’t here.” 

“She is here ” 

“She doesn’t want to sec >ou ” 

“She IS going to have to ” 

“I’ll give her your message ” 

“Susan, before you go , . . You’ve been close friends for many 
years ” 

“Wc were the only two Jewesses allowed to stuoy in a class of 
fifty nurses We clung together for self-preservation.” 

“Do you know about — ” 

“Ervin is my husband He confides in me.” 
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have a chanoe to get her and her chOdren out of Poland.** 

Susan Geller turned from the door. Her homely face was clearly 
puzzled. There were many things she did not like about Christo- 
pher de Monti. There was something about him that reminded her 
of a Polish nobleman despite his loyalty to Ervin. The one thing 
she had no doubt about was his love for Deborah Bronski. 

‘*Can you influence her?'* 

*T don’t know,** Susan answered. **Strange things happen to 
people under this pressure. Most people will do anything to sur- 
vive. Many completely lose their souls, their sense of morality is 
shattered, they turn to weak masses of jelly. A very few seem to 
find sources of unbelievable strength. Deborah has b^ome a single 
symbol of humanity to many dozens of children. I would say that a 
lesser woman would grab the chance to flee. . . .** 

“Tell her that I am waiting,** Chris said. 

It took all the restraint he owned to contain the overpowering 
drive to sweep Deborah into his arms. She was thin, and the signs 
of weariness were in her face. But she was more beautiful than he 
remembered. Her eyes spoke a compassion that one can gain only 
through suffering. They stood before each other with lowered 
heads. 

*T have never stopped hungering for you for a minute in all these 
months,” Chris blurted. 

“This is hardly the time or the place for a balcony scene,” she 
answered stiffly. “I only agreed to see you to avoid an embarrassing 
argument.” 

“All of this great pity you give. Is there none for me 7 Is there no 
word of consolation for the hours I’ve stood beneath the bridge 
praying to get a glimpse of you? Is there no iota of sympathy tor 
all ^ose nights I’ve drunk myself into a stupor from loneliness?” 

The hardness flowed out of her. She had been cruel. She sat 
down and folded her hands in her lap, and they rested like a Mona 
Lisa’s. 

“Listen to me without haste or anger,” Chris pleaded. “I cm 
get you and the children safely out of Poland.” 

rieborah blinked her eyes and frowned as though she really did 
not comprehend what he was saying. She stole a glance at hun. 

“Do you understand what I am saying?” 

“There’s so much work here. Every day we lose two or three or 
four of our babies.” 

“Deborah, your own people encourage escape. It is no sin. You 
owe the gift of life to your children.” 

She became confused; she tned to piece together a line of logic. 
“My children are strong. We will fight this out as a family. Rachael 
and I have work . . .” 

He knelt before her. “Listen to me. I was at the capture of Kiev. 
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Within a week after the German army entered. Special Action 
Kommandos rounded up nearly thirty-five thousand Jews. They 
were dragged out of basements and closets and bams. The Ukrain- 
ians helped hound them down for an extra ration of meat. Then 
they were marched to a suburb called Babi-Yar— Grandmother’s 
Pits. A thousand at a time they were stripped naked — men, 
women, children. They were lined up at the edge of the pits and 
shot in the back. Then bayoneted, then covered with lime — then 
another thousand were marched in. Tliirty-three thousand in three 
days, and the Ukrainians cheered every time the guns went off. An 
insanity has taken over the Germans.’* 

Deborah was glassy-eyed with disbelief. 

“1 saw It with my own eyes!” 

“Paul will keep us alive.” 

“Paul has brought you to this. He has dishonored himself and 
sold himself to them so completely, they will never let him out 
alive.” 

“Paul has only done this for us!” 

“You don’t believe that yourself. He has done it for Paul. Now, 
listen. You’re h*u\ ril have you picked up and forced out 
beyond your choice befor-' I’d let you die.” 

“You’ll never touch me again.” 

Chris nodded and stood. “1 know that,” he said weakly. “I have 
already resigned myself to the fact that I will never see you. I know 
that there can never be a life lor us it Paul is left here. That doesn’t 
matter to me— all I want is for you to hvc.” 

“I can’t leave him,” Deborah said 

“Ask him! I think he will let you and your son and daughter die 
before he faces this alone here.” 

“Thai's not true.” 

“A.sk him !” 

Deborah tried to push her way to the door, but Chris grabbed 
her arms with a vise-like grip. She started a useless resistance. Then 
she stiffened. 

“I'll haunt you, Deborah. Every day and everv' night I'm w'aitmg 
beyond the wall.” 

“Let me go!” 

“Haven’t wc been punished enough Do you want the death of 
your children as part of the penance loo ‘i *' 

“Please, Chris,” she begged. 

“Tell me you don’t love men and you’re free of me.” 

Deborah leaned against him and put her head on his chest and 
sobbed softly, and his strong arms folded about her gently. “That 
is my greatest sin.” she cried, “still loving you.” 

■ Chris’s arms were empty. He watched her disappear among the 
cots in the ward. 
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Paul dozed in the overstufted chair. She was sick with worry 
about him since the Germans closed the Civil Authority and moved 
their headquarters to the big ghetto at Zamenhof and Gensia, in 
the former ghetto post otfice. They would have to move soon, too, 
she was certain. House by house, the Germans were emptying the 
little ghetto on the south. 

Deborah watched him over the top of her book. Sometimes his 
mind would go blank in the middle of a sentence and he would 
stare aimlessly, then try to mumble his way back to reality. He 
wanted to sleep, only to sleep. He was taking greater doses of pills 
to block from his mind the torment of the German directives. 

The children never said it, but she knew. She knew they were 
ashamed of him. 

God, why did 1 have to see Chris? No rational human being 
could avoid being swayed by the thought of leaving this chamber 
of horrors. There was less and less she could do about the wails of 
the pitiful ragamuffins. Babi-Yar . . . Would it happen in Warsaw? 
Did she have the right to deny a try for life for Stephan and Ra- 
chael ? 

She doubted that Rachael would leave. She had sent her own 
daughter to a woman's bed at theageof seventeen. She felt it would 
be the greater sin to yield to society’s dogmas of morality and find 
some morning the boy was gone forever and her cluld bear a lonely 
and unfulfiiled cross. They had so little and so little time. But 
Rachael would not leave the boy. Deborah knew that as surely as 
she knew she would not leave Paul. 

Perhaps she should send Stephan away by himself. He was a 
tenacious little boy, so much like his Uncle Andrei. So eager to 
fight. He would rebel. 

Suppose .she asked Paul. Would he let them go, or would he let 
them die first? Was Paul’s weakness for survival at any price so 
consuming that he would bring his family to doom out of sheer 
fear? 

Paul blinked his eyes open and saw Deborah’s black eyes search- 
ing him qucstioningly. 

“I must have dozed,” he said groggily. “Dear, what is it? Why 
do you look at me that way?” 

She started at the realization that she had not heard him. 

“Is something wrong, Deborah ? Is there something you want to 
ask?” 

“No,” she said. “1 have the answer.” 
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Chapter Thirty 


Journal Entry 

If you want to be in movies. 

You don’t have to travel far, 

The ghetto is like Hollywood, 

All here, have a star. 

COMI*LlMtNlS (jF CRA7Y NATHAN 

Ervin Rosenblum has done a magnificent job as cultural secretary 
of Orphans and Self-Help. We now have a full Ghetto Symphony 
Orchestra, fifteen theatrical productions in Yiddish and Polish, a 
secret school for both primary education and reli^ums training in 
each orphanage; art exhibitions, d(hate\, poetry readings, etc., etc. 
Several indivtdu */ at i ts perform i raving troupes. Most well known 
is Rachael Bronski, who tuis made her dehut vnth the symphony 
plaving Chopin s Second Concerto. She is called the ""Angel of the 
(ihettof^ A pity Emanuel Goldman was not there to see her great 
talent. 

Rut . . . our situation coruinucs to degenerate. The death rate, 
mainly from tvphus and starvation, climbs upward July. 2200; 
Ain;ust. 2650; September, 330t)^ October, 3KOO. So far in November, 
l^^ij a day. Strange, the suicide rate continues to drop Conclusion: 
The weaker ones have k died themselves already. The rest are deter- 
mined to survive, fach morning families deposit new corpses on the 
sidewalk. No money for funerals. The ""sanitation tear s"' come along 
with hand pu.sheart.s, shovel the corpses up, twenty or thirty to a cart, 
and wheel them w the cemetery for burial in mass graves. The 
.spectacle of death and starvation no longer unpresses anyone. We 
mu. St immunize ourselves. How crass. 

Food come.\ in daih to Transfer stellc. There is simply not enough 
to teed everyone. The litg Seven has sinned prices so high. Orphans 
and Self- Help i.s baielv able to get hare mitvniurn rations. The Dig 
Se\cn has a virtual control on the licensed bakeries. The bakers are 
the ""kings"' of the ght tto. 

Smuggling has become a way of life. No one can .stop it. Napoleon 
tried and failed. The Germans cannot stop it. Even i) thev were 
scrupulous and hone.st, it would be impo.s.sible. Every guard is corrupt, 
Jewish Militia on the inside. The Polish Blues and the Germans on 
the outside. They all ""play" for the right price. Why .should the 
Germans even try to .stop .smuggling/ Payoff money is lining the 
pockets of their top officials. 
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Smuggling runs from primitive forms to highly organized opera- 
tions. In its most basic form^ small^ quick children dart about and 
move through small cracks in {or one of a half dozen tunnels under) 
the ghetto walL Some of these children are sole providers for their 
families. They risk going into the Aryan side to scavenge in the 
garbage cans, barter if they have anything to barter, beg at the 
sqtiores, or steal. One poor child was stuck in a crack in the wall. He 
wets beaten by police on both sides of the wall. 

The main transfer point of smuggled goods is outside the ghetto 
where the Jewish and Catholic cemeteries have a common wall. It 
has been breached in a dozen places and is a sort of ^free trading 
zone.*' Gravediggers who work the detail for mass graves are the 
main contact people. However, one must be in the upper bracket of 
smugglers to work the cemeteries. 

Needless to say, the Big Seven has the most profitable and highly 
organized operation. They have paid off all down the line. However, 
every once in a while the Germans put on a show and catch a Big 
Seven Smuggler and shoot him. It makes Kleperman appear not to 
be in league with the Germans. I'm certain he knows in advance. 

The Big Seven built an underground pipe under the wall to pipe in 
milk from the Aryan side. Sacks of flour and other goods are thrown 
over the wall at given times in given places. Portable ladders come up 
out of nowhere., go against the wall, and in three or four minutes, 
while the guard turns his back, in come the goods. The Big Seven 
has even constructed a portable ramp and brought in a live cow on it. 

Epitome of the smuggler's art is the large funeral (which only the 
wealthy can afiord). The Big Seven controls the undertaking licenses. 
Their funeral vans always re-enter the ghetto with a ton or so of goods. 
When business is slow, I hear the Big Seven stages Jake funerals with 
empty coffips. 

To control prices, the Big Seven sells only part of its goods: a 
shortage raises prices. Food is stored all over the ghetto in basements. 
I hear that Mila 18, directly across the street from us, holds one of 
the largest caches. An '"independent" smuggler, Moritz Katz, runs a 
band from Mila 18. 

Oddity. Along Leszno Street is the freak boundary o/ the "Polish 
corridor." The wall slices the courthouse in half, so it can be entered 
from both sides. Jews enter from the ghetto through a basement. 
Poles use the main entrance on the Aryan side. Meetings are held 
in certain chambers, offices, and corridors. Kleperman' s "authorized' 
representatives have space in the courthouse much like one buys a 
seat on the Stock Exchange {or a London prostitute has a station). 
For a broker's fee, Kleperman' s "authorized" representatives trade 
gold, dollars, and precious stones. 

The most horrible of all sights in the ghetto are the "snatchers." 
Starved children prowl near the bakeries and, driven by hunger, grab 
bread from people as they leave. They eat it on the run. Often children 
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have been beaten half to death while cramming the bread into their 
bellies. 

The Good Fellowship Club appointed a special committee to 
analyze the always elusive mystery of what the Gertnans are really 
up to. In/ormation from the massacres in the east. There are de- 
finitely four main groups of '"'Action Kommandos,'* SS men trained 
for massacre. 

Group A. Commanded by SS Major General Franz Stahlecker in 
the Baltic-Leningrad area. 

Group B. Commanded by SS General Artur Nebe, White Russia. 

Group C. Otto Rasch (rank ?) in Kiev on the southern front. The 
Bahi- Yar massacre of thirty- three thousand in three days seems to be 
his brain child. 

Group D. SS Major General Otto Ohlendorf (is he the noted 
engineer oj pre-war times? Hard to believe) in central Russia. 

The method is basic. Roundup., victims dig their own graves, are 
stripped, shot in the back. This apparently amuses the local popula- 
tions, who arc giving full co-operation. The SS have augmented their 
ranks with Ukrainians and Lithuanians. Reports of massacres so far 
at Rovno, Dvinsk. ‘:'^vno, and Riga. They say seventy thousand have 
been shot at Wtiro. 

We are trying to deteinune what the shifts in general German 
policy are and how these massacres will apply to us in Warsaw and 
the General Government Area. Have the Germans established the 
number of people they will m ni to run their slave-labor factories? 
Obviously the action groups were formed in advance of the invasion 
oj Russia. 

Ervin Ro.senblum develops the theory of the German apologetics.'** 
They go to extraordinary lengths to prove their '"innocence** and 
establish their ""'fustifications.** This, of course, means they know 
they are doing .something evil and feel they must cover their tracks. 

The German language has been bastardized by the .\azis with their 
'foy through labor*' . . . "Aryan-master racU ' . . . "land to live" . . . 
"German destiny** . . . "the true ones" . . . "folk people** . . . "fiihrer** 

. . . "inhuman treatment of ethnics,*' etc., etc. 

The whole text on behavior toward Jews also has been compounded 
in this new "language." The basic "theory" is that the Jews have 
always been the enemies of the German people and are d'creforc 
trying to de.stroy them, so the Germans must destroy the Jews purely 
out of "self-defense." They point up to Uic economic competition 
with classic portraits oj the cunning Jew who has "always hated the 
German** and robs the German of his right to make a living. 

Here are examples of their new double-meaning language: 

Reservation —ghetto. 

Legitimate war booty — wealth .stolen or confiscated from Jews. 

Contaminated — to be confiscated. 

Sanitation measures — an excu.se for mass executions. 
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Unpleasantness — the carrying oat of mass murder. 

Shot while trying to escape — a common phrase jor someone killed 
in prison. 

Resettlement — deportation with confiscation of all property. 

Voluntary labor — sla^e labor. 

Sub-hitmans — Jews, Slavs, gypsies, political and criminal pris- 
oners, clergy, homosexuals (other than German), and others unfit 
to breathe Aryan air, 

Mongrelization — the excuse to '*get rid of sub-humans^* who will 
contaminate the pure German blood lines, 

Bohhevik-profiteer-warmonger — almost always used before or 
behind the word *^Jew** to pound in the identification. 

Now then, theorizes Silverberg, the playwright, the Germans go to 
fantastic trouble to make thentselves truly believe what they are 
saying. The verba! acrobatics ate played out. Basts: In order to live 
in the ghetto, one must break the law. Therefore, everyone who is 
alive is a criminal in the German lexicon and can legally be executed. 
Incredible? 

Here are some of their proofs**: 

They will go to great trouble to hold a kangaroo court trial, docu- 
mented fully, to punish a common thief or vagrant. They hi II make 
an exhaustive investigation over a single typhus death to '"prove** 
their interest in human lives. They will show shock** at the brutality 
of the Jewish Militia, which must be brutal to enforce their rule. 

They allowed a few schools to reopen to prove** German love of 
freedom of education. Because we are unable to support nianv 
schools, have no textbooks, fuel, facilities, and the children are too 
sick and weak to attend, this "^proves** the sub-human Jews will not 
educate their children. 

Ghettos fiave been made to isolate** the warmongers and filthy 
Jews from the Poles, And to protect the Jens from the vengeance of 
the Poles once the Poles understood what the Jews had brought upon 
them. 

More *^proop* of the German case: Special SS film units have 
entered the ghetto. They film the delousing sheds Have you eu'r 
seen a man fifty pounds underweight, freezing cold, and hairless‘s 
German narration shows this is a ** sub-human*' disease carrier, and 
the appearance portrays just that. 

Bearded rabbis are forced to pose in the warehou,ses at Trans fer- 
stelle beside tons of food while the narration "proves** how the 
Ge.stapo located secret caches which these old bearded Jews hoarded 
while their neighbors starved. 

The Jewish Militia is always willing to oblige nith a show of 
brutality which, when captured on film, finds the obvious commentary 
of Jew destroying Jew, 

Their prize exhibits are the smugglers* orgies. The .smugglers are 
mostly men of low mentality, lower morality. At their clubs they 
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gladly pose gorging food^ drinking^ brawling^ in orgies with prosti- 
tutes, The Germans then plant garbage cans filled with scraps outside 
the clubs and photograph beggar children clawing around in them. 

Most sinister move in the German master plan is the creation of 
the illusion that the Jews are doing all this to one another. The dregs 
oj society in the Jewish Militia^ the emasculated Jewish Civil 
Authority, the smugglers. This is final vindication^' for the Germans 
— of themselves. 

What is next on the Nazi blueprint? Who knows? Nothing out of 
Berlin comes in the /or m of written orders {further indication of their 
knowledge of tfwir evil). SS General Alfred Funk carries it all in 
verbally. Two phrases in the German lexicon appear more and more. 
We do not know what they mean and they terrify us. 

1. Ln route to unknown destination. 

2. Final solution of the Jewish problem, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Only a man of Rabbi Solomon’s stature would dare risk walking 
the ghetto streets alone at midnight. He turned the corner into 
Mila Street in a t'* *ir ^'ot, then slowed to a v/alk when his ancient 
legs rebelled, then tooK up the troi again. 

At Mila 19 he grunted up the steps and pounded on the door. 
The girl on night watch opened it, alarmed. “P.abbi, what are you 
doing out this hour of night?” 

“Where is Alexander .uvi d ?” he gasped, fighting to regain his 

wind. 

“Come in.” 

Through Alex's office, down the corridor to the basement land- 
ing. The girl scratched a match and lit a candle and took the old 
man’s hand. They went down a step at a time. The stairs creaked 
beneath their weight. He squinted to adjust his eyes to the sudden 
blackness. T he basement as musty and dark. An aisle cut through 
two rows of packing cases all marked with supplies for the 
Orphans and !^lf-Hclp Society. She led him down the row and 
stopped before a particular crate some four feet in height. She 
knocked on the case with six short raps, then pulled open a false 
door, lowered her head, and entered the secret room where Alex- 
ander and Ervin Rosenblum looked up from the voluminous notes 
being prepared for entry in the iournal. 

“Rabbi! What on earth 

“The news ! I have just heard the news on the radio. America is 
in the war!” 
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part three 

NIGHT 



Chapter One 


Journal Entry 

Since Pearl Harbour, events have occurred with stunning rapidity. 
Our first natural impulse of gladness has faded to bitter reality. 
America is being beaten in the Pacific. Suddenly we are cut off 
from our main source of income, American Aid. Our cash reserve 
can only hold us for days. We are frantically trying to find new 
avenues of revenue. 

Two days after Pearl Harbor, detachments of Waffen SS from 
Tranniki Concentration Camp carried out a swift roundup raid at 
our farm at Wework. In a fell swoop we have lost fifty of the cream 
of our youth. Was 1 wrong to keep the farm in operation, knowing 
this might happen? Where could we have put fifty extra people at 
Mila 19^ Ido not know. After the roundup they were put on a cattle 
car (along with a trainload of deportees from the Baltics). 

Then unfolds a most unusual tale. The train took a crooked, un- 
certain course toward Germany. Obviously slave labor at the end 
of the line. By some miracle. Ana Grinspan was working in the 
ghetto of Czenstochowa at the time the train stopped there. (Second 
thought, Czenstochowa is quite a site of miracles: i.e,, Christian ver- 
sions. This is the home of the *^Black Madonna,^^ the '^Luminous 
Mountain'^ and the "‘^Miracle of the Mount.’*) Ana (traveling as the 
Aryan Tanya Tartinski) learned somehow that there were Bathyrans 
in one of the cattle cars. She followed the train into Germany. The 
internees Were put up at a temporary relocation camp near Dresden. 
Ana entered the lager armed with false papers, a tall story, and 
Jewish hutzpah and managed to bring out Tolck Alterman and ten 
of our youngsters. 

This girl. Ana Grinspan, w fantastic! This is the fourth time she 
has crossed into Gertnany, walked into concentration camps, and 
freed key people. Her own story is recorded fully m Volume 4 A of 
the journal. Slomeday when it Is read / wonder if her exploits will be 
believed? 

Tolek and Ana got back here to Warsaw, Tolek immediately went 
to work for Andrei. The other ten who escaped are scattered. Shall 
we ever hear from them again? Or the ones in the Dresden lager? 

Tolek tells one story of the trip into Germany that I must record 
here. The train was all open cars; everyone half froze to death. It 
was a tortuous, stop-and-start trip. It took three days to reach the 
town of Radomsk near the German border, where they stopped again 
at a siding to give priority to a military train for the eastern front. 
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Dozens of curious peasants gathered about the train. Our people^ 
who had not eaten or drunk for three days^ were near dead with 
thirst. They begged the peasants to pass them a few handfuls of 
snow to quench the thirst. The peasants first made them throw out 
their rings, money, and valuables. Then . . . they got a handful of 
snow. 

Mira and Minna Farber were captured on the Aryan side of Worr- 
saw along with our major contact, Romek. Both girls died under 
torture at Gestapo House. Romek is still alive, but / understand he 
is blind and badly crippled. This shatters our major contact on the 
Aryan side. I am sick about the Farber girls. They were wonderful, 
sweet, ^iet girls. Twenty-two or -three, I believe. Cursed with non- 
Jewish faces which made them natural "'runners.*' Thank God their 
parents are both gone. 

Ana Gr inspan i.v staying in iVarsaw to try to reset our shattered 
runner system. Things are black in Krakow, anyhow, Bathyran 
House was raided and the underground press there seized. 

The day after our farm was raided at iVework all the Toporol 
farms were closed We lost several hundred of our best people and 
irreplaceable fo .J 

A.B. 

Wolf Brancicl, eighteen, widened and toughened, became the first 
lieutenant of Andrei Androfski. Although Andrei and Alexander 
made peace with each o^lcr, a certain coolness had developed be- 
tween them. 

Alexander had enough of a sense of history to realize that the 
initiative and his philosophy were slowly slipping from his control. 
Andrei’s approach to resistance was creeping over them. From 
time to lime Alexander held a line, and if Andrei pressed an issue 
he retrenched. At fust Alexander would permit no illegal activity at 
Mila 19 Now Andrei demanded a second secret room in the base- 
ment of Mila 19 be dug for the manufacture and storage of arms. 
Alex avoided a showdowm, afraid of the growing power that Andrei 
could gather behind him. He allowed the room to be built. 

This second room was carved out so that it ran beneath the 
center of Mila Street. Andrei brought in Jules Schlosberg, a pre- 
war chemist of note, for the purpose of creating weapons which 
could be made cheaply with .icccssible :omponenis. Jules first 
weapon was a bottle bomb requiring only low-grade fuel, a wick, 
and a plastic detonation cap. It was a foolproof fire bomb. Next 
Schlosberg worked to perfect a more complicated weapon; a 
grenade which would be built i .side the casing of an eight-inch 
length of water pipe and exploded by contact percussion. 

On the Aryan side, arms were difficult to obtain. As soon as they 
'came into demand, the price spiraled. The Home Army had the 
money and the contacts to cover the market. Roman evaded the 
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frantic efforts of Simon Eden and the Jews to obtain a share of 
weapons. 

Each purchase of a pistol became a large, involved project. A 
weapon such as a rifle was almost unheard of. A machine gun did 
not evist. For his arsenal Andrei concentrated on Schlosberg's “in- 
ventions,” which were manufactured by Bathyrans in hidden 
rooms around the ghetto. While Rodel, the Communist, co- 
operated on matters of Self-Help, he was jealous of his arms 
sources. The Revisionists at Nalewki 37 remained aloof on both 
self-help and arms. Andrei was able to obtain ten pistols of six 
different calibers, each with only a dozen rounds of lunmunition. 
Although it seemed completely ridiculous in the face of a German 
army that had conquered all of the world it sought, Andrei was 
content with his work and had a rather pleasant attitude that at 
the right time and the right place his microscopic might would 
cause a mighty roar. 

Andrei's main source of pistols was a small ordnance shed near 
the main train depot on Jerusalem Boulevard, where wounded 
German officers were transferred from the eastern front back to 
Germany. Their sidearms were checked in for reissue, and in a 
rush a few could conveniently be “lost” by the German sergeant 
in charge of the detail. 

Immediately after American Aid folded, Alexander Brandel got 
a radio message to the two Jewish members of the Polish govern- 
ment in exile in London, Artur Zygielboim and Ignacy Schwartz- 
bart, with a plea for emergency funds. A message in Hebrew was 
radioed back using passages in the Bible as reference to advise 
them that the funds were being flown in by British aircraft and 
would be parachuted to the Home Army. A later confirmation of 
the parachute drop came, and Tolek Alterman was dispatched 
from the ^etto into the Aryan side to receive the money from 
Roman. 

When Alterman returned to the ghetto, Andrei and Ana Grin- 
span were called to Alexander BrandePs office. 

Tolek came in and took off his worker’s cap, appearing strange 
to them, as they had not yet adjusted to the shaved head. The long 
floppy hair that had been his trademark had been ordered shorn to 
give him a more Aryan appearance. 

Tolek dramatically placed a bundle of American dollar bills on 
Alexander’s desk. “I was only able to get one third of the amount 
that was parachuted in for us,” he announced. 

Alex’s face sa^ed. 

Andrei sat with his legs stretched out, the heel of one boot 
balanced on the toe of the other. He stared at the tip of his toe. 

“That arrogant son of a bitch Roman,” Tolek snorted in grow- 
ing rage. 

“Don’t waste your time chewing up the furniture, Tolek,” 
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Andrei said softly. *The fact that you were able to contact that 
bastard Roman and even get him to admit he received the money, 
much less turn any of it over to you, was an accomplishment." 

"1*11 tell you why he turned over part of it,” Ana Gnnspan said. 
"So we would not stop future parachute drops. Roman knows that 
so long as we get a crumb we*ll keep the money coming. ' 

AJex rubbed his temples, tried to think. "We need more so badly. 
When will the British fly in more?’* 

"Ten days. Two weeks,” Andrei answered. “As quickly as it 
arrives from America.’* 

"Then, Andrei, we have to get one of our people there when it is 
dropped.” 

"Forget it. Roman won’t permit that. Take what he gives us and 
keep our mouths shut.” 

"But we can’t hold the line,” Alex cried. He was about to accuse 
Andrei of skimming too much off for his fool weapons inventions 
in the basement but thought better of it. "Dave Zemba told me 
this morning that he has a plan to obtain zlotys here in the ghetto,” 
he said with desperation in his voice. "But we must have the other 
money." 

"One thing is obvious," .\na Grinspan said. "With Romek gone, 
we must have a new contact on the Aryan side. As soon as we do 
we must get in direct contact with our people in London and ar- 
range our own drops." 

Andrei looked up fr ^m tne toe of his boot, sensing Ana’s 
thoughts, anticipating her next words. She stood over him. "What 
about Gabriela Rak?" she asked. 

Andrei did not flick an eye. He shrugged. "Why not?" he said, 
"ril ask her." 

He left the meeting knowing what he must do. Andrei had 
alwa>s felt that someday he must lose Gabriela, thr.t his time with 
her was borrowed time. When the ghetto was formed he knew, too, 
that it would be only a matter of time before someone brought up 
her name for underground work. Tlie moment had arrived. He had 
carefully rehearsed for it so that when her name was mentioned he 
would show no evidence of concern. 

Andrei sat alone in his flat, meditating and gathering himself for 
the task ahead. He began collecting memories ol her from that first 
moment at the grand ball of the Ulanys ’t was so ver>' long ago. 
He had been sitting right here at this table reading— what was it ?— 
Steinbeck, when Gabriela ciime through the door and begged for 
the right to love him. And he remembered all the individual 
episodes of the warmth and com/^rt always there when he plunged 
into depths of despair. 

The next day, still showing no outward sign to his friends, he 
■went to the basement of Mila 19 where Jules Schlosbcrg had com- 
pleted his first pipe grenade. Andrei, of course, was most anxious to 
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test the weapon somewhere in an open field away from the ghetto. 
He tied the pipe to his left forearm. It had been designed so that 
it could be hidden on a man, fitted between the elbow and wrist 
He told Ana that he would see Gabriela about setting up her place 
on Shucha Street as a contact point, then left the ghetto. 

At Gabricla's apartment, the moment he saw her he thought he 
would falter. She wore that same expression that told of tlie strain 
of listening for him, anxiety, relief at the sight of him. The weak 
smile. The trembling embrace. When she touched him he thought 
he would die before being able to go through with it. 

“Come, dear,” she said, ‘T have some dinner.” 

“Sorry. I can’t stay.” 

“You'll be back later tonight?” 

“No.” 

“You look so strange, Andrei. What is it?” 

“I want to talk to you about something.” He managed to look 
placid, almost bored. “We’ve had to do a lot of reorganizing. It's 
getting more and more diihcult for me to get in and out of the 
glietto. Today 1 had to tag onto a labor battalion going out as a 
road gang. Anyhow, everyone feels I should stay in the ghetto,” he 
lied. “Besides, it's getting extremely dangerous for me to see you. It 
would be only a matter of time until I’m trailed here.” 

“Then I’ll come into the ghetto with you. of course,” she said. 

“Well, as a matter of fact, that wouldn’t be suitable.” 

“You never did make a good liar,” she said. “What’s really on 
your mind ?” 

“This is the last time I’ll be seeing you. Gaby. I came to say 
good-by. It’s not easy ” 

“Why? I have a right to know.” 

“I don’l want a scene.” 

“I assure you there will be no scene.” 

He sucked in a deep breath. “Ana has been in Warsaw since a 
week after Pearl Harbor. We’ve had a lot of business together and 
naturally have been seeing a lot of each other.” 

“Go on.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t insist.” 

“I do insist.” 

“Very well. The night that Romek and the Farbcr sisters were 
taken to Gestapo House she was at my fiat. Ana was pretty tired 
and upset, as you can imagine. Well, one thing led to another . . .” 

Andrei watched Gabriela’s back stiffen with the hurt from his 
words and he watched her eyes grow watery. “I don’t have to 
draw you a diagram. You know that Ana and I were once . . . Well, 
she’s older and better now. All things equal, it is a very good 
arrangement for both of us.” 

He stopped when she abruptly slapped his face. Then he 
shrugged. “I don’t see why you have to take that attitude. Frankly, 
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let*s admit it. We are getting a little tired of each other. At least I 
am. Well, that*s life. We should be civilized and shake hands and 
wish each other luck. After all . . 

“Get out!” 

Andrei walked briskly down the street, knowing that her eyes 
were on his back. He turned the corner out of her sight anu stopped 
and leaned against the buildmg and touched the place where she 
had slapped him and choked back the tears insurmountable grief 
ovcicame him, and he sank to a sitting position on the pavement 
and dropped his head into his arms, which were drawn around his 
knees. 

“Drunk,” several p)eoplc commented, passing him by. 

A pan- of Polish Blue pobcemen hovered over him. “Get to your 
feel,” one ordered, prodding him with the club. 

“Leave me alone,” Andrei mumbled, “just leave me alone.” 

They bent down on either side of him, grabbed him under the 
armpits, and pulled him to his feet. “Let’s see your Kennkarte^'' 

Andrei grabbed them by the scruffs of their necks and banged 
their heads together Both of them reeled iibout, bloody and half- 
senseless Aiidr*'‘:*u ^ercddownt^"Strect, blinded byhisown tears. 

Across the street a pa^r of German soldiers crisscrossed in 
square movements before the iron gates of the home of a high 
Nti/i Andrei became aware of the pipe grenade tied to his arm 
His right hand fished up the sleeve ot his left arm and pulled il tree. 

I le waited until the G' inn is approached each other and timed 
his throw to lut at their fcct as ihev cTosscd The pipe arched end 
ovci end, hit the sidewalk, gave one short clatter then a flash and 
a racket and then screams 

Ana waited in Andrei’s flat Ills dazed eyes, his incoherent 
movement alarmed her 

“Andrei'” 

He shook his head hard, spiraling back to reality 

“What happened f What’s wrong 'What did she say"^” 

Andrei lurched for the cabinet holding his horde of a half bottle 
of vodka A stifi drink straightened him up “What would you 
expect her to say when 1 broke in unannounced and found her and 
her Polish lover rolling around on the bed 

“Oh, Andrei * I arn sorry ” 

“Never mind —never mind I’ve been suspecting it for a long 
time. No matter. Tomorrow I’ll go out and start setting up other 
contacts.” 

In the days after, Andrei suffered a torment he did not realize 
existed Throughout the nights he sulked in agony, trvmg to find a 
•secret source of strength to keep him from crawling back to 
Gabncla. He was unable to eat. He became weak. He slept only 
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when drugged exhaustion came over him, and his sleep was in 
snatches filled with teasing, hurting dreams. Each memory of his 
Gabriela plu^d him to a new depth of torment. He moved about 
the ghetto with a listlessness that matched the listlessness of life 
around him. it was as though the will to live had left hun for the 
first time. 

A few days before Christmas, Andrei dragged himself up the 
stairs to liis flat. 

Gabriela Rak stood behind the table. He had seen her in dreams 
with haunting reality. But now— a hallucination in the middle of 
the day ! The end was coming. He knew he was losing his mind. The 
vision refused to disapp^r. “Gaby?" he said, half frightened. 

“Yes," she answered in a voice so crisp as to dispel the illusion. 

“What the hell are you doing m the ghetto!" he roared. “How 
did you get in?” 

“You are not the sole custodian of cleverness in the human race.” 

“I demand to know ” 

“Kindly don't shout.” 

“ — how you got in." 

“I work for the Ursuline sisters, remember? The convent has a 
church. My good friend Father Komelli is the priest. Father 
Kornelli told me that Father Jakub at the Converts* Church needed 
more candles for Christmas day, so 1 volunteered to brmg them. 
Wasn’t that nice of me?” 

Suddenly Andrei felt the presence of someone else in the flat. He 
turned his eyes slowly to the kitchen. Ana stood in the doorway. 
“Hello, Andrei,” she said. 

He looked from Ana to Gabriela to Ana to Gabriela. He turned 
crimson. Caught red-handed! 

“Really, Andrei," Ana said, “you have become a friglitful liar. 
I should be angry, for you assault my honor." 

“Which do you think is worse, Ana, Andrei’s story about you 
and him or the story about me roUmg around in bed with my 
Polish lover?” 

“Actually, both are corkers. By the way, Andrei, did you ever 
get around to telling Jules Schlosberg that his grenade works? 
Fortunately for us, the Gestapo has blamed it on Home Army." 

“All right — all right,” Andrei said, “enough fun. Ana, tell Gaby 
how Mira and Minna Farber died.” 

The mood of foolery burst. 

“Go on, tell her. Ana. No? Well, I will. After the Gestapo 
finished with them they were turned over to the Reinhard Corps 
barracks for sport. Stutze led the parade. A hundred more of his 
sportsmen followed. They continued racing them for hours after 
they were dead. Raping their corpses. Ana sent me to ask you to 
take their place in Warsaw.” 

“That would never happen to me, dear. I carry a vial of poison.” 
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doa*t want any of it to happen to you. None ofitl** 

*‘You*re shouting again.’* 

“Ana. for God’s sake — tell her.” 

‘i’ll tell you, Andrei,” Gabriela said. “I’ll tell you I have watched 
the only man I have ever loved come to me time after time after 
time with his heart eaten away because of the indiffererivC of the 
Polish people. 1 am ashamed and I am humiliated for the way they 
have turned their backs on this terrible thing. Now you ask me. 
too, to be indiiferent. I am going to carry my share of this. I am 
going to work with Ana, whether you forbid it or not.” 

Andrei turned his back on both of them and stared glumly, 
blankly, out of the window. 

‘i guess you don’t need me here,” Ana whispered to Gabriela. 
Gabriela saw her to the door. They touched checks and she left. 
Gaby drew the bolt on the door and walked to the center of the 
room. Andrei continued his sulking for a long, long time, berating 
himself for the rotten break he had given Gabriela by ever meeting 
her. Finally he turned around. 

Gabriela had taken her dress off. It lay on the floor at her feet. 
She wliisked he. sli^# ove^r her he; - m a delicate motion and let it 
crumple on fop of her dre 

“Why, Andrei, you’re blushing.” 

“For God’s sake, this is no time for . . 

She retreated to the bed and lay down and beckoned him with 
her forefinger. “Come.” she said, “let me show you how i take 
care of my other lover.” 

Andrei Androfski surrendered unconditionally. 

It was night. Gabriela came out of her sleep laughing. Andrei sat 
up, startled. When his heart stopped racing he turned to her. 
“What’s so damned funny at two o’clock in the morning?” 

“I forgot to deliver the candles to Father Jiikub!” 

And Andrei roared. “Hell! They’re only converts. In a pinch 
they can de-kosherizc some of Rabbi Solomon’s stock.” 

They settled into e;ich other’s arms and spoke with that particu- 
lar endearment known only to those who are very much in love and 
who feel they have discovered something unique in the uriverse. 

“We have had something. Gaby. More than most people have 
in a lifetime.” 

“There is only one Andrei Androfski. He makes me very sad and 
he makes me very happy, but I am so glad he is mine. 1 have more 
wonderment— more fulfillment than a hundred ordinary women 
have in their hundred ordinary lives.” 

“No regrets?” 

“No regrets. I have been happier with you than a woman has a 
right to expect,” 
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**I feel that way about you, Gaby. I wonder why God has been 
so good to me.'* 

“Promise me, Andrei, you’ll never again try to send me away.” 
“I promise — never again.” 

“B^ause 1 am prepared to take anything. Whatever lies ahead, 
we go it together, and if the very worst comes, I am happy.” 

“Oh, Gabriela . . . Gabriela . . . Gabriela . . 

“Love . . . love . . . love . . . love . . 


Chapter Two 


Journal Entry 

Gabriela Rak has given us all a shot in the arm. Why didn't we 
use her earlier ’* I guess because Andrei tried to shield her. A natural 
forgivable impulse. Her first action was to have Father Kornelli 
organize a dozen young priests about Warsaw nho agreed not to 
register the deaths in their parishes with the authorities. In this Kfly 
Gabriela {through the priests) can purchase the Kennkartcn from 
the families of the deceased. We estimate in the neighborhood of 
twenty thousand Jews on the Aryan side. With Aryan Kcnn- 
karien they can at least get ration books. 

The Ursuline Sifters have always been sympathetic and have taken 

many children from us as they pos.sibly can. They have enlisted 
similar help from the Sisters oj the Order of the Lady Immaculate 
and the Sisters Szarytki of the municipal hospitals in Warsaw. 

Gaby has rented flats for three more oj our runners (code names 
Victoria^ Regina^ Alina)^ whose main job is to supply money to hid- 
den Jews. 

Andrei tells me her flat on Shucha Street contained a window less 
alcove two meters deep. A bookcase was built across it on hinges. 
Andrei says it is impossible to detect there is a hidden room behind 
the bookcase. 

Zygielboim and Schwartzbart in London radioed us that fifteen 
thousand dollars had been dropped jor us to the Home Army. Tolek 
Alterman was able to get only $1650. We have put an urgent priority — 
on establishing our own direct contact with England. 

Gabriela traveled to Gdynia {where her father was a key engineer 
in building the port) to see an old friend^ Count Rodzinski. He is 
almost unique^ a sympathetic nobleman. His estate includes several 
kilometers of coast line and he owns several boats. He made a succe ss- 
ful trial run to Karlskrona^ Sweden. This could be an enormous break 
for us. From his estate we can smuggle out key people, and from 
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Sweden we can bring In American funds as well as visas and pass* 
ports. (Our forgeries here are expensive and crude.) 

What could we accomplish with a thousand Foies like Gahriela 
Rak — or a hundred — or two dozen? 

ALEXANDER bi ANDEL 

Of the two, Father Komelli was far more nervous than Gabriela 
Rak as they sat in the anteroom of the office of Archbishop 
Klondonski. The room had a bare, cold, dark, musty appearance. 
The walls were lined with expressionless statues. 

1-ather Komelli was young and highly excitable, one of a hand- 
ful of priests moved to action by the happenings in the ghetto. To 
him it was a simple basic rule that the savmg of lives was the carry- 
ing out of Christ’s work. 

Monsignor Bonifacy opened the door to the archbishop’s office. 
“His Grace will see you now.” 

Archbishop Klondonski studied them from behind his desk. He 
was a square, squat man with blond hair, blue eyes, and rugged 
features that revealed his Slavic peasant ancestry. He was decep- 
tively simple III 'ippc*;rance. 

The monsignor, on the vither hand was a thin, gaunt man with 
slender, even delicate features and dark, penetrating eyes which 
hinted a shrewd, probing mind 

Gabriela and Father Komelli kissed the archbishop’s ring, and 
he waved them into chairs opposite him, Monsigjior Bonifacy 
slipped into a chair across the room, watching, listening, unnoticed. 

“Gabriela Rak!” Klondonski said expansively, in the manner 
of a politician running for office. “By chance the daughter of 
Fryderyk Rak?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“A fine man. A great Pole. I remember him when he was one of 
the engineers building the port of Gdynia. I was a young priest at 
the lime, not much older than Father Komelli. Gdynia was my 
first parish.” 

Gabriela studied his open pleasantness and calculated it was a 
ruse with which he disarmed his visitors. 

“If I am not mistaken,” the churchman continued, “h^' met an 
untimely deiith in Switzerland ” 

“Your Grace has a phenomenal memtTy.” 

“And your mother — and sister, was it?” 

“They live in America.” 

“A good place these days. Great Pole, your father. Now, tell me 
about yourself, young lady.” 

“After finishing my schooling I returned to Warsaw and until 
the war I worked as an aide in the Amencan Embassy. 1 am now 
teaching at the Ursulinc Convent.” 

“Ah, yes.” He leaned back in his chair, smiling like an amiable 
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Friar Tuck, reasonably assured her request would be nominal and 
in the nature of a personal favor. “And your problem, my child ?*’ 

“1 am here to speak to Your Grace in behalf of the Jewish 
Orphans and Self-Help Society in the ghetto.*’ 

The momentum of the conversation stopped. Klondonski’s blue 
eyes lost their sweet sparkle. He covered his temporary puzzlement 
by tapping his fingertips together in mock meditation. 

“There is imminent peril that thousands of children will die of 
starvation in the next few months unless immediate help is forth- 
coming.” 

Bomfacy spoke quickly. “Your Grace has studied the report on 
the situation.” 

“Oh yes,” he said, taking the cue. “Yes, we have been con':erned, 
naturally.” 

“While His Grace expressed concern,” Bomfacy continued to 
refresh his superior’s memory, “and we concluded in our report 
that there are hardships in the glietto, it is a reflection of the tmies 
in Poland.” 

“Yes, my dear,” said Klondonski, “we arc all undergoing hard- 
ships.” 

“It is difficult to comprehend,” Gabnela answered s>\ iftly, “that 
Your Grace could study an mipartial report and tail to discern the 
difference between mass starvation and rampant disease in the 
ghetto and mere privation out here. People are dymg off in there at 
a rate of over five thousand a month ” 

Bomfacy spoke in a slow measured whisper now. “Our reports 
are based on examinations of the ghettos in Poland by a responsible 
international body, a commission of the Swiss Red C ross They 
will be in Warsaw again next week To date then reports do not 
bear out .your contentions. We feci that the Jews are inclined to a 
natural tendency to exaggerate ” 

Gabnela looked to Father Komelli for support Wilful 
cowardice? Closed minds? Fear? A crass expression of anli- 
Semitism? 

“Your Grace . . . Monsignor ...” Father Kornelli said unevenly. 
“You must necessarily realize that any Swiss report is based on 
expediency and fear. While I do not have the details of their in- 
vestigations 1 am quite certain they are seeing only what the Ger- 
mans wish seen, listening only to those with whom the Germans 
will let them speak. Switzerland is vulnerable to German invasion 
and defenseless They have everything to lose by getting the 
Germans angry. If you wish the truth, I suggest you call in Father 
Jakub, who heads our Converts* congregation inside the ghetto.” 

“You do want the truth. Your Grace?” Gabnela asked bluntly. 

The round Polish face of Archbishop Klondonski reddened He 
did not want the truth. He simmered down and weighed his words 
with astute care, for his adversaries were sharp and persistent. “We 
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do have a natural humanitarian concern. Yet the Catholic Church 
is not a political body, a welfare agency, or an underground. 
Whether or not we like the present occupants of power is a moot 
point. The fact is, they do constitute the government of Poland. 
Wc have a clearly outlined duty to perform. We cannot enter the 
Church into any schemes in wholesale defiance of authority.” 

“It seems to me, Your Grace, that our Church was born in 
defiance of the authority of Rome,” Gabriela said. “If you would 
only see the cardinal in Krakow. If we could organize a thousand 
convents to take five children each . . . If . . .** 

Tiie archbishop held up his hand. “1 have closed my eyes and 
turned my back and shut my ears to those priests and nuns who 
have engaged in these activities. But my office is for the spiritual 
welfare ” 

“Your Grace, this is basic Christianity we are pleading for.” 

“ — the spiritual welfare of the Polish people,” he finished, ignor- 
ing the interruption. 

“ Those are Polish people behind the wall.” 

“Not really, Rak. The fact of the matter is, we could do 
more for them u they agT'^ed to conversion. Now, if they allowed 
us to give their children in:>tructions in Catholicism ” 

Gabriela came to her feet. “Your Grace! 1 am shocked! You 
cannot demand w^hat God has decided.” 

“I will overlook your rudeness and forgive because of the ten- 
sions of the times. I suggest penance.” 

What was left of Gabricla’s restramt exploded. “I will not forgive 
yours. And 1 suggest penance for you, sir ! For every child who dies 
within your power of saving ” 

The archbishop was on his feet, a.s was Monsignor Bonifacy. A 
frightened Father Kornclli knelt and kissed the archbishop's ring. 
He held it in Gabriela's direction. 

She looked at his hand. “You are not the representative of the 
Jesus Clirist my father taught me o^*,” she said, and walked from 
the room. 


Chapter Three 


Journal Entry 

Strange studies are being initiated. Dr, Glazer told me six months 
ago that he had cancer and his time was limited. A few weeks ago 
he became very ill. Subsequent examination also revealed a severe 
case of malnutrition, Glazer has chosen to starve to death so that the 
Orphans and Self-Help doctors cem initiate through him the world's 
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first comprehensive medical study on starvation. There is a mania to 
haw some good come out of even this basest form of human death. 
Each day the doctors meet and hold forums on the mental and 
physical changes oj those dying of hunger. Most all of them have 
malnutrition themselves and discuss their own cases. (The Jull study 
of starvation is carried as a separate volume of the journal 9 A.) Dr. 
Glazer dictates his symptoms^ his mental changes. The patterns are 
shrinking flesh, gauntness, skin changing color, weakness, running 
sores, depressions, hallucinations, gnarling hones, bloating stomachs. 
A Jewish gift to posterity — a detailed account of what it is like to 
starve to death. 

Irony. This week a shipment of wheat and tons of potatoes poured 
in to Transjerstelle and was distributed without cost to the orphan- 
ages. Our orphanage on Niska Street also received medicines we no 
longer thought existed and even chocolates (which no one has seen 
for two years'). Then a school was licensed and textbooks arrived. 
The orphanage was painted: new bedding arrived. Then we dis- 
covered why we were being killed with kindness. Elaborate prepara- 
tions were for the benefit oJ a delegation of Swiss jrom the Interna- 
tional Red Cross who had arrived to investigate ghetto (ondi lions. 
Our orphanage was designated as typical and representative.^' 

The Swm carried out the .sham to a T. They called a committee 
together at the Jewish Civil Authority building and called witnesses. 
The JCA, led by Boris Presser and Paul Bron.ski, dutifully testified 
to ''bettering-leveling" conditions. (Truth: December death by 
.starvation went over 4000.) Silberberg, the last friend left on the 
JCA hoard, tried to get to the Swiss to give them the truth. He was 
hauled off to Pawiak Prison as a ''Bolshevik agitator." I was invited 
to testify and declined. What could / say? Could I endanger the.^e 
life-giving .shipments when I know that thi moment the Swiss leave 
it would all return to as before. 

We decided to get Andrei over to the Aryan side to reach Christo- 
pher de Monti. It is known that de Monti is escorting the Swiss 
about Warsaw. Andrei reasoned that it would be better not to 
attempt to get to de Monti, for even if he were to turn in our 
report the Swis.^ would not .submit it. It is doubtful the Swiss would 
stick their necks out or suddenly make overt moves in bchalj of 
humanity. I conceded that Andrei was correct. The Swiss do not 
wish to anger the Germans. They treat the entire war with in- 
dijference. We hear of numerous examples of courage by the Danes, 
Dutch, French, et al., in behalf of their Jewish communities. 
Even the Swedes, who are neutral, are harboring thou.sands of 
Jewish refugees. Could it be that ghettos could exist only in Poland, 
the Baltics, and Ukrainia ? Our Bathyrans in Hungary and Rumania 
tell us that Adolf Eichmann is even having trouble extracting the 
Jews there. Ervin Rosemblum works in the basement, filing more 
and more documents. It seems that everyone is writing diaries 
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these days. There is a terrible fear that we will be forgotten. 

Jules Schlosberg continues to build weird weapons in the next 
room to Ervin. I am certain we*li be blown up someday. 

ALEXANDER DRANDEL 

It b^ame dangerous in the streets in the winter of 1941 after the 
American entry into the war. The only regulars on the streets were 
the corpses deposited each morning for the sanitation squads. Even 
the sanctity of the Club Miami became suspect. 

Andrei seldom showed up in public these days, so when a feeler 
was sent out by Paul fironski for a meetings Bronski was led 
through a series of blind alleys before he was finally allowed to 
come face to face with his brother-in-law in a basement somewhere 
near the Gcnsia Gate. Bronski's blindfold was removed. He adjust- 
ed his eyes to the candlelight. 

Andrei stood over him, thinner and wearier. He studied Paul. 
Paul had aged with a sudden sagging of his face muscles. The thin 
face was prune-lined, he shook with constant tension, and his 
fingers were yellow with tobacco stains. 

They changed aipenifies without feeling. 

Paul took out a cigarcire and went through one-armed contor- 
tions of lighting it. “This business of arms smuggling and under- 
ground press is putting the entire population in grave danger," he 
said. 

“Go on." 

“No matter what you think about us on the Civil Authority, we 
try our best under very limited conditions. If your activities in- 
crease it will only antagonize the Germans." 

“Shut up, Paul! For Christ sake — antagonize the Germans. Do 
you think this death on the streets is a result of any underground ? 
Are you so damned naive after two years of this as to think the 
population is in any less danger whether there is an undergrouna < 
or not?" 

Bronski shook his head. “I told Presscr it was useless to argue 
with you. Andrei, there is no magic formula for getting rid of the 
Germans. Your activities are costing us millions of zlotys in fines 
and the lives of hundreds in reprisals.” 

“And what about the fines and the executions before the under- 
ground existed?" 

“I’m t^ing to do the best I can," Paul whined. 

Andrei could not even bring himself to hate Paul Bronski. Once, 
before the war, he had had a reluctant admiration for the pene- 
trating mind and sharp wit that could run him through mental 
acrobatics. The thing l^fore him was a mumbling shell. 

How very strange, Andrei thought. Little Stephan Bronski had 
begun as a runner between the orphana^ and the Self-Help head- 
quarters over a year ago and increased his sphere of operation each 
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month. The youngster idolized Wolf Brandel, who tau^t him the 
routes around the ghetto over rooftops, through courtyards and 
buseiuents, and all the secret hiding places. Stephan pressed to be 
given inure responsible missions, even begged to be allowed to go 
to the Aryan side. Stephan was not yet thirteen years old. How can 
a boy demand to walk like a man and his own father crawl through 
the mud? 

“Andrei, think what you will of me, but the people here only 
want to survive. You know that, Andrei — survive. The best way to 
live is through the Civil Authority. No one has answered your call 
to arms, Andrei. Your way would be mass suicide. Andrei — now 
listen — Boris Presser and 1 have been negotiating with Koenig. 
Koenig is a reasonable man and he can maneuver Schreiker. 
Koenig promises that if we can get the underground to stop its 
activities they will make a settlement with us on rations, medicine, 
and the disposition of the labor force.” 

“Good God, Paul. Can you believe your own words ?” 

“It's our only chance!” 

There was nothing more to be said. Andrei could not mask his 
contempt. He handed Paul Bronski a blindfold. “I don’t know 
anything about an underground.” 

Bronski took the blindfold. “You’ll have to tie it on ... I can't do 
it with one hand,” 

Ervin Rosenblum worked in the musty room below Mila 19, 
sorting the notes of the Good Fellowship Club. A rap on the false 
packing crate which served as an entrance made him douse the 
lights and freeze. Ana Grinspun entered. 

“Susan has just come back,” she said. “Get up to your room.” 

“Is anything wrong?” 

“Go on.” 

Ervin felt his way through an aisle lined with packing ca,scs. In 
the main office on the first floor he saw everyone staring. Alexander 
Brandel stood by the door of his office, shaking his head. 

Ervin raced up the stairs to the second floor carefully. The rail 
was gone, chopped up for firewood weeks earlier. Down the corri- 
dor to that cell which he shared with his wife and mother. 

Momma Rosenblum lay on a cot beneath a pile of quilts. It was 
icy. There was no heat in the house. The room was ugly and bare 
except for Momma’s cot, double bed for Ervin and Susan, and a 
single table and two chairs. 

Susan’s face was distraught. Ervin felt a catch in his heart. Susiin 
had always seemed resilient to tragedy, plodding on, doing her job 
regardless. He had never seen her like this. He wiped his glas.ses 
nervously, trying to adjust his vision to the change of light from 
the cellar. 

“Toll me,” he said at last. 
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•‘Dr. Glazer,” she groaned 

In a way, Ervin was relieved. They had been expecting Glazer 
to go. Another death, another, another. Key people dying in 
droves. Glazer had been like a father to Susan from the day she 
graduated from the university. Little Bernard Glazer who had 
brought so many children into life had watched them die, helpless 
to save them. Glazer was better off, Ervin thought. But God, he’d 
be missed. He was the best man in his field, 

Ervin flopped his hands. “Too bad,” was all he could say. 

Susan slung a sheaf of papers on the table. “A farewell present to 
you, Ervin. A minute-by-minute account of his death.” 

What a legacy! Ervin stared at the yellowish papers but did not 
touch them. 

“Take it, Ervin!” Her voice rose sharply. “It’s Dr. Glazer’s gift 
to you!” 

“Susan . . . Susan . . . please.” 

“Damn you !” she shrieked. “People die and you write in your 
lousy journal! God damn you, Ervm!” 

Momma Roscmblum stirred. "'‘Kinder, Kinder'" she said weakly, 
“don’t shriek at eucn other.” 

Susan sat bo.side the oM woman and felt her forehead automati- 
cally. “I’m sorry, Momma. 1 didn’t mean it, Ervin.” 

“It’s all right, Susan, I understand.” 

“God, I don’t know what to do \Mth Dr. Glazer gone. God . . . 
Ten children died today . . . God . . ” Her breath darted out in 
streams of frosty air. 

Journal Entry 

As the popidafion is decimated the O'er mans clou’ off the little 
ghetto in the wnth. As won as a hit oj room becomes available in 
the big ghetto, houses arc closed off in the south. Crossing the bridge 
over the ""Polish corridor"" are the fancy Jews from Germany, the 
Jewish Civil Authority people, and the Militia and wealthier smug» 
glers and members of the Pig Seven. Only one major factory com- 
p/ex is left in the small ghetto, and that is the woodwork shops. As 
the small ghetto is abandoned it ha^ become a no man's land 
where Wild Ones without Kcnnkartcn hide so they will not have to 
submit to slave lalxir. The abandoned ghetto has become a rendez- 
vous for smugglers and to carry on pros tuition for those still decent 
enough in appearance to sell their bodies. Raiding parties cross into 
the little ghetto at night and rip up wooden floors, doors, rails, 
and anything else that can he u.sed for firewood and cart it off. In 
the big ghetto the crowding is worse than before. People sleep in 
hallways, cellars, in out.side courtyards. 

We continue to attempt to get dollars from British parachute 
drops, hut it is hit-and-miss. With our dollar supply .shrinking, the 
zloty has inflated again. David Zemba has made a simple plan. 
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Through our people in London we have gotten American Aid to 
deposit several hundred thousands of dollars in Swiss accounts. Many 
of the smugglers have enormous collections of zlotys virtually un- 
spendable and useless to them. We buy the zlotys by transjernng 
Swiss dollars into their personal accounts in (Jeneva. We are able to 
get a good rate and with enough of these zlotys can buy essentials. 
We try not to deal with the Big Seven^ but it is certain that Max 
Kleperman has his people in on this, Also^ we can make direct barter 
with our Swiss money for houses, rooms, gold, Jood, and medicine 
with those smugglers who have caches. This latter is preferable to 
the zloty exchange. David Zemba is in conferences, trading for our 
Swiss dollars all day, every day. He has saved hundreds of lives. 

Three major slave-labor factory complexes remain m the ghetto, 
all belonging to Franz Koenig. In the small ghetto there is a wood- 
work plant. In the north, the Brushmaker's district. This latter sup- 
plies a major part of the brushes for the German army. Most oj the 
people, in their desperation to live, still maintain that a Kennkarie 
stamped for labor is the key to life. 

From the third factory we hear something that is a ray of hope, 
however faint. It is the uniform factory. Although the Germans 
claim to be at the gates of Moscow, we sen.se their first gteat defeat 
of the war. Nearly a hundred thousand bloody uniforms have arrived 
from the eastern front. In the factory the slave lalwrers clean, patch, 
and weave them and make them ready for reissue in Germany. 

A hundred thousand German casualties? Good news. 

ALEX/^NDER BRANDEL 


Chapter Four 


Rachael raced through rapid paSvSages of Chopin's Second Con* 
certo in preparation for a concert with what was left of the Ghetto 
Symphony Orchestra to be held in Franz Koenig's uniform factory. 

She turned to the slow hit of the andante, and her mind strayed 
from her work. Three more members of the orchestra had died. 
There were only forty musicians left and they were listless. A 
spasm of tension gripped her stomach. Wolf had been gone five 
days this time. It was the third time in a month that Andrei had 
sent him to the Aryan side. They said they wouldn’t, but they need- 
ed Wolf, even at the risk. What were they to do? She longed to 
marry him, but her father would be violently opposed. Wolf’s 
father had once beenan active Zionist and many people knewabout 
Wolf’s work. Poppa would allow nothing to besmirch his position 
on the Civil Authority. He was completely unreasonable about it 
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In the bedroom, Stephan lay on his stomach studying the Haf- 
torah, a reading from the Prophets, in preparation for the coming 
bar mitzvah. He always remembered the sound of music from his 
mother and sister. It had a magic quality of transcending him 
beyond all harm and all ugliness. Rachael stumbled on a passage, 
then fingered her way through the next bars. 

Stephan automatically stopped reading and rolled off the bed 
and walked to the window. They had just moved to this new place 
in the big ghetto. He had to share a bedroom with Rachael, and it 
was a pretty run-down place but far better than most people had. 
Just across the street stood the old post office building where the 
Civil Authority had been housed since the Germans closed the 
place on Grzybowska Street, llis father worked in there. In front 
of the large square, columned structure stood the only tree and 
plot of grass in the ghetto. It felt cool and soft to roll in. 

The music stopped. 

Stephan walked back to his bed and flopped on his belly, waiting 
for Rachael to begin playing again so he could resume his studies. 

He had alwf»>s *»»»d an unspoken communication with his sister. 
They wanted to talk to each other now. She sat on the edge of his 
bed and mussed his hair. He rebelled slightly. 

“How can you read that chicken scratch ?“ she said, referring to 
the Hebrew text. 

“It’s no worse than the .hicken scratch you read at the piano.” 
Stephan closed the book. “I wish Wolf would get back and help me 
with my lessons. Rabbi Solomon — well, we have to be perfect. 
He’s tough.’’ 

“Stephan?” 

“Yes?” 

“Wolf told me you tried to gel him and Uncle Andrei to let you 
distribute the underground paper,” # 

The boy did not answer. 

“Is It true?” 

“I guess so.” 

“Does Momma know?” 

“No.” 

“Don’t you think you’d better tell her?” 

He spun off the bed, away from her .nquiries. 

“What would we do if anything happened to you?” 

“Don’t you understand, Rachael?” 

“With Wolf and Uncle Andrei doing their work, I can’t lose all 
of you.” 

“If only Poppa ” Stephan stopped short. “Nothing.” 

“You can’t make up for him, Stephan.” 

“I’m so ashamed. For a long time I tried to believe what he was 
telling me.” 
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**Don*t be too hard on Poppa. No one knows how much he has 
suffered. You must be kind.** 

“How can you say that? U it weren’t for Poppa you and Wolf 
could marry.” 

“He's still your father, Stephan, and I know that Rabbi Solomon 
would be the first to tell you to honor him, always.” 

“Rachael . . . Momma and Poppa don’t love each other any 
more, do they ?” 

“It’s only because of the times, Stephan.** 

“That’s all right. You don’t have to try to explain.” 

She changed the subject quickly. “So, you’re going to be a real 
man next week. Well, let me sec if you have a hair on your chin 
yet.” Rachael wrestled him to the floor. He gently allowed himself 
to be pinned down. Her fingers dug into his ribs and he squirmed, 
half angry, half laughing. 

“Quit It, RachaeP I can’t wrestle with you any more.” 

She bared her claws. “And why not?” 

“Because you’re a girl and I may grab something by mistake.” 

“WelP Stephan Bronski! You are becoming a man!” 

In a moment she went back to the andante movement. Stephan 
slipped beside her on the bench and rested his head on her shoulder. 
Rachael put her arm about her brother and kissed his forehead. 

“It won’t be much of a bar mitzvah for you, will it 

“Just taking the oath to hve as a Jew is important,” he answered. 

“You are a little man.” 

“Don’t be afraid, Rachael. Wolf will be back. I heard you cry 
last night. Don’t be afraid. Rachael, 1 think I understand every- 
thing about you and Wolf and 1 want you to know I’m very glad 
because next to Uncle Andrei he’s the fmest man who ever lived. 
He has explained lots of things to me . . . about being a nun . . . 
like things Poppa should have explained . . .” 

Rachael blanched, then smiled. “1 wish he would come back. I 
wish he would come back. . . 

“He said he’d get back for my bar mitzvah. He will, Rachael.” 

Alexander Brandel’s office was converted into a makeshift syna- 
gogue, just as a million other places had been converted for illicit 
worship for two thousand years. Rabbi Solomon donned the 
ancient vestments of the rabbinate and opened the Torah scroll 
and chanted to the room where Ervin Roscnblum and Andrei and 
Alex and three Bathyrans stood near what represented an altar. 
Beyond Alex’s desk, Rachael and Susan and Deborah and many of 
Stephan’s friends jammed together. The shell of the man who was 
once Dr. Paul Bronski was alone by the door. 

Stephan Bronski fidgeted slightly as his mother bru.shed her hand 
over the tallis which had belonged to her own father Since no new 
shawls had been made since the occupation, the rabbi ruled it 
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fitting for the boy to wear this symbol of one generation posing a 
tradition to another. Stephanas months of study were coming to a 
culmination. 

He looked about toward the door, hoping that Wolf Brandcl 
would come through it in the last moment, but all he Sitw was his 
father. He smiled slightly at Rachael. 

Rabbi Solomon faced the assemblage. Another boy was ready to 
accept his duties as a son of the commandment, a guardian of the 
Laws, and take upon himseii* the terrible burden of Jewish life. 
Only a week earlier there had been another bar mitzvah. The son 
of Max KJcperman had reached the age of thirteen. He was given 
the symbols of manhood in a large hall at the Big Seven head- 
quarters amid gluttonous revelry. The old man wanted to turn his 
back on KJeperman’s mockery and walk away, but he didn’t, for 
he was merely the administrator of God’s will and not its judge. 

His thinning high voice asked the candidate to step forward. 

Stephan took a last sigh and felt his mother’s hand squeeze his 
shoulder. He walked forward to receive his new social status. The 
boy was slight and small like his father. 

“Bless the Lord Who *s to be praised.” 

“Praised be the Lord ^V'ho is blessed for all eternity,” the men 
in the room answered. 

“Blessed art Thou, O Lord our God, King of the universe, Who 
didst choose us from among ail the peoples by giving us Thy 
Torah, Blessed art I’hou, O Lord, Giver of the Laws,” Stephan 
chanted. 

The boy and the old man turned to theTorah scrolls which lay on 
Alexander Brandel’s desk. With the tassels of the shawl, Stephan 
touched the Torah, kissed the shawl, and read from the Laws of 
Moses, From the benediction he went to the climax of his studies, 
the chanting of the Mafiir Aliya from the Book of Prophets, one 
of the most difficult of all Hebrew readings. 

Stephan hiced the room and chanted from memory. His voice 
was small and high, but it carried with it that cry of anguish born 
of the oppressions of many Pharaohs in many ages. The room was 
awed as the lad displayed the full mastery of his accomplishment. 
Even Solomon delved into memory to try to recall when a young 
man had read the Haftorah with greater authority, grace and 
musical perfection. 

When the closing benediction was done, the Torah scrolls were 
closed, to be taken and hidden from desecration by the Germans. 

Stephan Bronski faced the room. Uncle Andrei winked. Stephan 
looked about, hoping that Wolf might have come in, but he hadn’t. 
He cleared his throat. “1 would like to thank my mother and 
father,” he said in the traditional opening of the valedictory, “for 
bringing me up in the Jewish tradition.” 

The pronouncement seldom failed to bring tears to women. 

277 



Deborah and Rachael proved no exception. But in the rear of the 
office the words struck Paul Bronski like a stiletto. He lowered his 
eyes as his son continued. 

''1 realize (hat becoming a son of the commandment is just a 
token of manhood. A lot of people told me how sorry they were 
that 1 couldn't have my bar nutzvah in peacetime when the Great 
Tlomatskie Synagogue would have been almost full and relatives 
would have come from all of Poland and there would have been a 
large celebration and presents. 1 thought a lot about all that, but I 
am really glad to have my bar mitzvah in a place like this room, 
because in places like this the Jewish faith has been kept alive 
during other times of oppression. 1 think, too, it is a special privi- 
lege to have your bar mitzvah in bad times. Anyone can live like a 
Jew when things go well, but to take an oath to be a Jew today is 
really important. Wc know that God needs real Jews to protect His 
laws. Well ... we have survived everyone who has tried to destroy 
us before because we have kept this kind of faith. Our God wiU 
not let us down. I am ve^ proud to be a Jew and I will try hard to 
uphold my responsibilities.** 

Rabbi Solomon held the tallis on Stephan's head and chanted 
the closing priestly blessing. The room pressed forward to con- 
verge on the boy and congratulate him witli hearty 
Paul Bronski left the place quickly and quietly. 

“I guess you are satisfied now,” Paul snapped at Deborah. 
“You’ve put on your little circus. You’ve won your battle. You’ve 
showed me up as a damned fool in front of the whole ghetto.” 

Deborah tried to contain herself. His eyes were filled with that 
half-wild look again. 

“Grinding salt into my wounds,” he continued. “Making me 
look ridiculous.” 

“Stephan did not have a bar mitzvah as a vendetta against you.” 

“Like heU.” 

“Paul, let’s go to sleep,” she pleaded. 

“Sleep?” He laughed sardonically. “Who sleeps?” 

He tried to light a cigarette, but his hand trembled so violently 
that he was able to accomplish it only with her steadying hand. 
“Well, Deborah, now that our son is properly a Jew and you have 
won your crusade for his holy purification for my sins ” 

“Stop it!” 

“ — now perhaps wc can discuss a family matter. We are still a 
family, you know.” 

“If you speak like a civilized person.” 

His outburst was done now. He calmed himself. “You’ve got to 
give up working at the orphanage and Rachael has to stop giving 
concerts. As for Stephan, he spends entirely too much time on the 
streets.” 
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She merely narrowed her eyes at his pronouncement. 

**We must reappraise all our friends A continued association 
with Brandel, Rosenblum, and Susan could become dangerous 
fcveryone is aware of thcMr past afhliations and no one is sure they 
are not part of this underground ” 

“Now you just stop where you are, Paul *’ 

“Let me finish, dammit, let me finish 1 1 can’t guarantee your 
immunity because of the likes of your goddamned brother and his 
agitators They’ve pulled in the entire family of one of our board 
members and are holding them all at Pawiak Prison as a warning 
tor us to break up this underground ’* 

Alk^hat was left of a desire foi honor seemed to drain out of him 
in that instant. His skin was a horrible gray “We have decided 

“What 

“We have decided that our families have to come to work inside 
the Civil Authority building and never be out of our sight ” 

“Oh, my God, it’s come to this ’’ Deborah held her hand over 
her eves for onlv a fc w tears All through this,” she whispered. “I 
hive waited patic a y tor . it first I tried so very, very 
hard to make myself bel wVc that what >ou were doing was really 
the right thing But each day as vou degrade yourself lower and 
lower you have ceased to be a human being ’’ 

“How dare you*” 

“Good God Paul* Didn t you hear >our son todav*^ Can’t the 
courage of a little boy touch you, move you ^ ’ 

‘ 1 won’t listen’ ’ 

“You will listen Paul Bronski’ You will listen’” 

He knelt befoic her desper itclv and gribbcd her arm and shook 
It ‘ Wc c in talk aesthetics untd hell fif czes but what 1 am saying 
to vou IS reality ” 

The tears fell down her checks ‘ Realiiv ^VTy poor man vou are 
the one who has been hidinu from reality Tm going to tell you 
whatrcahlv is Your daughter is sleeping Ailh Wolf Brandel, and I 
sent her to him because her marriage would endanger her father’s 
precious position as a eollaburaior ” 

“1 hat son of a biteh — ’’ 

’ Good * At least vou have the deeenev to show anger But he is a 
fine young man and I thank God she is able to find i few moments 
ol happiness in this hell Shall 1 tell you more rcalits Mam working 
on manufacturing bombs in the cellar of the orphanage, and vour 
son Stephan is delivering the underground newsp*iper “ 

Paul Bronski stood up and ^ unled like a confused, dving ani- 
mat 

“Do you know whv, PauP He came to me and pleaded— 
‘Momma, I’m going to be thirteen Mommi, someone in our 
family has to be a man ’ ” 
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Paul crumpled Into a diair and sobbed. She stood over the 
groveling, shaking cur, and the disdain ebbed into a terrible 
weariness. “I only did it for you,” he wept, “only for you.” 

“I’m tired, Paul. ... I’m all done in.” Suddenly, without plan, 
the words found their way through her. “1 have a chance to leave 
the ghetto with the children.” 

He looked up at her, blinking. “De Monti . . . Dc Monti.” 

She nodded. 

“You’d do tliis to me?” 

“1 have made my atonements. I have paid, repaid a thousand, 
thousand times, and I swear I don’t know if 1 was ever wrong 
even in the beginning. But if I was, 1 have been punished by you. 
1 promise you, Chris will never touch me. AH 1 want is to find a hole 
someplace to crawl into where 1 can’t hear starving children cry. 
Maybe a p;itch of grass . . . that’s all I want . . . just ... a patch 
of grass.” 

Paul slid to the floor on his knees and doubled up before her 
feet. “Please don’t leave me,” he wept, “please don’t leave me . . . 
please don’t leave me . . .” 


Chapter Five 


Spring of 1942. 

TTie awesome winter was done, but the smell of death lingered. 
The little ghetto on the south was all but shrunken. Polish families 
inched back in as the Jewish decimation increased. All that re- 
mained in the south were a few streets of Jews, the woodwork 
factory, arid Wild Areas. The big ghetto became more crammed 
than ever. 

With the reinforcement of the Waffen SS guard, the ghetto fell 
into a grip of fear worse than any it had experienced. The smug 
Elite Cbrps with their lightning streaks on black uniforms entered 
Warsaw fresh from their jobs as Kommandos in the Special Action 
massacres on the eastern front. Placed under Sieghold Stutze, they 
were wild, drinking louts, turned into savages by the sight of the 
blood of their victims. They filled the barracks at 101 Leszno Street 
just beyond the ghetto wall, opposite Koenig’s uniform factory. 

A second set of guards arrived. Latvians and Lithuanians wear- 
ing uniforms of Nazi Auxiliaries with insignias of skull and cross- 
bon^ on their epaulets. These peasants from the Baltics had 
carried out their share of the eastern massacres with relish. 

A third force came in from Globocnik’s headquarters in Lublin. 
Ukrainians. Their men's choir, sober or drunk, sang with such 
harmony they were dubbed the Nightingales. The Litts, Latts, and 
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Nightingales took the red brick building cater-comer to the SS 
barracks. 

Lach night the sounds of drunken revelry heightened the fear. 

SS General Alfred Funk, courier of the verbal messages on 
“Jewish problems,” arrived in Warsaw as a harbinger of doom. 
Fresh from conferences with Heydnch, Himmler, and Hiller in 
Berlin, he arrived with Adolf Lichmann, Gestapo 4B, Jewish 
affairs. 

The Krakow Gazette increased its build-up of the “final solution 
to the Jewish problem.” Around Poland, the feverish activity of 
building new camps brought in German experts in transportation 
and construction. But these new camps were different. They were 
neither for slave labor nor for the containment of enemies of the 
Reich. They were built in great secrecy in out-or-the-wa> locations, 
and their structures had odd shapes unlike any ever seen. 

By midwinter Alfred Funk concluded his conferences in Warsaw 
and returned to SS headquarters in Lublin and further verbal in- 
structions for Globocnik. 

Farly in March one of Ana Grinspan’s runners reached Warsaw 
with the mforniatior tint an O,M;rati 0 D Reinhard, named after 
Hcydrich,was taking plac« for the liquidation of the Lublin ghetto. 
The ghetto occupants as well as transports of Jews from outside 
Poland were being sent to a camp named Majdanck on the out- 
skirts of the city. 

When Funk came bavk to Warsaw everyone speculated wildly 
on the meaning, but after the winter just past no one believed things 
could get worse. 

Rabbi Solomon sat on the floor in another of the makeshift 
synagogues before his emaciated congregation, which had once 
been a proud group recognized in the religious circles of Poland. 
The few stragglers who remained represented the heart of Euro- 
pean Jewry Stephan Bronski, the rabbi’s favorite pupil, was near 
the learned one. 

It was the ninth day of the Hebrew month of Ab, the day on 
which the greatest disasters had befallen the Jews. On Tisha B’Ab 
the First Temple of Solomon was destroyed bv the Babylonians, 
and centuries later, on the same day, the Second Temple fell to 
the Romans, starting a series of events winch eventually spread the 
sc'cd of Abraham to the corners of the world as damned and eternal 
wanderers and strangers. 

On Tisha B’Ab an angry Moses had come down from Sinai and 
smiished the tablets of the comniandments upon sight of the revel- 
ing tribes of Israel worshiping an idol. It was as though he had cast 
an eternal curse upon them, fbr this night of Tisha B'Ab the lights 
burned late in the ofliccs of Gestapo House, Reinhard Corps head- 
quarters, and the offices of Rudolph Schreiker. 
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Rabbi Solomon read from the “Valley of Tears’* and the Holy 
Torah was revealed and he swayed and cried Jeremiah’s prophecies 
of doom. 

“And the Lord shall scatter you among the nations and ye shall 
be left few in number.” 

A mournful response followed his words. 

“We looked for peace, but no good came; and for a time of 
health and behold trouble! For, behold I will send serpents among 
you which will not be charmed and they shall bite you, saith the 
Lord . . . the harvest is past, the summer ended and we are not 
saved ... for death is come up to our windows and is entered into 
our palaces to cut off the children from without, and the young 
men from the streets ... the carcasses of men shall fall as durg upon 
the open field.” 

As Rabbi Solomon lamented, the overture to the most horrible 
catastrophe in a catastrophe-filled history was playing out. 

Black Friday ushered in the Big Action. 

The Nazis called in members of their networks of infomners and 
bled them for information during the night. By dawn a swift, 
merciless sweep was plotted to denude the Jews of the last of their 
leadership. 

With sirens screaming in hideous harmony to the rabbi’s prayers, 
the SS and their Litts, Latts, Polish Blues, Jewish Milma, and 
Ukrainians swept in from every gate and scoured the ghetto, 
smoking out the resistance people from secret rooms. 

Tens of dozens were marched unceremoniously to the cemetery 
and shot by a firing squad of Nightingales. 

Ana Grinspan, Andrei Androfski and Tolek Alterman had the 
fortune to be on the Aryan side. Other Bathyrans hid in the base- 
ment of Mila 19 with Jules Schlosberg and Krvin Roseiiblum amid 
journals of the Good Fellowship Club and homemade lire bombs. 
Simon Eden spent the day crossing rooftops, and Rodel, the Com- 
munist, cringed in a hidden closet. 

Alexander Brandel and David Zemba were among the fortunate 
not on the roundup list. 

But dozens of people from the Bathyrans and the Labor Zionists 
and Revisionists and Bundists were not so fortunate. Black hriday 
shattered the ghetto and it sank to its lowest depths. 

On the Sabbath following the massacre the ghetto was plastered 
with terrifying orders and the loudspeaker trucks roamed up and 
down, up and down, booming the edicts. 

ORDER OF DEPORTATION NOTICE 

1 . By order of the German authorities all Jews living in Warsaw, 
without regard to age or sex, are to be deported to the Hast. 

2. The following are excluded from the deportation order: 

(a) All Jews employed by German authorities or in German 
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enterprises who have their Kennkarten properly stamped. 

(b) All Jews who are members and employees of the Jewish 
Civil Autliority as of the day of this notice. 

(c) All Jews belonging to the Jewish Militia. 

(d) The families of the above-meniioned. Fainib ;s consist 
only of husband/ wives and children. 

(e) Jews employed by social welfare agencies under the 
Jewish Civil Authority and Orphans and Self-Help 
Society. 

3. Each deportee is entitled to take fifteen kilograms of piersonal 
pos.sessions as baggage. All baggage over the weight will be con- 
iiscatcU. (AH valuable articles such as money, jewelry, gold, etc., 
should be taken in order to use it for an orderly resettlement.) 
Three days’ food should be taken. 

4. Deportation commences on July 22, 1942, at 1 1 a.m. 

5. Punishments: 

(a) Jews in the published lists not reporting will be shot. 

(b) Jews undertaking activities to evade or hinder orderly de- 
portation will be shot. 

JLWU.ll CIVIL AUTHORITY, WARSAW 
Bans Press^er^ Chairman 


ANNOUNCPMLNT 

Each deportee v^ho r^pc'rts vtHuniarily vmU be supplied with 
3 kg. bread and I kg. marmalade. Eood disti ibution will be held at 
Slawki Square. 

Staging center for deportation will be the process center at 
Stawki 6-8 on the Umschlagplatz. 

JLWISH CIVIL AUnirvRITY, WARSAW 
Dr, Paul Bronski, Deputy Chairnum 


ANNOUNCEMENT 

Each day deportations w ill be clenrly posted and announced for 
the prcKceding day Deportees for July 23 shall come from the 
following areas: 

Elektoralna St. No. 34-42 
Chlodna St No. 28-44 inclusive 
Orla St. No 1-14 and 16-34 
LesznoSt. No. 1-3,7-51,57-77 
All Biala Street 

BY ORDFR OF PIOTR WARSINSKl 
Am ish Militia of Warsaw 
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Chapter Six 


The underground recoiled from Black Friday and set out to 
deteimine what was behind the deportation. 

For the first three days the Germans had an unexpected success. 
Wild Ones who lived in hiding without Kennkarten left their .secret 
hovels, unable to resist the temptation of the three kilograms of 
bread and one kilogram of marmalade promised by the Germans. 
There were more volunteers than could be processed at the Um- 
schlagplatz. 

The deportation center was in a gray four-story concrete struc- 
ture at Stawki 6-8, just beyond the northern gate. It wiis out of 
view of both the ghetto and the Aryan side. Once a school, it had 
later been an Orphans and Self-Help hospital. 

Waffen SS Hauptsturmfuhrer Kutlcr, in charge of the detail, was 
a member of the Kommandos who had carried out the massacres 
on the eastern front. Kutler was in a state of drunkenness, tor- 
mented by a continuous nightmare of blood. His gory dreams were 
shared by most of the other Kommandos, who kept themselves 
going on liquor and dope. 

A pair of thick iron doors hung across the entrance. Inside, a 
half dozen Nazis made selections, standing in front of the never- 
ending lines of humanity. A few were returned to the ghetto for 
labor. Most were passed along to the immense cobblestone yard 
surrounded by a high wall. 

The courtyard detail was composed of Nightingales and their 
Litt and Lait compatriots under the direction of a few SS men who 
held vicious Alsatian dogs at leash end. 

A brick train shed and platform some two blocks in length ran to 
the extreme end of the courtyard. A train of forty-four cattle and 
freight cars stood in readiness. 

As the selectees came in, their belongings were ransacked for 
jewelry, money, valuables of any kind. In order to make room for 
more people on the cars, most of the clothing they carried was 
confiscated. 

A detail of Jews from Koenig’s labor pool carted the clothing 
across the street to a building which served as a warehouse. Linings 
of coats were ripped apart for hidden valuables. Personal memen- 
tos — family letters, pictures, keepsakes — were burned in a large 
oven alon^ide the building. 

When six thousand people had been gathered, they were loaded 
on the trains. At three o’clock promptly each afternoon the train 
pulled out for an “unknown eastern destination.” 

The Wild Ones who had volunteered in the first days of the Big 
Action had been cowed to such a state that they offered almost no 
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resistance. But anyone who balked inside the Umschlagplatz 
courtyard was pounced upon immediately, mercilessly, by the 
guards. 

Outside the courtyard, Polish Blues and Jewish Militia kept 
order in the lines feeding people into the selection center. 

The aged, cripples, and those obviously unfit for labor were 
taken from the Umschlagplatz and shot by SS firing squads at the 
cemetery several blocks away. In this way the Germans “proved** 
they were taking only the healthiest people to the new labor camps. 

Despite the passivity of the Orthodox community, men like 
Rabbi Solomon continued to wield great influence over the people. 
As more and more rabbis went to an unknown fate, diminishing 
the numbers leading the Orthodox Jews, the remaining inherited 
more responsibility. 

On the fourth day of the Big Action the remnants of the under- 
ground had the Umschlagplatz under observation and scurried 
desperately around Warsaw trying to learn the destination of the 
trams. 

Alexander Brandel visitf'd Rabbi Solomon in an attempt to con- 
vince him to go to the Jewish Civil Authority. The old man had 
drawn a rigid circle binding his duties. The Civil Authority, he 
argued, was beyond his sphere of activity. Through Talmudic 
reasoning and arguments Alex weakened his stand by draw'ing 
parallels with ancient exiles. Finally the rabbi agreed to a rabbini- 
cal court and allowed Alex to plead before the five rabbis they were 
able to a.ssemble. 

They decided it was morally correct for Rabbi Solomon to peti- 
tion the Civil Authority, 

The old man was partly blind, able to sec only in shadowy 
images. Months before, he had been forced to give up his work on 
the Good Fellowship notes and Brandefs journal. He entered the 
Civil Authority building at Zamenhof and Gcnsia streets on the 
arm of Stephan Bronski, his favorite student. 

Paul Bronski w as more nervous than usual. The sight of Stephan 
with the rabbi in broad daylight in a place which was a rat^* nest of 
informers unnerved him. Stephan was sent home. Although Solo- 
mon could not see Paul, he was able to sense the uneasiness in the 
man’s voice. 

“Dr. Bronski, there has been much talk about these deporta- 
tions. In fact, little else is spoken of.” 

“That is certainly understandable.” 

“We hear that there are continuations of the eastern massacres 
in death camps.” 

“Nonsense. Can’t you see it is the same group of agitators wc 
have had to contend with since the first day of the occupation ? We 
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have only their propaganda that there have ever been massacres 
in the east.” 

“Has Civil Authority ever questioned the Germans about 
the validity of the stories of the eastern massacres?” 

Of course not. Paul clamped his teeth together. Sightless though 
the old man was, none of the keen edge had gone from his mind, 
nor had he lost the acid manner of setting verbal traps. 

“My dear Rabbi Solomon, no one claims that life in the ghetto 
has b^n easy. We are the losers in a war in which we have been 
chosen as the scapegoat. Yet, through orderly process, the fact is 
that we have kept most people alive and here.” 

“Then, Dr. fironski, I assume you arc ready to assure us that 
most of us will still be alive and here in three or four weeks?” 

Paul had spoken about the deportations only to Boris Presser. 
His own hopes were that within a week or two the Germans would 
restock their labor camps and the deportations would stop. 

“I am waiting fopan answer. Dr. Bronski.” 

Paul was afraid to take a position. Suppose he said the deporta- 
tions would stop and they did not. Suppose the rumors of death 
camps were true and the Civil Authority had taken no stand on 
them. He had run out of maneuvering room, hor two years and 
seven months he had found one more escape, and one more, and 
one more. This was the dead end. 

“I am reasonably certain the deportations will stop as soon as 
the Germans decongest the ghetto. Dccongcstion of the ghetto 
will alleviate many of our problems here, and the populatK jn shifts 
to strengthen their labor pool closer to the eastern front will 
obviously satisfy the Germans.” 

“Would the Civil Authority ask the Germans if your reasonable 
certainties are reasonable certainties with them also?” 

Rabbi Solomon's trap sprang shut. Paul wanted no more of the 
man. He mumbled quickly that the matter would be pursued. 

Boris Presser had performed his duties as chairman of the Jew ish 
Civil Authority almost as a nonentity. He was a quiet little man 
whose forte was an extraordinary ability to stay out of people’s way 
and to carry out his office in a mechanical manner, without emo- 
tional attachment. The murder of Emanuel Goldman, the first 
Civil Authority chairman in the early days of the occupation, 
clearly outlined the limitations of his power. 

Presser dexterously avoided clandestine meetings with the 
underground, the social agencies, or the smugglers. He was learned 
at knowing nothing, seeing nothing, hearing nothing. He kept 
himself untdnted through deftness. He was, in fact, the perfect tool 
in the Nazi logic which pointed up that Jews were killing each 
other off. When boxed in from time to lime, Presser could always 
justify the existence of the Civil Authority. Without it, he explained 
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conditions would be far more severe. He made himself believe it 
was an instrument of survival. 

When Paul Bronski confronted Boris with the ground swell of 
apprehension over the deportations Presscr would not be talked 
into a meeting with the Germans. As he had done a hund'*ed times 
before, he delegated Paul Bronski. 

The choices ? Schreiker and the Reinhard Corps were impossible 
to speak to. Could he move through Max Kleperman? No, the 
Big Seven wanted to know nothing about the deportations. Move 
through Brandel and David Zemba? No, it was they who brought 
the pressure on the Civil Authority. 

Dr. Pranz Koenig was his only choice. 

Koenig’s new residence was a forty-room palace, the latest con- 
fiscation in his capacity as chief of confiscations. In a few short 
years he had become a multimillionaire. 

Koenig had grown abnormally obese. His body resembled a pear 
and his head a puffy tomato with an obnoxious flat clipping of 
fuzz on lop. 

Power was unbecoming. After the first sweet taste of revenge and 
fulfillment, he came lO loggerheads with the reality that he had 
placed himself in league wall men of a bestiality he did not believe 
could exist among civilized people His wonderful Germany, his 
land of the gifts of culture, w^as l>cing run by maniacs and sadists. 
He remembered his very first tliscussion of the mass murders Now 
he wondered what he had done. Yet, irresistibly, he rose higher 
and higher. Himmler himself received him regularly. All that 
Franz Koenig had known of truth and beauty was abandoned by 
him. A victim of fear, he had been purchased — soul, heart, and 
mind. 

Paul's throat was caked dry as he stood before Dr. Koenig. It 
was a long way from the university to this forty-loot office. Yet 
Paul’s presence always had the disconcerting effect of making 
Koenig remember that he had once been content to read Schiller 
and listen to Mozart in the sanctity of his study, away from his fat 
Polish wife. 

Paul managed to blurt out the message of apprehension over the 
deportations. 

“You have a militia at your disposal. Use it.” Koenig snapped in 
irritation. 

“But if we use it more than we already have to implement the 
deportations, it will only serve to confirm the people’s suspicions.” 

Koenig rocked back and forth in his outsized chair. He could turn 
the matter over to Rudolph 5Jchreiker for a flat and hrutal closing 
of all discus.sion. Was this wise? Only a few days and the stream of 
volunteers for deportation had all but dried up. There was risk of a 
hardening resistance with the growing underground. Koenig had a 
dozen factories both in and out of the ghetto which needed a con- 
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stant supply of labor. Schreiker had not changed an iota from his 
blundering, stupid ways. He had learned to manipulate Schreiker, 
to make his own position finn by the feeling that he was indispens- 
able. Schreiker was deep in his debt through bribes and loans. 

Paul Bronski and Boris Presser had been obedient servants. If 
they were replaced in a swift purge, it could upset the wcll-con- 
tfoUed balance he maintained over the ghetto. 

“It is reasonable,” Koenig said in measured terms, “that the 
Jewish Civil Authority assure the people of our good intentions.” 

When Paul had gone, Koenig went to the city hall to convince 
Rudolph Schreiker of the importance of having the Jewish Civil 
Authority make a public proclamation for the continuance of 
orderly deportations. Schreiker was, as usual, too confused by the 
issues to do other than mumble for Koenig to go ahead. 

The next day Paul Bronski, Boris Presser, and the entire board 
of the Jewish Civil Authority were whisked out of the ghetto for 
an inspection at Poniatow, Trawniki, and dozens of eastern labor 
camps which existed to supply road gangs constructing air strips 
and manufacturing munitions. Tlie railroads had received their 
first Russian bombings. Gangs of Jews put them back into working 
order. 

The superficial inspection was parallel to the “inspections” held 
for the Swiss Red Cross in their investigation of ghetto conditions. 
Yet it served as a face-saving gesture for Presser and Bronski. At 
the end of the tour, which showed or proved nothing, Koenig dis- 
torted it into Nazi logic. The inspection “proved” that the deprir- 
tationsfiom Warsaw werefor the announced purposcof dispersing 
and decentralizing industry and moving it closer to the eastern 
battle line. 

Neither^oris Presser nor Paul Bronski was able to allow himself 
the luxury of pursuing the truth. On their return to Warsaw, 
Koenig had prepared statements for their signature, lliey affixed 
their names for the stated reasons and under tolerable working 
conditions and further urged co-operation in orderly departuics. 

Copies of the documents were plastered on a thousand walls, 
but despite them the streams of volunteers had completely dried 
up by the sixth day of the Big Action. 

^^Juden! 'Rausr 

“Jews! Outside!” 

Whistles! Sirens! Deserted streets. Taut fear behind the drawn 
shades. 

The Nightingales who sang in such beautiful harmony poured 
from their trucks in another of the sudden strikes to block off a 
building and pour in and smash down doors and drag the 
struggling occupants into the streets. 

Wolf Brandel slipped into his trousers and shirt at the sounds of 

288 



the screams across the way and peered from a comer window in 
Andrei's flat to the scene of horror in the courtyard. Rachael 
wrapped herself in the bed sheet and tried to look, but Wolf held 
her back at arm's length. 

A drama of violence erupted amid the confusion as a man 
attempted to break through the cordon of Ukrainians to reach his 
wife and was bloodily clubbed to the pavement for his efforts, ^e 
lay groaning and twitching, drenched in his own blood. Another 
outburst. A frantic young mother lurched at a huge guard, clawing 
his face, biting his hand, as she tried to get back her infant. The 
guard roared with laughter, grab^d her by the hair, and flung 
her into a circle of flailing clubs. The cordon pushed their captives 
up thd‘ street toward the Umschiagplatz with a steady tattoo of 
truncheon smashes. 

Wolf buttoned his shirt clumsily and replaced his pistol in his 
belt. Rachael forgot her modesty and let the sheet fall from her, 
but the blood-burst on the streets had broken the spell of love- 
making. Wolf braced his back against the iron bedstead and 
dropped his face on his knees while she dressed. She cuddled up 
next to him, laying her head on his lap, and they stayed numbed 
and quiet until ihc ia..t of the cric > faded from their hearing. 

“Where are the trains going?" she whispered shakily. 

lie shook his head. 

“My father says they’ll stop soon, but I don’t believe him. There’s 
talk about death camps." 

She began to tremble, and her face and hands felt icy. He tried 
to comfort her. 

“I don't mean to be like this ... It was only 1 was so fright- 

ened when you didn’t come back in time for Stephan's bar mitzvah. 
I'm always dreaming of the trains. I dream they're taking Stephan. 
Wolf, he'.s taking too many chances. Make him slop." 

“How can 1 argue with him to be against what we are trying to 
stand for?" 

“What do we stand for ? What in God’s name do we stand for?" 

“I don’t know, really. My father might be able to put it into 
certain words. So can Rabbi Solomon. 1 just want to live and I 
want you to live. I guess that's all I really stand for." 

In a little while she became calm. 

“Someday it will all be over, Rachael. It must end sometime." 

“If I could only be your wife. If I coaid only have your baby. 
Wolf, if either of us goes on the trams, I want you to know how 
very much I love you." 

“We're going to come through this . . . Rachael." Then his 
voice saddened. “My father talked to Rabbi Solomon about 
marrying us secretly, without your father knowing. He won’t 
do it." 

“Why ? It’s only because my father would never agree ’’ 
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^To Rabbi Solomon it would mean he would be taking the side 
of the underground against the Civil Authority. You know how 
the Orthodox are about finding hidden meanings in hidden mean- 
ings. Besides, 1 would want the world to know you're my wife.** 

*‘l try so hard to remember my father the way he used to be, but 

I think 1 hate him. 1 swear, sometimes 1 almost wish he were *’ 

“Shhhhh , . .** 

Sounds on the roof sent them into a grip of fear. Wolf rolled off 
the bed, yanked Rachael off, and shoved her behind him into an 
alcove. Someone was rattling about overhead. An indistinguish- 
able figure appeared at the skylight in the kitchen ceiling. It tugged 
at the trap door. Wolf withdrew his pistol, cocked it, and aimed it 
on the skylight. The trap door groaned open, sending in a burst of 
light and air. A pair of legs lowered and a figure dropped to the 
floor. 

“It’s Stephan.** 

Stephan got to his feet, rubbing his wrist, which was tingling 
from the impact of breaking the fall. “I’m sorry to have to come 
here,” he apologized, “but Uncle Andrei needs you right away, 
Wolf.** 

“Where is he?” 

“At the loft over the stage. Workman’s Theater.” 

Wolf fought his way into his shoes, slapped his cap on, and 
peered out of the window. Nightingales patrolled the street below. 

“You*ll have to go over the roofs,** Stephan said. 

“You two get on the roof and stay till after dark,” Wolf ordered. 

Rachael obeyed silently, fearing words would bring on a be- 
trayal of tears. A kitchen table was shoved under the skylight. 
Wolf climbed on, leaped up, caught hold, and struggled through. 
He closed his eyes for a moment as he saw the sheer drop. The 
sharp heights always brought on dizziness. He lay flat on his belly 
and reached down into the kitchen. Rachael hoisted Stephan into 
Wolf *s hands. She came through last. Wolf closed the skylight and 
pointed to cover behmd a chimney. Stephan and his sister crouched 
behmd it and watched Wolf disappear over the top of the ghetto. 

It took him an hour to negotiate the mile over the roofs, down 
stairs, sprinting through exposed courtyards and over inter- 
sections, diving into the cover of friendly basements. 

Wolf knew instantly it was a very important meeting, for Simon 
Eden was there with Andrei and Tolck Alterman. Andrei and 
Simon had kept apart to lessen the chance of their both being 
captured. It was the same with the other leaders. They came to- 
gether under an urgency, for the informers had unearthed dozens 
of hiding places on Black Friday. 

Simon spoke to Wolf and Tolck. “The Germans are lying about 
the deportations. One of my people has been able to observe the 
Umschlagplatz. For six days now the same forty-four cars have 
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come and gone. Figure it. The trains pull out every day at three 
o'clock. They return by eight o’clock the next morning. Seventeen 
hours' travel, bight and a half going. Eight and a half coming 
back. Subtract an hour's unloading time. Subtract an hour to 
turn the train around. Consider today’s travel conditions,” 

‘‘Suniinary,” Andrei said. “It is our educated guess this train is 
not traveling more than seventy or eighty kilometers beyond 
Warsaw.” 

Tolek rubbed his jaw, drew a mental picture of Warsaw’s 
environs. “There is no labor camp or combination of them inside 
this radius which can continue to take six thousand new people 
every day.” 

“Extictly.” 

“As you know,” Simon continued, “My runner system was 
almost shattered on Black briday. I lost almost all my people on 
the Aryan side.” 

Andrei handed Wolf and Tolek packs of money. “There’s a 
guard playing at the Tlomatskie Gate. Go out in hfteen-minHte 
intervals at six o’clock and meet at Gabncla’s flat. She will have a 
railroad mainle'U'*''-: engineer there. He will place you in observa- 
tion positions along the rail line.” 

When they had gone Simon Eden asked Andrei about new 
arms. It was the same story. No arms. No money. No help Irom 
Roman or the Home Army. Evasions. Frustration. They had only 
five hundred soldiers left a »er Black Friday 

Andrei looked at his watch and said it was time for him to leave 
too. 

“Must you go to Lublin?” Simon asked. 

“Yes.” 

“If there was a way to command you not to go . . 

“No, Simon.” 

“Are you certain you can get into this camp?” 

“I don’t know for certain. Ana tracked down my old company 
sergeant. A good soldier, that Styka. I have faith in him. He has 
been working on it for two weeks. Ana brought the message that 
he can get mein.” 

“Andrei, if we lose you . . .” 

“What’s to lose, Simon ?” 

Simon flopped his big hands to his sides. “\Miat’s to lose? I've 
been in a fog for over two years I try to tell myself all this is untrue. 
It IS not happening I’m numb, but wc survive on instinct.” 

Andrei slapped his back. 

“Well,” Simon said, “wishing you luck inside Majdanek is 
rather ludicrous these days. Docs Gabriela know?” 

“No. I promi.scd her not to keep secrets, but I cannot bring 
myself to talk about this trip to Lublin. But the minute I come 
through the door tonight, she will no longer be fooled.” 
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**I envy you» Andrei, having that kind of love. Andrei, for God's 
sake, get back here safely. I can’t keep going without you.” 

“See you around, Simon.” 


Chapter Seven 

Andrei rubbed his eyes wearily and brought them to focus be- 
yond the unwashed window. The tram poked past a hamlet of 
thatched shanties surrounded by the rye fields of the flat Lublin 
Uplands. It was a long, slow trip. Late afternoon before he would 
reach Lublin. Good old Styka. He had come through. 

Simon’s words ran through his mind: “Tve been in a fog . . . 
I’m numb, but we survive on instinct.” On those nights before a 
dangerous assignment Gabriela, too, was instinctive. She had held 
him all night with her eyes wide open and without a word. 

Andrei allowed himself the reward of a sigh and an inner re- 
bellion of his nerves over another close call. There had been an 
unexpected siding of the train and an inspection. Life a.nd death 
hinged on an exchange of glances with one of the Polish police, 
who returned later for his bribe. 

Freedom and capture had hung by a thread so many times, he 
could not count them any more. Every day fate or luck or a proper 
instinctive move was the difference betv/ecn life and death. Each 
night at Mila 19 the Bathyrans related a series of stories of the 
day’s close brushes and miraculous escapes. 

Andrei took a canteen from his knapsack and sipped a swallow 
of water and bit off a small hunk of the staling bread. It was painful 
to put food into his stomach, which, shrunken by the lack of food, 
rebelled at the sudden stretching. 

The train passed a hamlet. The tracks split a large field in half 
where men and oxen strained against plow leashes and women bent 
double in stoop labor. Burly leathered men and wrinkled women 
in drab black rags carried on in a primitive way, almost unchanged 
from feudal times. Peasants puzzled Andrei. He wondered how 
they could go on in poverty, superstition, ignorance, with a com- 
plete lack of desire to make cither their land or their lives flourish. 

Andrei remembered a Bathyran meeting long ago. Toick A I tor- 
man had returned from the colonies in Palestine and, before the 
national leadership, exalted the miracles of drying up swamps and 
irrigating the desert. A fund-raising drive to buy tractors and 
machinery was launched. Andrei remembered that his own re- 
action had been one of indifference. 

Had he found the meaning too late? It aggravated him. The 
land of the Lublin Uplands was rich, but no one seemed to care. 
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In the unfertile land in Palestine humans broke their backs pushing 
will power to the brink. 

He had sal beside Alexander Brandel at the rostrum of a con- 
gress of Zionist. All of them were there in this loosely knit associa- 
tion of diversified ideologies, and each berated the other and beat 
his breast for his own approaches. When Alexander Br.indel rose 
to speak, the hall became silent. 

“1 do not care if your beliefs take you along a path of religion or 
a path of labor or a path of activism. We are here because all our 
paths travel a blind course through a thick forest, seeking human 
dignity. Beyond the forest aU our paths merge into a single great 
highway which ends in the barren, eroded hills of Judea. This is our 
singular goal. How we travel through the forest is for each man’s 
conscience. Where we end our journey is always the same. We all 
seek the same thing through different ways — an end to this long 
night of two thousand years of darkness and unspeakable abuses 
which will continue to plague us until the Star of David flies over 
Zion.” This was how Alexander Brandel expressed pure Zionism. 
It had sounded good to Andrei, but he did not believe it. In his 
heart he had d ‘..re to go to •Palestine. He loathed the idea of 
drying up swamps or the rhills ot malaria or of leaving his natural 
birthright. 

Before he went into battle Andrei had told Alex, “I only want 
to be a Pole. Warsaw is my city, not Tel Aviv.” 

And now Andrei sat o.< a train on the way to Lublin and 
wondered if he was not being punished for his lack of belief. 
Warsaw! He saw the smug eyes of the Home Army chief, Roman, 
and all the Romans and the faces of the peasants who held only 
hatred for him. They had let this black hole of death in Warsaw’s 
heart exist without a cry of protest. 

Once there had been big glittering rooms where Ulanys bowed 
and kissed the ladies’ hands as they thrted from bchmd their fans. 

Warsaw! Warsaw! 

“Miss Rak. 1 am a Jew.” 

Day by day, week by week, month by month, the betrayal 
gnawed at Andrei’s heart. He ground his teeth Mgcther. 1 hate 
Warsaw, he said to himself. I hate Poland and all the goddamned 
mothers’ sons of them. All of Poland is a coflii*. 

The terrible vision of the ghetto streets flooded his mind. What 
matters now? What is beyond this fog? Only Palestine, and I will 
never live to see Palestine because 1 did not believe. 

By late aftcrnoi^n the train inched into the marshaling yards in 
the railhead at Lublin, which *vas filled with Imes of cars poised 
to pour the tools of war to the Russian front. 

At a siding, another tram which was a familiar sight these days. 
Deportees. Jews. Andrei's skilled eye sized them up. They were not 
Poles. He guessed by their appearance that they were Rumanians. 
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He walked toward the center of the city to keep his rendezvous 
with Styka. Of all the places in Poland, Andrei hated Lublin the 
most. The Bathyrans were all gone. Few of the native Jews who 
had lived in Lublin wore still in the ghetto. 

From the moment of the occupation Lublin became a focal 
point. He and Ana watched it carefully. Lublin generally was the 
forerunner of what would happen elsewhere. Early in 1939, Odilo 
Globocnik, the Gauleiter of Vienna, established SS headquarters 
for all of Poland. The Bathyrans ran a check on Globocnik and 
had only to conclude that he was in a tug of war with Hans Frank 
and the civilian administrators. 

Globocnik built the Death's-Head Corps. Lublin was the seed 
of action for the “final solution” of the Jewish problem. As the 
messages from Himmler, Heydrich, and Eichmann came in 
through Alfred Funk, Lublin’s fountainhead spouted. 

A bevy of interlacing lagers, work camps, concentration camps 
erupted in the area. Sixty thousand Jewish prisoners of war dis- 
appeared into Lublin’s web. Plans went in and out of I ublin, 
indicating German confusion. A tale of a massive reservation m the 
Uplands to hold several million Jews ... A talc of a plan to ship 
all Jews to the island of Madagfiscar . . . Stories of the depravity 
of the guards at Globtxrnik’s camps struck a chord of terror at llie 
mere mention of their names. Lipowa 7, Sobibor, Chelmno, 
Poltawa, Bclzec, Krzywy-Rog, Budzyn, Krasnik. Ice baths, 
electnc shocks, lashings, wild dogs, testicle crushers. 

The Death's-Head Corps took in Ukrtiinian and Baltic Aux- 
iliaries, and the Einsatzkommandos waded knee-deep in blood and 
turned into drunken, dope-ridden maniacs. Lublin was their 
heart. 

In the .spring of 1942 Operation Reinhard began in Lublin. The 
ghetto, a miniature of Warsaw’s, was emptied into the camp in the 
Majdan-Tartarski suburb called Majdanek. As the camp emptied, 
it was refilled by a draining of the camps and towns around I.ublin, 
then by deportees from outside Poland. In and in and in they 
poured through the gates of Majdanek, but they never left, and 
Majdanek was not growing any larger. 

What was happening in Majdanek? Was Operation Reinhard 
the stime pattern for the daily trains now leaving the Umschlag- 
platz in Warsaw? Was there another Majdanek in the Warsiiw 
area, as they suspected? 

Andrei stopped at Litowski Place and looked around quickly at 
the boundary of civil buildings. His watch told him he was still 
early. Down the boulevard he could see a portion of the ghetto 
wall. He found an empty bench, opened a newspaper, and stretched 
his legs before him. Krakow Boulevard was filled with black Nazi 
uniforms and the dirty brownish ones of their Auxiliaries. 

“Captain Androfski!” 
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Andrei glanced up over the top of the paper and looked into the 
tnustached, homely face of Sergeant Styka. Styka sat beside him 
and pumped his hand excitedly. “I have been waiting across the 
street at the post office since dawn. 1 thought you mi^^t get in on 
a morning train.” 

”lt*s good to see you again, Styka.” 

Styka studied Ws captain. He almost broke into tears. To him, 
Andrei Androfski had always been the living symbol of a Polish 
oHiccr. His captain was thin and haggard and his beautiful boots 
were worn and shabby. 

“Remember to call me Jan,” Andrei said. 

Stylga nodded and sniffed and blew his nose vociferously. 
“When that woman found me and told me that you needed me I 
was never so happy since before the war.” 

“I’m lucky that you were still living in Lublin.” 

Styka grumbled about fate, “for a lime 1 thought of trying to 
reach the Free Polish Forces, but one thing led to another. I got a 
girl in trouble and we had to gel married. Not a bad girl. So we 
have three children and responsibilities 1 work at the granary. 
Nothing like ♦‘.e . Id days in th'^ army, bat 1 get by. Who com- 
plains? Many limes 1 tried to reach you, but I never knew how. I 
came to Warsaw twice, but there was that damned ghetto wall . . 

“1 understand,” 

Styka blew his nose again. 

“Were you able to make :ho arrangements?” Andrei asked. 

“There is a man named Grabski who ii» the foreman in charge 
of the bricklayers at Majdanek. 1 did exactly as instructed. I told 
him you are on orders from the Home Army to get inside Maj- 
daiick so you can make a report to the govcrmncni m exile in 
London.” 

“His answer?” 

“Ten ihousiind zlotys.” 

“Can he bo trusted?” 

“He IS aware he will not live for twenty-four hours if he betrays 
you.” 

“Good man, Styka.” 

“Captain . . . Jan . . . must you go inside Majdanek ? The stories 
. . . Everyone really knows what is happening there.” 

“Not everyone, Styka.” 

“What good w'ill it really do?” 

“I don’t know. Perhaps . . . perhaps . . . there is a shred of 
conscience left m the human race. Perhaps if they know the story 
there will be a massive cry of dignation.” 

“Do you really believe that, Jan?” 

“I have to believe it.” 

Styka shook his head slowly. “I am only a simple soldier. I can- 
not tbinic fhing R out too wcll. Until 1 was transferred into the 
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Seventh Ulanys I was like every other Pole in my feeling about 
Jews. 1 hated you when 1 first came in. But ... my captain might 
have been a Jew, but he wasn't a Jew. What 1 mean is, he was a Pole 
and the greatest soldier in the Ulanys. Hell, sir. The men of our 
company had a dozen tights defending your name. You never 
knew about it, but by God, we taught them respect for Captain 
Androfski.” 

Andrei smiled. 

“Since the war I have seen the way the Gentians have behaved 
and I think. Holy Mother, we have behaved like this for hundreds 
of years. Why?” 

“How can you tell an insane man to reason or a blind man to 
see?” 

“But we are neither blind nor insane. Tlte men of your company 
would not allow your name dishonoured. Why do we let the 
Germans do this?” 

“1 have sat many hours with this, Styka. All I ever wanted was 
to be a free man in my own country. I've lost faith, Styka. 1 used 
to love this country and believe that someday we’d wm our battle 
for equality. But now 1 think I hate it very much.” 

“And do you really think that the world outside Poland w ill care 
any more than we do?” 

The question frightened Andrei. 

“Please don’t go inside Majdanck.” 

“I’m still a soldier in a very small way, Styka.” 

It was an answer that Styka understood. 

Grabski’s shanty was beyond the bridge over the River By- 
strzyea near the rail center. Grabski sat in a sweat-saturated under- 
shirt, cursing the excessive heat which clamped an unea.sy stillness 
before sundown. He was a square brick of a man with a moon- 
round face and sunken Polish features. Flics swarmed around the 
bowl of lentils in which he mopped thick black bread. Half ol it 
dripped down his chin. He washed it down with beer and produced 
a deep-seated belch. 

“Well ?” Andrei demanded. 

Grabski looked at the pair of them. He grunted a sort of “yes” 
answer. “My cousin works at the Labor Bureau. He can make you 
work papers. It will take a few days. I wall get you inside the guard 
camp as a member of my crew. I don’t know if I can get you into 
the inner camp. Maybe yes, maybe no, but you can observe every- 
thing from the roof of a barrack we are building.” 

Grabski slurped his way to the bottom of the soup bowl. “Can’t 
understand why the hell anyone wants to go inside that son-of-a- 
bilch place.” 

“Orders from the Home Army.” 

“Why? Nothing there but Jews.” 

Andrei shrugged. “We get strange orders.” 
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“Well — what about the money?” 

Andrei peeled off five one-thousand-zloty notes. Grabski had 
never seen so much money. His broad flat fingers, petrified into 
massive sausages by years of bricklaying, snatched the bills 
clumsily. “This ain’t enough.” 

“You’ll gel the rest when I’m safely out of Majdanek. ’ 

“J ain’t taking no goddamned chances for no Jew business.” 

Andrei and Styka were silent. Grabski looked from one to the 
other, snarling, bullying. He quickly realized that the men before 
him were as large and tough as the EXiath’s-Head Corps. He knew, 
too. Styka would kill him. Grabski grunted, cursed, and shoved the 
monov into his pants pocket. “Be here in the morning at six. We'll 
get started on the work pass.” 

A sudden northeast breeze blew the sack curtains into the room, 
bringing in a terrible stench, nauseating the men. Grabski shoved 
away from the table and slammed the window .shut. “Every lime 
the wind blows we got that smell from Majdanek.” 

Andrei and Styka stood behind Grabski. StyKa pointed to the 
skyline a tew' kilometers away where grayish smoke fizzled from a 
tall chimney. 

“Tliat’s n,” Styka .s;iid “Majdaiick.” 

“f)n!y way the Jews leave that camp is through the chimney,” 
Grabski said. Amused at discovering himsclt a humori.si, he broke 
into a tit of laughter. 


Chapter Eight 


Horst von Tpp w'aited with an infinite, know'ing patience for 
Chnstopiier de Monti to unravel after he had made his visit to the 
glietto Horst played it like a puppet masiei, confident that Chris 
was sinking closer to that point whore he would be abandoned by 
the cvci -shrinking voices of morality within him. As the weeks and 
months went, Horst saw his calculations coming to pass. 

C’hris drank hard llicse days, and women he had once resisted 
w'ith bored ease w'cre now constant bedmates. He became a per- 
petual guest at the perpetual parties he or.ee shunned. As the heav- 
iness inside him compounded, that point of no return would soon 
be reached. A week, a month, tvv^i, it did not matter to Hor.st, for 
Chris's downfall had become inevitable in his calculation. One day 
he would come to Horst and babble a plea for the life of the un- 
known Jewess inside the ghetto, and the piper would be paid. 

Dr. Franz Koenig's parties were uninhibited affairs that generals 
recalled with affection during the long cold winter nights on the 
Russian front. Koenig kept an international flavor, spicing the 
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invitations to include the diplomatic co^, the press, and the stars 
of the moment, as well as the top Nazis. Nothing was spared by 
Koenig in the pursuit of gluttony and revelry. In addition to 
Warsaw's courtesans, Koenig continually imported new, young, 
slim, high-cheekboned blondes from Berlin, playing the role of a 
degenerated industrialist with great finesse. 

Dr. Koenig premiered the newly remodeled ballroom as the first 
large midsummer event of 1942. It had been redecorated in un- 
ab^hed elegance. Amid tinkling glasses, bowing, kissing of hands, 
rumors ran rampant and deals and bril^ and barter were made. 
Much of the talk was about the new depth of the German armed 
penetrations. El Alamein in North Africa stood before Rommel's 
magnificent Afrika Korps, and on the Russian front the Don River 
had been reached. The Japanese guests had an air of cocksure 
conhdence. The Americans had not recovered from the devastation 
of Pearl Harbor. The Japanese General Staff was positive America 
had no stomach to make the sacrifice necessary to displace them 
from the Pacific islands. It was a night for Axis gaiety. America had 
come into the war with too little, too late. The glitter of Dr. Franz 
Koenig’s new ballroom made the participants so heady, there was 
even talk of a German breakthrough to India, which had been the 
long-forbidden dream of a dozen empires in a dozen ages. 

Towards one o’clock the more strait-laced had made their de- 
partures and the party broke into splinter groups drifting to one of 
the many lush parlors adjoining the ballroom. 

In another hour the guests would include only Dr. Koenig’s 
intimate circle of ten or twenty and the new imports from Berlin. 
The serious business of an orgy would begin. 

Chris’s cup had run over. He was in that state of inebriated 
calm when all of the tensions within him seemed gone for the 
moment. In the library he rested his head on the shoulder of a 
young German model. She was delighted to have found an Italian 
and he said that it was some time since he had had a German girl, 
so it should be fun. Tlie room was quite dark, lit only by candelabra 
and some li^t filtering in from the main ballroom. 

His German girl was approached by Koenig's aide and spoke so 
rapidly that Chris could barely decipher it through the alcoholic 
haze. Apparently she was essential to an act and could not be 
dispensed with. She eased away with apologies and promises. Chris 
yawned and shut his eyes for a moment. 

He opened them, smacked his lips, and looked around for a 
servant. A figure of a small woman framed the doorway. Chris 
tried to think. He had seen the ^rl from a distance several times 
during the evening. He was positive he knew her from somewhere, 
and it seemed as though she were watching him. 

She walked into the library, moving to the uninhabited comer 
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by the candelabra. Chris walked up behind her. ”Do I know you ?** 
he asked. 

She turned and faced him, holding her chin up to the candlelight. 
“Once you did.” 

He squinted, trying to make her out in a sliver of Lght. 

“Gabricia!” 

She nodded. He turned chalky. 

“What the hell are you doing here? What do you want?” 

“An old friend wants tf) see you. 1 le is m a desperate situation.” 

“Andrei?” 

“Yes.” 

Chris mopped his wet forehead. “Impossible. What’s more, it’s 
dangerous for you to be liere. DanMcrous for both of us.” He 
grabbed her arm. “Wait. Let me think ” 

“Hello there, Ghris! I’ve been looking for you.” 

Chris spun around to see Horst von F pp glower past him, star- 
ing at Gabncld “Sorry, 1 wasn’t able to get he.»*c till late, but 1 
understand it war. rather dull- -up to now. that is This makes it all 
worth while. By God, Chris, you have an unfailing talent to find 
the m<At magi' !ic. ... creatures “ 

(Jabricla played her rok\ acknowledging his interest with a coy 
smile. 

“Well, aren’t you going to introduce us, Chris?” 

“Yes — certainly.” 

“I am Victoria Landow^ki. I've just come to Warsaw from 
Lemberg for a visil with my cousin F roni me many descriptions, I 
take It you must be Baron von Lpp.” 

“Madam,” Horst said, taking Gabriela’s hand. He kissed it with 
a touch and look which embraced all the connotations, and she let 
her eyes answer him jicst cnougli to let him F now she understood 
and welcomed his intentions. 

“And where will you be staving. Miss 1 andowsF i 

“1 am not quite certain >et, Baron. Why don’t I reach you as 
soon as I’m settled?” 

Horst bowed and backed off gracefully, yielding the girl to Chris 
with her promise of a future relationship “It should be a wonder- 
ful fall season. ... I say, Chris, are you ilP" 

“Dr Koenig is too generous with his liquor. I think I’ve had 
one too many.” 

“Why don’t we get a breath of air, Chris?” Gabriela said. 

“Good idea.” 

Horst von Ppp watched them leave, intrigued with the pretty 
little thing. He sized her up for bed. Koenig's busy aide w'hispercd 
in his ear that he was invited to the conservatory, where Uie girls 
were about to amuse them. 

The doorman closed Chris and Gabriela into his Fiat. He 
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fumbled for the ignition switch. **You*re a damned fool walking 
into this nest/* he mumbled. 

Cliris drove aimlessly at a crawl, checking the rear-view mirror 
constantly to see if he was being followed. 

“What I want to say is, things have changed.** 

“1 should say that's rather obvious.** 

“Gaby, you don’t understand.*’ 

“1 do understand, quite well. I told Andrei it was a waste of 
time and that you wouldn’t come.** 

“Gaby . . .*' 

“If you gave a damn for him you wouldn’t have let two and a 
half years go by,*’ she said. 

Chris wanted to tell Gaby he had tried to sec her diuing the past 
year but had lost track of her when she changed flats. But he could 
not say it. 

“Where is he?’* Chris blurted impulsively. 

“A hotel room near the yacht club in Saska Kempa.** 

Chris sucked in a lungful of air, grunted, looked in the rear-vicw 
mirror once more, then made a U turn and drove on the Third of 
May Boulevard directly for the Poniatowski Bridge. In Saska 
Kempa, Chris concealed his car in a teamster’s stable several 
blocks from the shabby hotel. 

A meek handshake, an avoiding of Andrei’s eyes. Unbearable 
small talk. Chris sagged into a hard-backed chair, studying the 
designs in the linoleum on the floor. 

“How have you been?” 

“Just fine,” 

“Seen Deborah *>’* 

“Yes. She IS all right.” 

“The children'”’ 

“They are all right.” 

“Do you have a glass of water? I’m all dried out ” He sipped 
and looked up at them. “A hell of a reunion, isn't it? Well, I’m 
here. Gaby said it was something desperate.” 

“We’ve needed you many times in the past two and a half 
years,” Andrei said. “But I wouldn't come to you unless it was 
something so important we had to come to you ” 

He watched Chris go through uncomfortable mannerisms. 
“What IS it?” Chns looked to Gabncla, but she gave no solace in 
her expression. 

“Chris,” Andrei said in a voice filled with an unfamiliar plead- 
ing, “tens of thousands of people arc being murdered every day in 
extermination camps. We have put together an authentic report, 
detailing the locations, the names of the personnel and com- 
manders, the method of operation. We have gone to the Home 
Army and begged them to get this out to the government in exile, 
but they won’t help us. Every day means twenty, thirty, forty, fifty 
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thousand human beings. Chris—you Ve got to carry this out for us 
and get it into the world press, we’ve got to stop this blood bath. 
This is the only way.” 

Chris pulled himself to his feet. ‘T’vc heard this mik, but I don’t 
believe it. Germany is a civilized country. The Germans aren’t 
capable of doing what you claim —it’s a lie.” 

‘i’vc just come from inside Majdanek. If you care to interview 
your friend Baron von Epp, I’ll gladly supply you with some very 
leading questions.” 

Chris sank back into the chair again in a stupor. Andrei lay a 
typewritten book of a hundred pages before him. Chris glanced at 
it out of the comer of his eye but pulled his hand back. ‘T’m not 
your man,” he whispered. 

“Chris, you and 1 have spent too many hours together putting 
this lousy world under our microscopes. I know how you’ve been 
pulled apart these last two years, but I’ve always known with all 
my soul that in the crucible you are unable to walk away from the 
cries of the anguished without destroying yourself as a human 
being.” 

“I told you, '»uy the hell you ask me here?” 

“Chris! c hns! Chris! ’^'ou and 1 believe m the final nobility of 
man! You can’t turn your back on us!” 

Chris’s fist drummed against the table with a monotonous thud- 
ding repetition. “I’ve cried for ju'-ticc before, Andrei! I cried rape 
and murder in Spain an i it kll on deaf cars.” 

“My God, Chris! Men have always destroyed each other. They 
always will. You can’t pull out because you’ve been hurt once.” 

“Do you really believe that goddamned world out there is going 
to be moved by this report? It’s you who is the fool, not me. No 
one’s going to care about murdered Jews or starving Indians or 
floods in Holland or earthquakes in Japan so long as their stinking 
bellies arc full! Your goddamned conscience of man is a myth. 
Andrei.” 

Andrei hovered over Chris. He shook Chris's shoulders, but the 
man would not unbend. Andrei slowly sank to his knees. “Chris, 
1 beg you on my knees to help us.” 

Gabriela jerked angrily at Andrei. “Get off your knees!” she 
commanded. “Get off your knees! You will never do this again 
before any man !” 

Chris turned his sweaty face up to her enraged expression. He 
tried through bleary eyes to beg her to stop. 

“You sanctimonious son of a bitch,” ^ ^abriela quivered. “You 
sit up there on your throne and .vatch all us little ants scramble in 
fright to survive and you make your terse comments and your 
snide observations. 1 present to you, Christopher dc Monti — 
champion of the press! Oh God, no. Don’t dirty your precious 
hands with our blood.” 
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“All I ever wanted is for Deborah to live— that’s all — that’s all 
I’ve ever wanted. 1 know she'll never see me again, but I want her 
to live — that’s all I've ever wanted.’* 

“Your sister is a very fortunate woman, Andrei. In a single life- 
time she has had two upstanding men like Paul Bronski and 
Christopher de Monti who would sell theu souls for her.’’ 

Andrei was limp with weakness and humiliation. "*My sister is a 
woman,’’ he whispered. “She will take her life and the life of her 
children before she allows you to save her at the expense ot a 
betrayal to the Nazis.’’ 

“That's enough, Andrei,” Gabriela said. “Look at him. He is 
completely degenerated.” 

Andrei gave up. He walked to the door. “You wer^' right, 
Gabriela. We should not have asked him. I'd like to spit on you, 
Chris, but I must save my strength.” 

Andrei left the room. 

“You're not worthy of his spit,” Gabriela said, and followed. 

Chris slumped over the table, weeping, choking on his own 
saliva and tears. His hand fell on the report. He pulled his head up. 
He gained control of htmsell and turned the tirst page. 


COMBINED JEWISH ORGANIZATIONS’ REPORT ON 
EXTERMINATION CENTERS IN OPERATION WITHIN 
THE GENERAL GOVERNMENT AREA OF POLAND, 
JULY 1942 

We are able to authenticate firmly the existence of four centers in 
the General Government Area created for the sole purpose of con- 
ducting muss exterminations. In addition, two combination 
concentration-extermination camps are in existence. There arc live 
hundred labor camps m Poland, of which a hundred and forty are 
reserved for Jews. All of them contain some sort of murder 
facilities. 

The only conclusion to be drawn is that a master German plan 
is in effect for the absolute destruction of the Jewish people. In the 
beginning, mass starvation, disease, and executions decimated the 
various ghettos by tens of thousands. After the invasion of Russia, 
Kommandos of four Special Action groups massacred additional 
hundreds of thousands. The culmination of this plan is now 
assembly-line murder. The master plan, it must be concluded, 
comes from Hitler through Himmler and Heydrich. The actual 
execution is performed by the so-called 4B section of the Gestapo 
(Jewish affairs) under the direction of SS Sub-Colonel Adolf 
Eichmann. 

The extermination centers are located at railheads and generally 
in secluded sites. They are guarded by WafTen SS and Ukrainian 
and Baltic Auxiliaries. A staggering amount of plamung, material, 
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and manpower is being used to carry out this operation at a time 
when Germany is conducting a war on many fronts. For example, 
rail cars arc at an urgent premium for the purpose of shipping war 
materials to the Russian front, yet importation of Jews from 
German-occupied countries into Poland seems to ha' e taken a 
priority over army needs. In addition, thousands of engineers, 
scientists, and key personnel are tied up in this operation as well 
as desperately needed manpower. We can safely estimate that 
from two to three hundred thousand men are directly or in- 
directly involved. All of this effort testifies to the insane will of the 
Nazis as well as to the urgency of our situation. 

These camps follow a basic pattern. Deception is carried out and 
secrecy maintained. This certainly indicates the Nazis are aware of 
the evil they are perpetrating. At each camp, deportees arrive and 
are weeded at selection centers. A few are set aside for slave labor. 
The rest, including women and small children, are moved to a 
‘‘sanitation center” under the illusion of receiving a disinfectant 
shower. Hair is shorn. The guards play out the game to the end by 
issuing bars of soap ( wluch later turn out to be made of stone), and 
victims arc asiwcd ic remember .ne number of the peg on which 
their clothing is hung. Many women attempt to hide children in 
their clothing or throw them off trams to peasants, but they are 
almost always found out. 

When the occupants are in, an iron door is sealed and an attend- 
ant carries out the gassing. 1 he first giissings were from the carbon 
monoxide exhaust of engines. This method proved slow and petrol 
costly, therefore a prussic acid mixture called Cyclon B was 
developed by the Hamburg Insecticide Company. Death is in 
minutes. 

Jewish slave laborers clean the chambers and remove the corpses 
to crematoriums, where they are burned. At first ciemation was in 
open pits, but the stench was unbearable. The Jewish laborers 
generally last only a few weeks before losing their sanity. 

There arc many variations, but this is the general pattern. Gold 
teeth are pulled from the corpses before burning. Anything of 
value is taken for the German war effort. Everything else — cloth- 
ing, eyeglasses, shoes, artificial limbs, even dolls — is stored in 
warehouses, then scrutinized for hidden valuables. Hair is baled 
and shipped to Germany for use in the manufacture of mattresses 
and to waterproof submarine periscopes. In one camp, bodies have 
been boiled down for their fat content, to be used in the making 
of soap. 

In addition to the Polish camps, we have reason to believe 
several camps in Gennany have extermination facilities. Dachau, 
among others, is used as an “experimental medical” center. 
Humans arc compelled to undergo experiments, such as the graft- 
ing of bones, transplants of organs, testing beyond human 
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limitations in freezing, electrical shock, etc. In all camps, ex- 
termination and labor, the indignities, abuses, torture, and rape 
arc universal. These are amplified in the attached supplementary 
reports. 

The German extermination facilities are capable of murdering a 
minimum of a hundred thousand persons a day in Poland. We do 
not have the additional numbers who are killed inside Germany. 
The Polish camps are currently working at full capacity. New gas 
chambers and crematoriums are being constructed to increase 
the rate. 

The Polish camps are: 

Lublin District 

Behec — Located on the Lublin-Tomaszow rail line near Rawa 
Ruska, handling Jews from the Lwow-Lcmberg area with a 
capacity of ten thousand a day. 

Sohihor — Near Wlodawa, between Wlodawa and Chelm. 
Capacity believed to be six thousand a day. 

Majdanek — An early concentration camp in the Lublin suburb 
Majdan-Tartarski under the personal direction of Odilo Globoc- 
nik, SS Gnippenfuhrer of Poland. Capacity in excess of ten 
thousand a day. 

Western Poland 

Chelmno — The oldest extermination center (in operation at the 
end of 1941), nine miles from Kolo, on the rail line between Lodz 
and Poznan, exterminating Jews in western Poland. 

Central Poland 

Trchlinka — Most recently discovered by underground efforts, 
located in the Sokolow Podlaski province near Warsaw, liquidat- 
ing Jews from the Warsaw ghetto as well as Radom, Bialystok, 
Grodno, the Baltics, Czenslochowa, Kielce. 

Southern Poland 

Auschwitz — Located just outside the Silesian village of Os- 
wiencim. The concentration camp has some fifty satellite labor 
camps. Extermination facilities are in a compound named 
Birkenau. Capacity in excess of forty thousand a day. Gypsies, 
Russian POWs, political, criminal, and other prisoners arc 
liquidated here as well as Jews. 

SUPPLEMENTARY REPORT No. I 
by “yo/i” on the Majdanek extermination camp in Lublin 
I was able to enter Majdanek disguised as a Polish laborer, one 
of hundreds who work on construction jobs m the outer com- 
pounds. 


304 



At 0700 I left Lublin by horse and cart with a party named 
“Leopold.” We were halted at a rail terminal approximately one 
kilometer from the main gate of the camp. The terminal is adjac- 
ent to the main highway. We sal and waited while several thousand 
Rumanian Jews were herded over the highway on a mat oh to the 
camp gate. 

A line of Red Cross vans waited alongside the terminal building. 
German guards loaded these vans with aged, cripples, infants, and 
others unlit to walk the mile. Leopold told me these Red Cross 
vans arc actually sealed, escape-proof cabins. Once they are in 
motion, the carbon monoxide from the exhaust iS routed back into 
the van so that by the time they reach Majdanck the occupants are 
dead. 

(Note. This same method was used in both Chelmno and 
Treblinka but ruled out as too slow and costly. It is used 
only to supplement the main extermination facilities.) 

I entered the outer compound at 0800 through a gate which bore 
a sign: labor brings freedom. .My crew was working on a brick 
barrack in the out***- camp, fifty meters from Oic inner camp, for use 
by a new guard coniiiigcnt. I was able to place myself on the third- 
story roof in a hidden spot and in a position of observation through 
a pair of field glasses which 1 brought in in my lunch box. 

1 should estimate that the entire camp area covered six or seven 
hundred acres. At its closes^ point it was only a kilometer and a 
half from Lublin. The outer camp contains guard barracks, the 
commandant's home, a general store, garage, and other service 
buildings of a permanent nature. 

The inner compound is composed of foi ty-six barracks made of 
wood of the type used as German army stables. Air and light came 
through a narrow row of skylight windows I was told that each 
barrack holds nearly four hundred pnsoncis. ObMOusly they are 
crammed with room only for slabs for beds and a narrow passage- 
way to the main door. 

The inner compound is surrounded by double walls of barbed 
wire five meters high. Between the two walls is a continuous patrol 
by Ukrainians with Alsatian dogs. I am told that the inner wall is 
electrified at night. 

High guard towers with floodlights and machine guns stand 
every twenty-five meters along the outer wall. 

Leopold called my attention to the set of barracks nearest us. He 
told me these arc warehouses. The Rumanian Jews whom 1 had 
seen earlier at the rail terminal were already filing into the first 
barrack, which is a selection center. Only a few were taken into the 
camp. The rest treked over an open plot to a concrete building 
marked by signs I could clearly identify as sanit.mion c en itr. 

The “sanitation center” is very pretty, with lawns and trees and 
flowers planted around it. 

M-20 
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When four hundred people had gathered, the line from the 
warehouse was halted and the group ordered into the ‘‘sanitation 
center." In approximately ten minutes I heard a burst of hideous 
screaming which lasted only ten or fifteen seconds. The building 
was then besieged by Jewish prisoners (Simnderkommamios) who, 
1 am told, clean out the chamber and remove the personal belong- 
ings to the second warehouse for sorting. 

Ten minutes after the first gassing, the Jewish prisoners brought 
the corpses out. 1 saw them clearly. They were the same four 
hundred who had gone in twenty minutes before. Six to eight 
corpses were piled on a welded slediike affair, and each "sled" was 
pulled by Jewish prisoners. The Sonnderkomnumdos passed out of 
the inner-camp gate to a side road which ran one kilometer up a 
hill to a large budding with a tall smokestack. 1 was able to see this 
clearly also through my field glasses. 

The entire gassing process took thirty minutes for four hundred 
people. On the first day of my observation there were twelve 
separate gassings, or approximately forty-eight hundred persons. 
On the second day there were twenty gassings, or eight thousand, 
and on the third day seventeen gassmgs, or sixty-cight hundred. 
I have been told that upward of forty gassings have been accom- 
plished in a twenty-four-hour period and never less than ten. 

Leopold and other laborers have worked both in the repair of 
the gas chamber and crematorium. He tells me the chamber is a 
low-ceilmged room of four meters by twelve. It resembles a shower 
room in every detail except that the shower heads are false. An SS 
man is able to control the volume of gas through a barred observa- 
tion window. Leopold and a crew of workers must enter the 
chamber every few weeks in order to resurface the concrete, which 
is tom up by victims clawing to get out. 

Leopold was also instrumental m building the crematorium 
after open-pit burning of corpses was abandoned because of the 
stench. After the sleds are run to the crematorium the corpses arc 
placed on a table and exanuned for gold teeth and slit open (and 
bled through a drainage pipe) to see if any gold or valuables had 
been swallowed. Then the corpses are taken into the adjoining 
room and placed in one of five ovens that hold five to seven corpses 
apiece. Extending arms and legs are hacked off. Cremation lasts 
minutes. The bones are removed from grates from the opposite 
side. Through my field glasses I was able to make out hills of bones 
some two stories high. Leopold tells me that recently when he went 
to repair the ovens a bone crushing machine had been installed and 
the bone meal sacked and shipped to Germany for fertilizer. 

Christopher de Monti held his head between his legs and began 
to vomit. He vomited until his guts screamed with pain. Page after 
page it went. The full report of Andrei Androfski, the reports of a 
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handful of survivors of Trcblinka and Chelmno and the labor 
camps. 

“God! What have I done?” he cried in anguish. “I am a Judas! 
I am a Judas!’* 

'I’hc puke and the tears and the pain and the liquor c ushed on 
him and he fell to the floor in a dead faint. 


Chapter Nine 

FELLOW JEWS! WARNING! 

DO NOT Ktl>ORT 70 THE UMSCHLACJPLAl Z FOR DEPORTATION! THE 
DEST1NATK)N IS A DEATH CAMP IX)CA7ED NEAR THE TREBLINKA 

villa(;e! hide your children! resisi! this is a signal for an 
uprising! join us! 

JOINT FORCES 
Journal Entry 

G/r, my God^ why have you forsaken How has man reached 
such depravity '^ \Vc are at the bottom oj a swill pit, and it is mid^ 
nif*hi! In all of the lonp tortured history oJ our people we have 
reached the moment of i. eattst degradation. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

Tlic immediate result of the revelations brought the long-sought 
unity among the diversitied elements in the ghetto Simon Eden 
and the Labor Zionists already had a working agreement with 
Andrei and the Bathyrans, Now the Commumsis and many 
religious fringe groups and individuals went under the singte 
banner of Joint Forces. The Revisionists agreed to a non-binding 
working agreement. Simon Eden was declared commander and 
Andrei Androfski his deputy, with the Communists taking charge 
of activity beyond the wall. Although they were weak inside the 
ghetto, the Communists on the ouis’de gave them the closest set 
of allies of any other group on the Aryan side. Wolf Brandel was 
sent into the Brushmaker’s district to organize a lighting unit 
inside the factory complex. 

The Joint Forces counted sixty pistols, thirty-four rifles, and a 
single automatic weapon. 

The guns were of so many different calibers and varieties that 
some had only a half dozen rounds of ammunition. The tiny 
arsenal was reinforced somewhat by several thousand homemade 
bottle bombs and grenades manufactured from water pipes per- 
fected by the chemist, Jules Schlosberg, in the cellar of Mila 19. 
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The total combat force stood at five hundred sixty young men 
and women, mostly in their early twenties, almost entirely without 
military training. 

Journal Entry 

The call for a rebellion has fallen on deaf ears. How can the 
people rebel ^ What do they have to rebel with ? What help will they 
receive from the outside? In a final banality of the German languape^ 
the Nazis refer to the exterminations as dispensation of special 
treatment."' The desire to survive has become so intense that the 
people will not allow thetnselves to believe there is a death camp at 
Treblinka. The Jewish Militia and tnembers of the Civil Authority 
rip down underground posters as quickly as they are put up. Kenn- 
karten stamped for slave labor are still believed by the people to be 
some sort of magic key to life. 

It is amazing how the people will submit themselves to a living 
death worse than death itself. Even the most decadent societies in 
past history have understood that a basic minimum must be accorded 
for a slave or even an animal to be able to produce a reasonable day's 
work. The Germans have even made an innovation on this by turning 
all of Poland into one big slavedahor pool. With millions of extra 
laborers who cannot exist otherwise^ the competition for the right 
to become a slave is fierce. 

The slaves in Dr. Koenig's brush and uniform factories arc sepa- 
rated from their families, numbered, stamped, beaten at their work. 
They labor in abysmal conditions for sixteen to eighteen hours a day. 
There is almost no heat in winter or ventilation or light. They exist 
with no personal property or human rights. They are terrorized and 
starved so that the fight for food among them is a further struggle to 
live. Their- sleeping quarters are unfit to he pigsties. Every slave of 
every time has dreamt of freedom, and every tyrant of every time has 
recognized that dream. Here the only alternative is death. The 
slightest defect by protest or sickness brings immediate liquidation 
and replacement by another who scrambles for the right to be a 
slave. 

The Big Action enters its second week. Yesterday no volunteers 
showed up at the Um.schlagplatz. The Militia and Nightingales 
surrounded Koenig's Brushmaker's factory and selected half the 
workers for deportation. Today the Civil Authority called for volun- 
teers to fill the factory openings. It was oversubscribed! Of course 
this newest German ruse will not last long, but it is fantastic that the 
people continue to allow themselves to be tricked. 

Crazy Nathan stands near the Umschiagplatz and laments and 
prophesies that he will be the sole survivor in Warsaw. His latest 
psalm: 

The Germans are so good to us. 

They even make a raid 
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To give us free vacations. 

With all expenses paid. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

On the ninth day of the Big Action, Alexander firandcl walked 
into the barracks of the Jewish Militia, caler-corner to the Civil 
Authority building at Zamenhof and Gensia streets. The police 
who had bullied the ghetto around for nearly two years became 
uneasy at the presence of Braudel. He was more disheveled than 
ever. His slight stature certainly posed no threat of physical harm, 
yet they feared him. He was one of the few untouchables. Harm to 
him would bring savage retribution to them. But more, they feared 
his calm. He asked to see Piolr Warsinski. 

Warsinski, the convert, whose hatred of Jews matched the 
viciousness of the Reinhard Corps, also feared Alexander Brandel. 
The flesh on the backs of his hands was always crimson from a 
nervous itch. At the sight of Alex entering his otfice. his fingernails 
dug into them, turning his skin to bleeding scales. 

“What do yo': v\ ...i here?” he uowlcd. 

“I should like to go int<' the Umschlagplalz and I want a dozen 
of my nurses around the selection cenier.** 

“You’re crazy ’* 

“I’ll pay for the privilege.’’ 

“Get the hell out or y .u’l he taking a train ride yourself.'* 

That goddamned smile on Brandel’s face! That son of a bitch! 
What he hated more than anything was Brandel's calm. Brandel's 
refusal to argue. When he had been sub-warden at Pawiak Prison 
he liked to watch the prisoners cringe, broken at his feet. Then one 
like Brandel would show up. Unafraid. He hated unafraid bast- 
ards. Warsiiiski’s itch worsened and his shtty eyes watered. 

This morning he had beaten a woman prisoner to death with 
his hands. Women pointed up his impotence, his inability to be a 
man even when he paraded them around naked and made them 
perform obscenities with male prisoners. 

He dropped his hands liclow the desk and tore at them with his 
fingernails. 

“What do you w'ant?” 

“To see Haupsturmfuhrer Kutler and Sturmbannfuhrcr Stiitze. 
There are certain people who arc taken to the Umschlagplalz 
whom wc want to buy back." 

“What are you paying with?" 

“American dollars." 

“I’ll take the mc.ssage to them. How much a head 

“Six dollars.’’ 

“Whatever deal is made, add on another dollar for the Militia.” 

“Fine,” Alex said, shoving away from the desk, hiding his re- 
vulsion. What pearls of wisdom had he gathered in a lifetime of 
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study to pierce the heart of Piotr Warsinski ? Seven dollars per life. 
Warsinski’s cruel eyes told him that one day he would stand on a 
platform and watch Aicx ride off to Treblinka in a cattle car. 

Haupsturmfiihrer Kutler was sloppy drunk when Warsinski 
reached the SS barracks. The sight of Warsinski's bloody hands 
triggered a quicker guzzling. The nightmare had been particularly 
bad for several days as Kutler relived the massacre of Babi-Yar 
and woke up screaming from a dream of drowning in blood. Now 
his sleep was tormented by visions of little animals tearing at his 
flesh. Sturmbannruhrer Stutze tried to pull the captain to his feet. 
Stutze was sickened at the weak fiber of the Germans who had 
been Koinmandos in the Action Squads. They constantly drank 
themselves to the DT*s and pumped their veins full of dope. 
Austrians such as he and Globocnik and Hitler were made of 
sterner stuff. When the war was won, the Austrians would domin- 
ate the weaker German sp^ies. Kutler was in no condition to talk. 
Stutze had him taken to his room by a pair of guards, then turned 
to Warsinski. 

“So,” Stutze said, “he offered you six dollars a Jew head. How 
much did you add on for yourself 7” 

“Only a dollar a Jew, Herr SturmbannfCihrcr, and much of that 
must be spread among my police.” 

The crippled Austrian meditated. “Hummm. What is the differ- 
ence? Let them buy the Jews. Wc’ll get them all back anyhow. 
Only . . . Jews barter. You are a Jew, Warsinski. Barter.” 

Warsinski winced at being called a Jew. 

“1 want ten dollars a Jew, payable at the end of every business 
dav,” Stutze said. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And, by the way, let us keep this transaction between us.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

At the final price of eleven dollars and fifty cents a head, 
Alexander Brandel and his nurses were allowed into the Um- 
schla^latz. In the next few days they snatched out a few writers, 
scientists, mu.sicians, poets, historians, teachers, children, engin- 
eers, doctors, actors, and rabbis from among the thousands 
jammed into the daily train. 

The ruse of taking factory workers failed because volunteers 
refused to take their place any more. The next cleanup was a 
systematic dragnet of the ghetto to bag the thousands of beggar 
children. Wild Ones, and homeless for deportation. Crazy Nathan 
was among those picked up, but Alexander purchased his life, for 
he was a sentimental historian and the “crazy” one had tilled his 
journals with hundreds of poems and anecdotes. 

In these days the lines of deportees were not so orderly as in the 
beginning. Bribe money flashed all over the Umschlagplatz. When 
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there was no money, the deportees offered the guards watches, 
rings, furs— anything —to buy their way back into the ghetto for 
another day, another hour. And each day the marches to the trains 
were halted dozens of times by frantic bursts for ireedom which 
only mtensified the brutality of the guards. 

And each day when the trains pulled out at three o’clock there 
were leftovers in the square. These prisoners were taken to the top 
floor of the selection building, to be first in line for deportation 
the next day. Each night the Ukrainian guards stripped the 
prisoners, searching for valuables. Women were taken to the lower 
floors of the building and raped. 

On ihe twelfth day of the Big Action, the Bathyran Council met 
and demanded from Alex that he stay out of the Urnsclilagplatz. 
Toick and Ana pleaded that a whim of Kuller or Stutze would 
cancel their deal and threaten his own life. Alex would have none 
of It, not even their orders nor, finally, their threats to restrain him. 
For so many years he had battled to breathe life into the dying. He 
could not hold back the flood, but he was frantic to salvage the 
product of a great culture. 

And on the iic. day he mifl' d in the courtyard of the Um- 
schlagplatz as usual. 

“.Alex! Come quickly. Rabbi Solomon has passed from the 
selection center. TlieyVe taking him to the cemetery for execu- 
tion." 

Alex raced over the ‘^qua.e, stumbling, gasping, into the build- 
ing, down the corridor, past the guard, into Kutler's olllce. The 
captain was more than hallway through his lirst bottle of schnapps 
and It was not yet noon. Alexander completely lost his composure. 

‘Tlie Rabbi Solomon!" he said. 

“Don’t push your luck, Jew boy," Kutler blurted. 

Alex panicked. 

“A hundred dollars!" 

“Hundred’’" He began to laugh “Hundred for that old Jew 
carcass'’ God damn. The price for old Jews is good today. He's all 
yours, Jew boy." 

As Alex sighed and reeled out, Kutler reared back and laughed 
until the tears came to his eyes 

In the middle of the night Sylvia Braudel tiptoed down to Alex- 
ander's oflice. Mila 19 was asleep except for the guards. Earlier in 
the day she had tried to go him, but his door was locked. He 
refused to answer her calls. She did not know w'hether to be angry 
or hurt or to try to approach \ ’m with sympathy or to leave him 
alone. It was indeed strange behavior for .Alex. She rattled on the 
doorknob and kncKked again. He opened it and walked away 
from her. 

Sylvia stared at his back, trying to adjust to the awesome experi- 
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enoe, for Alexander was not like other men. He had always been a 
strong stone hothouse for people to look up to find light and 
shelter. In twenty years of mamage she could not remember him 
floundering or crying tor help At first she was troubled that he 
did not seem to need the compassion that other men needed, but 
she learned to revere him and to hve to serve him Alex lived in his 
own world, a strange mixture of ideals and ideas, and he functioned 
with mexhaustible reservoirs of patience and courage. It was 
fnghtenmg to see him derailed 
“How IS Rabbi Solomon?** he asked. 

“We have a cot set up for him in the Good Fellowship room in 
the cellar Ervin will stay with him tonight Alex, will you cat 
something? There is some soup left in the kitchen “ 

“I’m not hungry,** he whispered 

“It*s almost three o’clock Please come up to bed ’’ 

He flopped at his desk, and his face dropped into his hands in 
utter defeat 

“Alex, 1 have never questioned your decisions, but I beg you — 
don’t go to the Umschlagpiatz again There is a Imut to what 1 can 
stand too '* 

Tears welled in the comers of his eyes and rolled to nothing 
halfway down his cheek 

‘ No man can continue as you have without breaking up ’* 

“I’ve failed,*’ he whispered, “I've fitilcd ’’ 

“You’re a human being, Alex You’ve given your life to other 
people. I can’t stand to see you let yoursclt be destroyed.’* 

“I’ve failed,’’ he mumbled, “I’ve failed *’ 

“Alex, for God’s sake^’’ 

“I lost my head today I’ll lose it again ’’ 

“You’re tired ... so tired ’’ 

“No It’S just . . . that 1 knew today everything I’^p stood 
for everything I’ve tried to do has been wrong ’’ 

“Oh no, darling.” 

“My way Keep one more body alive for one more day All my 
cunning to save a smgle man, and now thousands flood to thL^ir 
deaths and there is notiung 1 can do nothing ’’ 

Sylvia gnppcd him awkwardly “I won’t hear you berate your- 
self after all you have done ” 

“Done*^’’ He laughed “What have I done, Sylvia ^ Fridc with 
swindlers and Nazis'^ Use tnekery and cunning ^ Done He took 
her hands, and he was again gentle Alex “They are gome to 
destroy our entire culture How can 1 preserve a few voices to ohow 
the world who we were and what wc have given them? Who will 
be leff^’’ 

He walked away from her “We don’t speak of it here in Mila 1 9, 
but Andrei and I have had little to say to each other since the war 
Do you know why? When the Germans came here he wanted to 
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take our people to the woods to fight. I stopped him. I took the 
guns and the bullets from him. My way — 1 had to have my way.*' 

“Alex please!** 

“Wrong! 1 am wrong and I've always been wrong! Not my 
journal or Rabbi Solomon’s prayers will deliver us. Only Andrei’s 
guns, and it is too late and 1 did this to him.** 

Like the catacombs of Rome, an underground city was clawed 
beneath the ghetto of Warsaw. Every person capable of working 
joined in a frantic race to build hiding places. 

Fifty thou^nd trap doors, fifty thousand secret entrances led to 
false rooms in sub-floors, closets, behind bookcases, in attics. In 
the stores and bakeries they hid in unfired ovens, under counters. 
They made hiding places by removing the stuffing in couches, 
under tubs, in garbage dumps. 

They lived a second away from their escape hatches. Walking in 
the streets became a memory. Communication was by rooftop. 
Behind loose tiles, stoves, toilets, pictures, lay entrances to secret 
rooms. 

Cellars were i to hide in, for they could hold larger stores 
of food and their entraners were easily concealed, but attics had 
the advantage of tlic best escape routes. 

The epitome of ingenuity did not deter the Big Action from 
bagging their quotas for the deportations. The cry of children, the 
keen noses of trained dogs, »he spying of informers continued to 
flush more and more secret places. Guards in the streets watched 
guards upstairs break every window in a house, for unbroken 
windows revealed the presence of a hidden room. 

At Mila 1 9 and at Lcszno 92, Andrei and Simon took attic rooms 
where an alarm bell would send them to the rooftops, where the 
guards were not so anxious to follow. 

The entrance through the packing crates to the secret rooms m ' 
the ba.scment of Mila 19 w:ls abandoned as not safe enough, and 
a false water closet was constructed on the main floor. By removme 
a loose floor bolt the lavatory swung away, revealing a hole in t\w 
wall large enough for a man to crawl through. A ladder led to the 
new parts of the basement dug out since the Big Action and hold- 
ing a dozen people Alex had snatched from the Umschlagplatz as 
well as the archives and arsenal rooms. An exit tunnel was dug to 
tic into a large drainage pipe which led many meters beyond Mila 
J9. The underground complex .spread until it was halted by the 
main line of the pipe which ran directly down the middle of Mila 
Street. The sound of rushing sew ige was constantly heard. 

At the end of the third week in August the Big Action suddenly 
ground to a halt. The roundups stopped. 
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Chapter Ten 


Max Klcperman had not only one of the few Jewish telephones 
in the ghetto, he had two, the second a direct line to Dr. Franz 
Koenig, with whom a vast amount of business was transacted. The 
license to buy and sell gold, agent real estate, smuggle, inform were 
exclusive rights granted the Big Seven. 

Max Kleperman's private phone rang. 

‘Vc/, Hvrr Doktor . . . Ja^ Herr Doktor , , ,Ja, Herr Doktor.'^ 

After several more ‘Va, Herr Doktors,'" Max hung up and called 
for his sccretiiry. “Dr. Koenig wants to see all the paitners beie m 
my olficc in an hour. Get hold of them right away and have them 
wait here. 1 go now to see him at his residence and I will come back 
with him for the meeting.” 

Max checked out his appearance, took the diamond ring from 
his little finger, and clapped hands for his chauifeur and body- 
guard. They drove from the ghetto through the Krasinski Gate. 
Max liked to drive to the Aryan side. He enjoyed looking at the 
trees. There was only one tree in the entire ghetto, and that was in 
front of the Civil Authority. That particular tree annoyed him, fur 
he always considered the Civil Authority in competition vMth the 
Big Seven. Many times he toyed with the idea of planting a half 
dozen trees in front of his headquarters on Pawia Street but 
decided it would be provocative. 

Max had a particular affection for the Krasinski Gardens. As a 
boy he had started his career there, hiring Polish hoodlums to steal 
from the Jewish delivery boys and reselling the merchandise at 
Parysowsly Place. Parysowski Place was closed to trade these 
days, since the deportations. 

Max heaved a sigh of relief now that the deportations had 
stopped. Even he and the Big Seven people were getting edgy. 
Certainly the Germans had accomplished what they wanted. 
Max’s mind turned to visions of a new plum awaiting him at Dr. 
Koenig’s. With the deportations over, some new venture was 
cooking. I’ve come a long way since the old days, he thought. 

Dr. Koenig was the best of the Germans to deal with. He didn’t 
shout or berate one, nor did he try to steal arms and legs off m a 
deal. All Dr. Koenig wanted was a fair share. A fine man, Dr. 
Koenig. 

Max was ushered into Koenig’s office. He sat down and squeezed 
his cigar in excited anticipation and, when Koenig nodded that it 
was all right for him to smoke, lit it with the silver lighter on the 
desk. 

“Are your partners waiting at the Big Seven?” Dr. Koenig 
asked. 
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•They will be there as ordered, Herr Doktor.** 

“Now, Max, let’s talk a little business.” 

Klcperman opened his arms graciously. “I am your humble 
servant.” 

Koenig put on a pair of bifocals, opened a file, and lifted a sheet 
of paper and studied it. “You’ve made quite a killing in the last few 
years, Klcperman.” 

The smile vanished from Max’s face. Over his shoulder he 
caught a ^impse of a pair of SS WafTen guarding the door. Max 
cleared his throat and leaned on his elbow. What was Koenig 
up to? 

“1 must say, you were very clever. Bilking us out of a quarter of 
a million dollars.” 

Max thrust out his hand in protest. “A terrible exaggeration!” 

“One of your partners volunteered the information.” 

Max’s big fingers tugged away to loosen his collar as Dr. Koenig 
read a terribly correct accounting of his fancy footwork. “And 
finally,” Koenig said, “you have given inflated zlotys to the welfare 
people through agents in exchange for dollar deposits in Swiss 
banks. Buildin^o h * which you have acted as agent have been 
leased to Ornhans and Self-Help foi dollars also. Now, Max, you 
know all of this is illegal.” 

Klcperman was way ahead of Koenig. He looked over his 
shoulder to see if the guards had miraculously disappeared. They 
hadn’t. The hutzpah, the gall jf Koenig to sit there with this holier- 
than-thou attitude when it was he, Klcperman, who set up most of 
the deals for the German. They had wallowed together in the 
muck, and now Koenig was going into an act of righteousness. 
Nothing on earth was worse than a righteous thief! 

“As Kommissar of Jewish property,” Koenig said, “I am 
appalled at the state of the affairs conducted by you. You have 
blatantly betrayed the trust of the occupation authorities.” 

Think fast ! Max Klcperman, you are in a bad position. His brain 
raced. He’d have to go for a deal. He’d play with the Swiss money 
and save theSouth Arncncan money. No one knew about the South 
American money. 

“1 am in a bad bargaining position.” Max smiled. 

“I thought you would comprehend the situation.” 

“But, as always. Max Klcperman is a '■easonablc man.” 

Max nodded in the direction of the SS men. Koenig ordered 
them to wait outside. 

“Now, Klcperman, let’s make a clean breast. How much do you 
have sitting in Swiss banks, and vhich banks ?“ 

“I have forty thousand dollars on demand,” Max confided. 

“Which banks?” 

• Max wiped his forehead with his sleeve. 

“May I conclude, Herr Doktor, that the various contracts be- 
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tween you and the Big Seven are about to be terminated?** 

“You may conclude whatever you wish to conclude.” 

Max cleared his throat and leaned over the desk to dispense a 
great confidence. “I'he fact is, 1 have a few dollars more. Fifty 
thousand. Frankly, 1 am weary of business. 1 should like to enjoy 
the fruits of my labor. Now — we make a final deal. Til sign half 
this money to you now and half when 1 arrive m Bern with my 
family.” 

Koenig rocked in his chair and smiled slightly. “Ready to jump 
ship, eh. Max?” 

Max winked. 

“How about your partners?” 

“Believe me, Tve tolerated those thieves as long as it is humanly 
possible. I think this is a reasonable way for two honorable men to 
end a long and fruitful association.** 

“But, Max, how will you live?** 

“Somehow, Til struggle by.” 

“Perhaps with the money in the National Bank in Geneva?” 

“Oh — oh yes, I did have an account there.” 

“And the Bank of South America m Buenos Aires, and the 
Grain Exchange in Rio de Janeiro.” 

“J/err, Herr, Herr . . 

Koenig spread six documents before Klepcrman and handed 
him a pen, “Just sign these, Mr. Klepcrman. We will fill in the 
details.** 

Max’s face twitched violently. A belch of misplaced cigar smoke 
gagged him. “The other partners have money over the border too. 
If I sign these papers and give you the information on them, do I 
get a passport?” 

Koenig smiled. “You’ve made yourself a deal.” 

Max scrawled his signature on the papers, giving away over two 
hundred thousand ill-earned dollars. Droplets of sweat dripped on 
the transfers as he signed. 

“When I arrive in Switzerland I will give you the information on 
the others.” 

Koenig nodded. “We knew we could depend on your co-opera- 
tion, Max. You will receive information about your departure 
shortly.” 

Max was sick, but he still had his life. The pair of SS men led 
him out of Koenig’s palace. He had money in eight banks. There 
were two places that that righteous thief Koenig had not dis- 
covered. Max flopped in the back seat of his car, removed his hat, 
and fanned himself and groaned. 

His eyes bulged in terror! His cigar fell from his mouth. His 
chauffeur had t^n replaced by an SS man, and his bodyguard was 
gone. Before he could budge, a pair of SS were on either side of 
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himand the car whisked out of the driveway. It stopped six minutes 
later at the entrance to the Jewish cemetery. 

Max was white with terror at the sight of Sturmbannfahrer Sieg- 
hold Stutze. The SS men had to help him walk. Stutze tapped a 
length of pipe in his open palm as Max was dragged before him. 
Kleperman took off his hat. “Your excellency, Sturmbannluhrer 
. . . I . . . 1 . . .” 

Stutze spoke. “I wanted to be here for you personally, Kleper- 
man. You are the filthiest of all the hlthy Jews. 1 have always 
admired that ring of yours. No, don't bother to give it to me now. 
ru get it after the execution.” 

“Ah^^then . . . you did not receive the word. Dr. Koenig and I 
made a deal. You are in for a hundred thousand dollars . . . you 
see . . 

“Shut up. You didn't really think we would let you out of Poland 
with what you know?” 

“My lips are sealed. 1 swear it.” 

“You don't have to swear it. We are going to seal them for you.” 

Six powerful hands gripped him. He dropped to his knees. They 
began to drag Mm. 

“Wait!” the Austrian said. “Let him crawl.” 

“Excellency. There is more money. 1 didn’t tell Koenig. You 
... me ... a private deal . . .” 

The lead pipe caught Kleperman behind the ear. He pitched 
face down on the dirt and ciawled to Stutze and threw his arms 
around his knees. “Mercy! Mercy! Mercy for Max Kleperman!” 

The pipe came down and down, again, again, again, until Max’s 
face was squashed like an overripe watermelon. Stutze broke into 
a sweat. He kicked with his gimpy leg and screamed and ranted 
until he had exhausted himself on the blood orgy and had to be held 
upright by his SS troopers. 

Max Kleperman’s lifeless body was dragged down the long path 
lined with desecrated grave markers to the west wall and uncere- 
moniously flung into a ditch twenty feet long and twelve feet deep. 

Along the edge of the ditch the piirtners and fifty members of 
the Big Seven were lined up. They cried, begged, bartered. Below 
them, Kleperman lay in a bed of lime 

Some fell to their knees and cned for God and for mother. 
Whoremasters, thieves, informers. 

“Mercy!” 

“Fire!” 

The sound of rifle fire was a cli *he within these walls. The Jewish 
gravediggers watched impassively as the bodies plunged to the 
bottom of the ditch and sttired up at them from grotesque posi- 
tions. The firing squad advanced to the edge of the ditch and 
poured gunfire into the twitching bodies until they were still. 
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Shovels of lime were spread. Another batch of Big Seven people 
was hauled in. 


proclamation! 

IT HAS BEEN DISCOVERED THAT THE BIG SEVEN COMPANY HAS BEEN 
GUILTY OF INNUMERABLE CRIMES AND WERE THE MAIN PERPETRATORS 
OF MUCH OF THE JEWISH SUFFERING. IN THE NAME OF COMMON 
JUSTICE THE GERMAN AUTHORITIES HAVE DISPOSED OF THESE 
CRIMINALS AFTER INVESTIGAl IONS AND TRIALS. 

AS OF THIS DATE ALL FURTHER DEPORTATIONS ARE CANCELED. 
SPECIAL SCHOOLS MAY REOPEN AND AUTHORIZED PUBLIC MEETINGS 
WITHIN THE GHETTO ARE PERMITTED. THE CURFEW IS AGAIN EX- 
TENDED TO 7 P.M. 

BY ORDER 

RUDOLPH SCHREIKER 
KOMMISSAR, DISTIUCT OF WARSAW 


Chapter Eleven 


Rachael thumbed through a stack of sheet music, selected 
several numbers, and slipped on her Star of David armband. 
Deborah, dressed in a gown and robe, entered the room, yawning 
and stretching. 

“Are you certain it is safe to give a recital today? I feel uneasy 
about it,” 

“Momma, there haven’t been any deportations for four days. 
Ervin is, arranging programs all over the ghetto to get people’s 
minds off the past three weeks. Besides, I’ll be playing at your 
orphanage on Niska and nothing will happen there.” 

“Well, I suppose it is all right.” 

“I may see Wolf today. It’s been ten days.” 

Deborah fussed with her daughter’s hair, “I wish you wouldn’t 
go to Andrei’s.” 

“We can’t any more. Momma. It’s being watched all the time.” 

“You can come here. Your father won’t be home till late.” 

As Rachael turned and faced her mother, Deborah realized for 
the first time that her child was as tall and mature as she. “Thanks, 
Momma, but Wolf is terribly proud about that. Besides, it’s not the 
most important thing any more. Just being able to see each other 
for a few minutes and talking is all we really want.” 

Deborah patted her cheek. 

Stephan burst into the apartment. “Hey, come on. Aren’t you 
ready yet?” 

“Be careful, children. Keep your Civil Authority Kennkarten 
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handy and forgive me for not coming. Pm dog-tired. I have to get a 
few hours’ sleep before going back to the orphanage. Tell Susan 
Pll take the ni^t shift.” 

Stephan and Rachael pecked kisses on Deborah’s cheek. 

Rachael opened the door and stopped. “Strange,” she said. 
“Being able to walk in the streets again.” 

“Be careful,” Deborah repeated. 

The assembly hall in the Niska Street orphanage was capable of 
holding most of the four hundred children. It was one of the 
twenty-eight institutions under Alexander Brandel’s Orphans and 
Sell-Help Society which somehow managed to feed and secretly 
educate over twenty thousand parentless youngsters. Unlike the 
rest of the ghetto, these homes had no hiding rooms, for it would 
have been impossible to construct them secretly. After all, Brandel 
concluded, these were children, and he had to believe m the final 
mercy of the enemy to leave them alone. 

Rachael Bronski was the very favorite of the children. They 
crammed together, filling all the benches, sitting in the aisles and 
on the floor befoic piano on the platform at the end of the hall. 
The nurses, teachers, and social workers stood along the back wall. 

Rachael looked continually to the back door through wliich 
Wolf might appear. A long time ago when he returned from the 
Bathyran farm at Wework, he had come to her during a recital m 
this very place. Perhap.s he v/ould come again today. 

Rachael held up her hands for attention and told the children 
what her first number would be. It was a new one in which she 
narrated the bfe of Chopin behind a sampling of waltzes, noc- 
turnes, and etudes, ending with the patriotic crescendo of a 
polonaise. 

The next number was a medley of Yiddish songs. She watched 
the faces of the children searching their memory for a faint voice m ^ 
the past which had sung to them. 

“Should I be a rabbi? 

I don’t know my Torah, 

Should I be a merchant ? 

I have nothing to sell. 

“And I have no hay. 

And 1 have no oats. 

And I’d like a drink of vodka, 

But my wife will curse me. 

So ril find a big rock, 

And ril sit me down and cry. 

“Should T be a schochet? 

1 cannot use a chale}^ 
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Should I be a melamed? 

1 don’t know an alef, 

“Should 1 be a cobbler? 

1 don't liave any last. 

Should 1 be a teamster? 

1 ha\e no cart or horse. 

“Should T be a blacksmith? 

1 won’t have any anvil. 

Should 1 run a tavern? 

No, my wife would get too drunk.” 

“What would you like to hear next?” 
“Palestine!” 

“Rachael! Sing to us about Palestine!” 
“Palestine!” 

“Palestine!” 


“The roses bloom in Galilee, 

And the land rejoices. 

Round the day and through the night, 

We lift our thankful voice. 

“We love you, our Galilee, 

Your land makes our hearts sing. 

We guard it dear with soul and gun 
And fccu* not what fate brings . . 

Susan Geller entered at the rear of the hall. She looked around 
quickly, thfen whispered to her second nurse The woniiin looked 
startled for an mstant, then nodded and whispered to another 
nur.se. 

“All together now, children!” 

“The roses bloom in Galilee, 

And the land rejoices . . .” 

Susan Geller looked around once more and spotted Stephan. 
She wove through the pack of children, took his hand, and led him 
to a side door, “Make no outcry, Stephan. The building is sur- 
rounded by Militia. Get upstairs. There are twenty-five or thirty 
children in an attic classroom. Do you know where it is?” 

Stephan nodded. 

“Take them over the roof to Mila 19. Tell Alexander Brandcl to 
get to the Umschlagplatz quickly.” 

Rachael frowned as she saw Stephan slip out of the hall. 
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•‘We love you, our Galilee, 

Your land makes our hearts sing . . 

Susan sat on the bench beside Rachael. “At the end of this song 
I will make an announcement. You keep playing. We want no 
panic. Do you understand?” 

“Oh God . . .” 

“Keep playing, Rachael, keep playing.” 

“I . . . understand . . 

Susan stepped before the piano and held up her hands. “Child- 
ren !” she said. “Aunt Susan has a most wonderful surprise ! Today 
we arc going to the country on a picnic!” 

The announcement was greeted with “ohs” and “ahs” of dis- 
belief. 

“We are all going on a train ride out of the ghetto and we will 
sec all of those things we have talked about — ^trees and flowers and 
farms. All those wonderful things which you have never seen 
before. This is going to be the greatest experience of your life. Now 
wc will all file out of the hall and to the street. Don’t be frightened 
of the soldiers L^e.ujse today they are there to help us. Now, 
Rachael, would you play something while we march out?” 

Susan stepped into the corridor just as Piotr Warsinski entered 
the building. She blocked the door to the assembly hall. 

“We are quite ready,” Susan said. “If you will kindly tell your 
men not to alarm the chiidrM we will keep them calm.” 

“Wc just want the children, not you.” 

“Wc choose to go too.” 

Warsinski shrugged. “Have it your way. Get them out into the 
streets.” 

“Quickly,” Stephan Bronski ordered two dozen six-year-olds in 
the attic classroom. Ghetto life had conditioned them to respond 
to his order with unqualified discipline. Stephan was first up the 
escape ladder to the roof. He nudged the trap door open an inch 
and peered around. 

A Ukrainian on the roof! 

Stephan signaled for the line behind him to be still. The guard 
paced back and forth, sweating in the heat through his dirty brown, 
black-slceved shirt. He turned. Stephan could see his face and the 
epaulets with the skull and crossbones and the big knobby hands 
gripped around a rifle. 

The guard stopped near the comer of the roof. The ridge w^ 
built up fifteen inches over the roof level. The guard knelt on it, 
peering past a steep tile roof which partly blocked the view to the 
street five stories down. 

Clump . . . clump . . . clump . . . 

The man looked around at the thing flying over the roof at him. 
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Before he ocnild gather hb wits or straighten up it was on him at a 
dead run. Stephan sdammed his body at the Ukrainian at the same 
instant the roan tried to stand up. It threw him off balance. His 
legs buckled and he fell onto the overhang, dropping his rifle on 
the roof. 

In a frantic grab he snatched the top of the ndge. Stephan lifted 
the guard's fallen rifle and \Mth its butt smashed the clinging man’s 
hands. 

A shriek! 

The guard slid down the tiles, flailing in panic for something to 
grab. His body swooped over the edge and became smaller, 
smaller, smaller, until it stopped suddenly on the pavement. 

'^Quick !” Stephan cried, ruling out fear or revulsion at his deed. 
One by one the children climbed onto the roof. 

Rifle fire crackled from the street. Shouts below! '^Juden Kinder! 
Jew children!” 

The ghetto rat knew his way well. He fled over the ceiling of the 
city with the knowledge of a craftsman. Then a dead end. 

The Ime of buildings dropped from five stories to four. A chasm 
four feet wide separated the buildmgs. Stephan looked for the 
mattress which had been laid on the lower roof to break the falls. 
It had been removed! The decision was already made for him. He 
could neither stay nor turn back. 

“Now we are going to have to jump over to that roof. We will 
have to stand on the very edge so we can reach the roof. When 
you land, land on your feet and use your legs as though they were 
big giant springs. Bend and then throw yourselves on your 
tummies.” 

A little girl wept in fear. 

“You,” he said to the largest youngster, “you be my assistant 
commander. You stay till last. Everyone choose a partner.” He 
quickly took the crying girl by the hand. “You will be mine.” 
Before she could register a protest they leaped over the drop onto 
the next roof. 

Piotr Warsinski reported to Haupsturmfahrer Kutler. 

“How js it?” Kutler asked. 

“The most successful ‘kettle’ we have ever made. Every orphan- 
age is cleaned.” 

“How many?” 

“Maybe ten, twelve thousand heads.” 

“That’s a lot of Jew babies. Well — they’ve got no valuables. 
Start loading them up. Send the leftover bastards to the top floors 
for storage till tomorrow and the day after. I want all your people 
around the Umschlagplatz on guard tonight. Bastards in the 
ghetto liable to try something.” 

Warsinski turned to leave. “Good job. Chief,” laughed Kutler. 
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Kutler walked out to the selection desks and frowned at the sight 
of the nurses mingling with the children. **Warsinski!’* 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What are all those people doing here?” 

“They wanted to come with the children.” 

Susan Geller came up to them. “Surely you cannot object to 
having us resettled with our wards,” she said. 

Kutler sneered. He did not like her homely face. He glanced 
around at the other nurses, teachers, doctors, and workers holding 
their tiny flocks together. Goddamned Jews, Kutler thought. They 
got some kind of strange love for dying like martyrs. He re- 
membered the fathers holding their hands over their sons* eyes on 
the edge of the pits at Babi- Yar at Kiev. 

“You people aren't wanted in this transfer,” Kutler said. 

“The children will enjoy their picnic m the country so much 
more if they have us with them to explain everything. You see, 
many of them do not remember being out of the ^etto.” 

Kutler turned his eyes away from Susan Geller's insistent stare. 
“What have yoi» grf -n that bag?’* he asked. 

“Chocolates. I’ve been saving them for a wonderful occasion 
like this.” 

Kutler cracked. “Be heroes,” he muttered, and dashed back to 
his oihee and closed and bolted the door. He yanked viciously at a 
desk drawer, unable to opr ri it quickly enough, and smashed the 
top of the schnapps bottle, guzzling until a hot wave of alcohol 
flooded his blood and crashed mto 1^ bram, dulling his thoughts. 
“Heroes . . . martyrs . . .” 

The courtyard bulged with ten thousand ragged, emaciated 
children with a sprinkling of nurses who kept up a play of gaiety. 
Some of the older children who knew where they were gomg kept it 
to themselves. 

“Jew babies, start moving up the ramps!” 

“Well, children, now logins our wonderful picnic in the 
country.’* 

“Aunt Susan, when will we come back?” 

“Oh, probably later torught.” 

“Keep moving down to the end of the platform to the urst car I” 

The engine warmed up with a few puffs of steam. 

The line of tykes straggled up the ramps. Curses and kicks 
moved them quicker. 

Kutler, in a thick drunk, staggered out to the courtyard and 
watched the march. He snarled lenu-intelligible sounds, screaming 
to hurry it up. He sighted a dozen small children leaning against a 
far wall, doubled up from exhaustion and hunger, too weak to drag 
themselves to their feet. Kutler wove toward them. “Up, you Jew 
babies I” to shrieked. 
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Two or three nurses converged on them, hdping them to their 
feet. 

A rachitic ^rl of three clad in filthy rags toppled to the cobble- 
stones, dropping a torn baby doll which had neither arms nor legs. 
Her little hand reached for it. 

Kutler's shiny black boot stamped on the doll. 

The ragamuffin stared curiously at the tall black-uniformed man 
hovering over her. “My baby,” she whined weakly, “1 want my 
baby.” Her hand tugg^, trying to pry it from under the Nazi’s 
boot. His Mauser pistol came out of the holster. 

A pistol shot echoed. 

“Let me through! Let me throu^!” cried Alexander. 

A half dozen bulky Jewish militiamen restrained the desperate 
Brandel before he could get into the selection center. He was 
dragged saeaming and fighting across Stawki Street to the ware- 
house where Warsinski had the Umschlagplatz detail office. 

“I demand to be allowed in the Umschlagplatz!” 

Warsinski let Alexander babble, plead, coax, argue. Then he 
spoke. “Your immunity is running short, Brandel. Take him back 
to the ghetto.” 

Clickety-clack, clickety-clack the train rolled over the country- 
side. 

“Now, children,” Susan Geller said, “I have another surprise. 
Chocolates!” 

“Chocolates!” 

She passed the bag of poisoned candy about the car. 

“Doesn’t that taste wonderful?” 

The train rolled on. 

“Let’s all sing together.” 

“Onward, onward. 

On to Palestine. 

Onward, onward. 

Join the happy throng . . ." 

“I’m sleepy. Aunt Susan.” 

“Well, why don’t you lie down and rest?” 

“I’m sleepy too, Tante Susan.” 

“Well, all of you take a nap. It must be the excitement and the 
fresh air.” 

One by one they closed their eyes. Susan Geller snuggled 
between a pair of her babies and held them close to her and slowly 
swallowed the last square of chocolate. 

Shluf mine faygele^ 

Mach tzu dine aygeie 
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Eye lu lu lu^ 

Shluf geshmak mine kind^ 
Shluf un zai-gezund^ 

Eye lu lu lu 

Sleep my little bird. 

Shut your little eyes. 

Eye lu lu lu, 

Sleep tight my child. 
Sleep and be safe. 

Eye lu lu lu. 


Chapter Twehe 


Sturmbannfiihrer Sieghold Stutze was adept at aping his God, 
Adolf Hitler, «.o the sligh^ist gestures. Thumbs in belt, he 
limped up and down the urtyard holding the massed assemblage 
of Jewish Militia. He stopped before a microphone and glared at 
his captive audience with seductive authority. The board of the 
Jewish Civil Authority was lined up on his right and a company 
of his Reinhard Corps on lus left. 

Throwing a hand above his head, he shrieked in a high pitch 
which echoed olf the stones of the yard. ‘Tat Jews! You are fat 
because we have rewarded you too much. Despite our loyalty to 
you, you continue to permit publication of lies about us! You 
allow these Communist agitators to exist under your noses! They 
will be found and destroyed! Because of these lies we have not 
received a single volunteer for four days for orderly deportation 
for honest labor in the east!*' Stutze whirled around to Warsinski. 
“Read the new orders!’* 

Warsinski opened a document. “ ‘From this day forward every 
member of the Jewish Militia has a personal daily duty to bring 
three people to the Umschlagplatz for deportation for honest 
labor. In the event a militiaman fails to meet his quota, he and his 
family wiU be deported immediately.’ ’’ 

The respite in the Big Action, the show of “common justice” 
by executing the Big Seven, and the reopening of the schools, all 
became part of a master scheme to lure the people into relaxing 
their vigil long enough for the Germans to reorganize for the 
next onslau^t. 

A terrorized Jewish Militia under Warsinski’s obedient 
haranguing had long ago sold their souls; now they sank to a new 
depth of decadence. It became a common sight to see them drag- 
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gteg their own rdatives to the Umsddagplatz for deportation 
when they were unable to fill their quotas. 

Ghetto Kermkarten stamped for labor were long believed to be 
a mapc key to life. In a stroke of the pen they were all declared 
invalid. All but a handful of people in the ghetto had lost their 
immunity to deportation. 

Each day new “kettles’* and “pots” were executed. Streets or 
blocks of houses were hermetically sealed off and methodically 
raked from cellar to attic for occupants. 

The constant fountain of trickery spouted. The lure of food was 
used to gain new spies. Children were tortured before the eyes of 
their mothers to reveal the locations of secret bunkers. 

An immunity to tragedy became normal. Yet the roundup of 
the orphans accomplished what the master planners knew it 
would. It seemed to crush whatever morale and will to exist 
remained. 

Alexander Brandel, long the symbol of love and dignity, long 
the symbol of food and medicine, turned into a morose, depres- 
sed man ovemi^t. Speechless day followed speechless day. He 
no longer functioned as the dynamic force for survival. 

Rabbi Solomon sat in the dank ceUar next to the sewer pipe 
under Mila 19 and wailed ancient Hebrew prayers day and nig^t 
to the sound of rushing sewerage. 

Deborah Bronski was the sole nurse remaining from the Niska 
Street orphanage to take care of the two dozen boys and girls 
Stephan had led over the roofs to Mila 19. Yet another room 
was dug out alongside the pipe and fitted with bunks and a 
classroom. 

Deborah flicked on the light in her bedroom. She opened the 
dresser drawers one by one and filled a suitcase. An item or two 
came from the jewelry box. A few things of a personal nature. 
Everything else was to be left. She checked the children’s room 
for the mementos they wanted, then walked down the long hall. 

There was a light from Paul’s study. She entered and could see 
the back of his head as he sat in his swivel chair m front of his 
desk. 

“I am leaving you, Paul. I should have done so long ago. 
Stephan and Rachael will be with me.” 

Paul was motionless. 

“Good-bye, Paul.” 

As she turned to go, she saw that his hand hung limply over 
the arm of the chair, a crumpled sheet of paper in his fist. On the 
floor lay a bottle. She recognized it as his sleeping pills. The 
bottle was empty. It had been filled only a few days earlier. 
Deborah walked slowly to the front of the desk. Paul was rigid, 
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his eyes closed. She set down the suitcase and felt his hand. It 
was icy. There was no pulse. 

Paul Bronski was dead. 

“May God forgive me,** she said, “but I wish I could say that 
I am sorry.” 

She pried the paper loose from his hand. “My dear Leborah,” 
the note read, “I wish I knew what to say or what 1 have done to 
deserve this scorn from you. Boris Presser has an envelope 
explaining various affairs which I’m sure you’ll find in order . . .” 
And there the scrawling stopped. 

The top of the desk was tidy. Paul was meticulous in his habits. 
Evcrytjiing would be in order. Even his death. He had closed out 
a business day by suicide simply because there was no alternative. 

Deborah shook her head in a final bewilderment. She looked 
squarely into his sallow, lifeless face. “Oh, Paul, Paul, Paul. Even 
this had to be done so properly. Why didn’t you write a message 
for your son and daughter? Why didn’t you make this act an 
outcry for justice and protest? Paul, Paul . . . Why?” 

She picked up her suitcase. Without remorse, without tears, 
without regret wi l.out pity, sb^ left everything that had been 
between them, forever. 

“We must have help!” an impassioned Andrei cried. 

Roman, the Home Army commander in Warsaw, listened with 
head cocked, eyes laruy half shut. The nobleman placed a 
cigarette in the long holder dehcately and lit it. A frustrated 
Andrei waved off Roman’s offer of a smoke. 

“Jan Kowal,” Roman said softly, “just last week we sent you 
thirty two rifles.” 

“Of six different calibres with a hundred and six rounds of 
ammunition. One of the rifles becomes obsolete the moment it 
fires Its three bullets.” 

“If there is suddenly a downpour of heavy-caliber automatic 
weapons from the skies, I’ll be the first to let you know,” 

Andrei smashed his fist on the table. 

Roman got up and clasped his hands behind him dramatically. 
“Just what do you want?” 

“Wc haven’t the strength to mount an attack without help from 
outside. If you had three companies the Home Army make 
simultaneous diversified strikes in the suburbs, we can push out 
of the ghetto.” . 

Roman sighed with frustration. Despite the rigors of hying 
underground, he had lost none the fine edge that characterized 
a French-bred snob. “It is impossible,” he said. 

“Can you be that much of a Jew-hater to watch us cooked 
alive?” 

Roman leaned against the window sill and bit on the ivory 
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holder with flie studied gestom of me who knows te 

eyebrows raised on his hi^ forehead. **Shall we get coldly 
realistic? What if 1 carry through your plan? Where wiO you go? 
How many will you br^ out?** 

**As many as you can make provisions for.** 

“Ah/* be^ed Roman, “that is the rub. Ninety per cent of the 
peasants would turn in a Jew for a bottle of vo^a. Ninety per 
cent of the people are quite certain this war is being fought 
because of international Jewish bankers. Not my personal 
fedings, mind you, but 1 am in no position to carry out a prognm 
to educate the Polish people.** Roman was deadly accurate again. 

**Then at least let the fighting force find its way out with the 
diildren.*' 

“Children? Those convents and monasteries which take 
Jewish children are filled to the brim. Most won*t. The few others 
want ten thousand zlotys a head in advance with the right to 
convert them to CatholicisoL** 

Andrei closed his eyes. 

Roman warmed up to his ai^^uments, sliding his tongue over 
his teeth as he paced. “1 cannot allow partisan units made up of 
Jews. I do not command an army on discipline. The underground 
depends upon secrecy and loyalty. You know full well you will 
be betray^ just as you were betrayed when you gave us the 
report on extermination camps. It was sold by someone to the 
Gestapo.** 

** At least — at least give us guns and money. At least the money 
you've stolen from us.*' 

Roman frowned and sat at the table, lifting some papers to 
read to demonstrate he was too busy for further bickering. 
Andrei snatched them out of his hand and flung them to the 
floor. 

“All right, Jan!” Roman snorted. “Your precious report was 
smuggled out of Poland by someone or other and has been 
published in London. Have you heard the heads of state make 
impassioned cries for justice? Has the world suddenly stormed 
to its feet in indignation ? Jan Kowal, no one really gives a damn.” 

Andrei pushed back from the table. “Don’t dop your Polish 
garbage on the rest of the world, Roman. This is the only comer 
of the world where exteimination camps could exist. The German 
army doesn*t have enough divisions to guard against the people 
if they tried it in London or Paris or New York. Only in your 
goddanuied Warsaw! All over this continent men and women 
are behaving with basic Christian decency. You arc a Christian, 
aren’t you?” 

Roman went through arrogant gestures of indulgent disgust. 

“You won’t walk away from this free. They’re already starting 
to gas Poles at Auschwitz only because you let them get away 
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with it with us. March into the duunber with your chin up, 
Roman, ^our turn is coming.** 

Andiei stormed out. 

Roman broke the shortened dgarette from the holder and 
squashed the tip out. He looked up at a stunned aide those 
blasted Jews try to contact me again, 1 am not to be reached, do 
you understand?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Jews are so emotional. Oh well, at least we won’t have a 
Jewish problem when the war is over.” 

Sin^on Eden smashed his fist into his open palm as Andrei 
related the meeting with Roman. The attic room feU into gloom. 
Tolek, Alexander Br^dcl, Ana, Ervin, Wolf Brandel, Simon 
Eden. A ghastly morbidity crushed them. It was all over. Every- 
one thought the same thing at the same moment. It was aU over 
. . . done. 

The alarm bell sounded five short rings to indicate a “friend” 
was coming up. Rodel, the Communist, entered. For an instant 
everyone look :j <..4i?erly with a flickering of hope beyond hope 
that some miracle had happened. Rodel shook his head. “They 
can give us four armed men, no more. They can’t even really 
spare that.” 

Tolek droned the names of wnters, doctors, actors, journalists, 
and Zionists who had occu taken to the Umschlagplatz in the 
last few days. He went on and on, moaning a death march. 

“Be quiet,” Andrei said. 

But he droned on. The last of the rabbis — one saved by the 
Catholic Church as some sort of rehc of a past civilization, the 
other was in their cellar. The rest, dead. “Dead, all dead,” Tolek 
said. “Farm gone . . . farm gone . . . everyone i*; dead.” 

“Shut up,” Andrei repeated. 

Ana Grinspan, an unwavering symbol of strength, a figure of 
daring, collapsed and cried hystcncally. There was no one m the 
room who could comfort her. 

“Say something, Alex,” Simon Eden pleaded. 

But Alex said nothing these days. 

“Dead ... all dead. Nishtdoo^ keiner^ keiner nishtdoo^ 

“Stop your goddamned crying!” Andrei screamed. 

Ervin licked his dry lips. Tears wet his thick passes, so that 
the people before him were blurred images. Within five days he 
had lost his wife Susan and his mother. He had tried gallantly 
to carry on for Alexander Bran* lei after the children were rounded 
up. “Simon . . . Andrei . . . Comrade Rodel . . . 1 . . . have taken 
all the notes and volumes of the Good Fellowship Club and 
hidden them in milk cans and steel boxes. I had occasion to 
speak to your committees today. They are in full accord with 
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me that if this last try for help was unsuoeessfiil we should bum 
the ghetto and commit mass suicide.** 

*'You have no right to hold meetings behind my back,** Simon 
said without conviction. 

“We had no time for rules of procedure,” Ervin said. 

“Who among us hasn't thought of suicide?” Ana cried. 

And then silence. There were no argiments. 

“As a Labor Zionist ... as a Labor Zionist,” Simon mumbled. 
He brushed the hair back from his eyes. “As a Jew and Labor 
Zionist,” he floundered and fumbled. Oh God, he thought, death 
would be so sweet, so very sweet. “As commander of Joint 
Forces, I cannot and will not give an order for a suicide pact. 
But if this is the wish of everyone, then I will resign my com- 
mand and also abide by the decision.” 

Andrei stared up at his comrade. Simon had been a soldier. 
Simon had been a strong man. Simon had been a leader. His 
innards were shot. The fine features of his dark face sagged with 
the loss of will. 

Wolf Brandel, the youngest commander in the ghetto, walked 
slowly toward the door. “1 will not obey that order,” he said. 
“My girl and I are going to live, and if we’re captured we are 
going to make them pay« If they want me,” Wolf cried, “let them 
come m and try to get me!” 

He slammed the door behind him. 

“Well,** Andrei whispered, “one of us is left with enough 
strength to want to live.” 

Tolek fell on his knees. “Oh God! God! God! Please help us! 
What have we done? What have we done?” 

No one looked at the other. Their faces fell into their hands. 
All through the night they sat wordless until the dawn broke 
them with weariness and they dropped off into snatches of night- 
mare-filled sleep. 

And then, as suddenly as it began, the Big Action ended. On 
September 16, 1942, there were no more deportations or “kettles.** 

The Warsaw ghetto, the largest human stockyard in man’s 
history, one held nearly six hundred thousand people. That 
number was decimated by starvation, disease, executions, 
deportation to slave labor, and finally assembly-line murder m 
Treblinka. When the Big Action ended, less than fifty thousand 
remained. 
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Chapter Thirteen 


Horst von Epp cut the classic conception of the ramro ’ German 
baron as he stood tranicd before the tall window of Ch^'is s flat, 
transfixed by the first snowfall of the winter, and the strains of 
a Chopin record 

Chris came in from outside, slapping the cold from his bones. 
He nodded to Horst, he was pleased at the unexpected visit 
“Hope you don’t mind my breaking in and helping myself to 
the whtsky?” Horst said, fixing a scotch for Clu*is 
“Why should 1 mmd? There’s nothing m this apartment your 
friends haven’t examined twenty times ’’ 

The Chopin record came to the end “I like Chopin All those 
blockheads play is Wagner A tribute to Hitler in absentia Isn’t 
there something enormously enchanting about the first snow 
Chris threw open the drapes to the alcove bedroom, tugged off 
his shoes and wet socks He fished around under the bed for his 
slippers. 

“O the snow, <he beautiful snow, 
p-illing the sky and the Ctirth below, 

Over the housetops, over the street. 

Over the heads of tb< people \ou meet, 

Dancing, 

Flirting, 

Skimming along. 

Beautiful snow, it can do nothing wrong “ 

“Ye gods, Chns, that’s horrible ’’ 

“James X^ittaker Watson, 1824-90 My recitation for the 
second-grade graduation My mother didn’t comt to the gradua- 
tion I never forgot snow, beautiful snow ’ 

Horst handed him a tall drink They el inked glasses ^"Frohluhe 
kFc/A/zar/i/t/f— Cliristmas ehcer,’’ he said 
“I’ll be a sad bistard Christmas 1 forgot all about it ’’ 

“I toast those poor misled Aryans laving on then wet beTlies in 
snow, beautiful snow on the eastern front for the glorv of the 
Fatherland,’’ Horst said 

“Amen Well, how does it feel to get lobbcrcd*^’’ 

“We are going to lose at Stalingrad, aren’t we, Chris *>’’ 

“It’s going to be a catastrophe, Baron Your Chief of Staff 
should have read Napoleon’s memoirs and taken a lesson of 
what mother winter does to trespassers ’’ 

“I had It about a week ago T^e sudden reilization Germany 
IS going to lose the war It is making a mess out of all the Christ- 
mas parties Everyone IS so damned glum Stalingrad, El Alamein, 
the landmgs m North Africa But you know what really con- 
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founds me is those Americans. Guadalcanal. Now there’s a 
romantic name. Everyone underestimates Americans. Why?” 

'The mistaking of gentleness as weakness is like underestimat- 
ing a Russian winter.’* 

“Next year,” Horst said, “Berlin is going to be bombed. What 
a pity. Oh dear, how they are gomg to pay us back. Well, 
Cl^tmas cheer.” 

Horst set down his drink and again became enchanted with the 
falling snow. “Chris,” he sai^ looking outside, “a report has 
just t^n published by the Polish government in exile in London. 
A nasty White Paper detailing alleged extermmation camps 
operating in Poland. Heard about it?*’ 

“Something or other.” 

“Tell me,” Horst said, “how did you smuggle it out of Poland ?” 

Chns made only a nominal attempt to cover his deed. “What 
makes you think it was me?” 

“My male vanity. When a beautiful piece of tail, Victoria 
Landowski from Lemberg, turns out not to be a piece of tail and 
not even Victoria Landowski, my masculinity was offended.” 

“Find the woman. They are behmd all simster plots.” 

“The trouble was, I couldn’t find the woman. My friend 
Christopher de Monti had become deliciously decadent, a 
quivering alcoholic mass of sponge. Then Victoria Landowski 
enters and Christopher undergoes a magic transformation. He 
returns to being — what do you call it?— -a clean-cut All-American 
boy. I began to add this sudden spiritual resurrection. It was not 
difficult to figure the rest of it.” 

“By God, Horst, you’re downright clairvoyant. Well, docs 
Gestapo Chief Sauer put his dogs on me, feed me a quart of 
castor oil, or use testicle crushers to make me talk?” 

“Oh, cut the nonsense out. Those dreary people at the Gestapo 
won’t figure this thing out for months. How did you get the 
reports out? Italian diplomats?” 

“Something like that,” Chris answered. 

“See! I told Hitler personally not to trust the Italians. Those 
people are far too romantic to really carry out a first-class war of 
annihilation. As soon as we come to the acid tests, they abandon 
us.” 

Chris laughed. “I’m only an Italian by passport. Come to think 
of it, I’m really not much of anything. But I do know the Italian 
I^ple. They were sold a bill of goods that they were a reincarna- 
tion of the noble Romans, twenty centuries removed. So why in 
hell shouldn’t they bebeve it? Ail they really wanted was to be 
somebody again.” 

“On German coattails.” 

“The bride awoke to find her maidenhead broken, but the 
Teutonic god she married had turned into an ugly black gorilla. 
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Sort of a beauty and the beast in reverse. Horst, the Italian people 
have no stomach for what you are doing in Poland. It was no 
chore at all getting five men to carry out five separate copies of 
the extermination-camp report.” 

“Archetype German villain that I am,” Horst said, ' I cannot 
comprehend why those who are utterly crushed insist on dying 
gestures of defiance. Martyrs are dreadful. 1 watched you sink to 
degeneration. What was that voice that called you out of Satan's 
arms? What did it say to you?” 

“It told me ... I must become worthy enough to receive the 
spit of a man who was once my fnend.” 

“Morality.” Horst shook his head. “Just before the war I saw 
that big hammy American baritone — what was his name? — 
Tibbett. Lawrence Tibbett. He sang in Paris. After a song about 
mother’s southern-fried cake he bellowed some more dreadful 
poetry. Somehow, the damned verse keeps going through my 
mind these days. 

“Out of the night that covers me, 

Hiuc^v is I he pit fr ^m pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be . , 

“ ‘For my unconquerable soul,’ ” Chris said. “To William 
Ernest Henley, 1849-1903 

“Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

“Ibis immediately brings to mind the question of why all 
poets have three names and why wasn't my mother at the fifth- 
grade commencement ceremonies, either ?” 

“It will never replace Schiller or Heme — that is, before Heine 
became a Jew. 1 know, you ainnot put man's soul in a ghetto or 
gas his spirit at Treblinka. It looks fine in the hands of poets but 
puzzling when it re;illy happens. Why did you do it, Chris? A few 
sermons by minor bishops, a few editorials by minor newspapers, 
a few pasty statements by minor politicians, a few protest «:uicides 
by minor idealists. What did you hope to gain? Ach. Now 1 have 
to spend the whole winter wxiting counte.propaganda.” 

“I’m sorry it’s making you lose so much sleep, Horst. I thought 
perhaps the report itself might annoy you.” 

“Don’t give me that snide journalist’s sneer, I know — ^how 
could we do this? The fine, cultUiCd German people, after which 
I rattle off the names of musicians, poets, doctors, and list all 
our gifts to mankind. How could we do this? It will take the 
great philosophical and psychiatric brains a hundred years to 
find a standard of morals to explain this behavior.” 
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“ril simplify it,” Chris said. ”You*re a pack of beasts.” 

“Oh no, Chris, we are not even to be classed with beasts. Man 
is the only animal on this planet which destroys its own species. 
But how in the devil did I get involved in this? I’m no more guilty 
than you are. Less, perhaps. I’m trapped. But you, dear Chris, 
are all the moralists in the world who have condoned genocide 
by the conspiracy of silence.” 

“The conspiracy of silence,” Chris mumbled. “Yes, I buy that,” 

“Hell, my own skin isn’t important. After the war all this 
business will be unearthed and mankind will register a proper 
shock and horror. Then they will say, ‘Let us all forget about the 
past. Let bygones be bygones.’ And all over Germany you’ll get 
a chorus of ‘Amen.’ What will the song be? Tnere was nobody 
here in Germany but us anti-Nazis. Extermination camps? We 
knew nothing about them. Hitler? Always did think he was crazy. 
What could we do? Orders were orders. And the world will say, 
‘Look at all the good Germans.’ They will string up a few Nazis 
as showpieces, and all the good German folk will slink back to 
their cobblers’ benches and sulk and wait for the next Filhrer.” 
Horst broke into a sudden sweat and lost his composure. He 
downed a shot of whisky quickly. 

“What’s eating you. Horst?” 

“The Jews. They’ll pin a curse on us. They’ll make us a scourge 
among men for a thousand years.” 

“History is written by survivors. There will be no Jewish 
survivors,” Chris said, 

“Hell! They’re uncanny. They have this maddened, insatiable 
desire to put words on paper. TTiis mama to document their tor- 
ment.” Horst calmed and thought. “Last time they documented 
their destruction we got a Bible, then a ‘Valley of Tears’ — now 
what? You know, Chris, my brother was in a Knight Templar 
colony in Palestine before the war. Every winter he would climb 
around in caves near the Dead Sea lookmg for ancient Hebrew 
letters,” 

“Why, Horst, you’re afraid of your hereafter. I wouldn’t have 
dreamed it.” 

“I have a crawling suspicion that inside that ghetto waU are ten 
thousand diaries buried beneath the ^ound. And that is what 
is going to crush us. Not the allied armies, not a few tokens of ret- 
ribution, but the voices of the dead, unearthed. From this stigma 
we can never. . . • Forgive me, Christmas has a habit of putting 
me in a mood.” 

“What are you going to do with me?” Chris asked sharply. 

“I’ve given it a lot of thought I can’t let you out of Poland. I 
mean, after all, we have to play the game. We both played fairly 
and I lost I made a bad guess. On the other hand, no use letting 
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Sauer get his hands on you. I am a believer in grandiose gesturesl 
Pack a bag!** 

Horst steered his auto down Jerusalem Boulevard. About them 
a dismal attempt to find Christmas cheer was being made by the 
Poles and despondent German soldiers. 

“Chris, one last thing I must know. This Victoria Landowski. 
Was she a good piece?” 

“The truth? 1 wouldn't know.” 

“Amazing. Simply amazing. Well, we will find her one day.’* 

“When you do, do me one last favor. Give her a chance to 
finish herself olf before Sauer roughs her up.” 

“Chris, you’re asking entirely too much.” 

“She is vep' important to me.” 

“Oh well, it is Christmas. My promise. By God, I’m forgetting 
all my good German training and turning into a downright senti- 
mentalist ” 

The car stopped before the ghetto gate opposite the Tlomatskie 
Synagogue. Hoist handed Cliris a Kennkarte and special pap)ers. 
“Into the ^etto. These papers will keep you out of police hands 
until you find your friends. In three days I'll turn in a report you 
are missing, lliat should give you enough time to get buried in 
there.” 

“I am afraid I have no friends left,” Chris said. 

“Don't be too sure. Jews have an infallible intelligence system. 
They will somehow know how the extermination-camp report 
was spirited out of Poland.” 

Chris got out of the car. “You're one for the books.” 

“Well, three cheers for the final triumph of morality in men. 
If we ever run across one another after the war, put in a 
word for me. There is always a demand for ex-German baron «s 
gardeners, bartenders, villain parts in movies. 1 am a man of 
many talents.” He sped away. 

The ghetto streets were devoid of life CTiris turned up his coat 
collar and walked aimlessly through the swirls of snow. Eyes were 
on him from the rooftops the instant he entered. He wandered 
until he grew weary. Where to go? Whom to see? What a strange 
ending. Were there people behind the stillness ? Was there life left ? 

Wiere to go? Where to turn? 

“You!” 

Chris whirled about. He saw no one in the courtyard from 
which the voice came. 

“You!” it called again. 

Chris walked toward the voice. It was coming from an in- 
dentation in the building. 

“Turn around and walk,” the voice commanded. “Don’t look 
around. I will give you directions.” 
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He sat alone on the cot in the attic of Mila 19. Andrei Androfski 
entered. 

Finally Chris stood up and turned his back on Andrei. “Divine 
retribution. The sinner has come to face his makers. Poetic justice 
in Its purest form.'* 

Andrei sat at the wooden table and placed his elbow in the 
center. “Want to hand-wrestle? I haven’t eaten as well as you, 
but I can still beat you.” 

“Don't you know me, Andrei? I stood by with my hands in 
my pockets and my ears deafened to the cries of the dying.” 

“Must you be so dramatic? All I want to do is hand-wrestle.” 

“Andrei . . 

“We know how that report reached London, Chris. Thank 
you.” 

Chris bit his lip to hold off tears. 

“We got a horse over the wall this morning. Steaks tonight. 
Take this pistol. Later I’ll show you how to move around. I’ll put 
up another cot here for you. When you hear five alarm bells in 
short rings, it is a friend. Long dashes, we go to the roof. We must 
be very careful. The roofs are icy.” 

“Andrei . . .” 

“Never mind. I understand.” 

Chris was alone. He peered out of the slanting garret window. 
The snow had stopped, revealing the spires of churches beyond 
the wall. The churches would be filled with kneeling, praying, 
singing people. Meager gifts would be exchanged, and for an 
instant the spirit of goodness would pass through people. Would 
they think for a fleeting moment of those inside the ghetto? 
Would they remember that Jesus was a Jew ? Chris was flooded 
with a strange, wonderful, warm sensation, and peace filled his 
body and his heart. It was a comfort he had never known in a 
restless, searching life. Now he had captured it. 

Five short rings. 

“Deborah . . .” 

“Don’t say anything. Just let me hold you, Chris. Don’t speak 
. . . don’t speak . . . Just let me hold you.” 
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part four 

DA.WN 



Chapter One 


Journal Entry 

Alexander Brandel continues to be morose and uncommunicative. 
He has barely spoken to any of us all winter. The Orphans and Self- 
Help Society still ^"legally*' exists and carries immune Kennkarten. 
I have assumed Alexander's duties^ such as they ^^officially" remain. 
There is still much intercourse with the Civil Authority on rations^ 
etc. 

The ghetto is like a morgue. It is impossible to believe that the 
face of the moon could be more quiet and deserted than the ghetto 
streets. During the Big Action the women going to the Vmschlag- 
platz /or deportation wanted to carry their silk comforters and 
feather beds, but they were too bulky. So they cut them open and 
dumped the feathers and goose down on the roofs so they could carry 
the outer cover (in hopes of finding something to refill them with at 
their destination). In some places the feathers are ankle-deep on the 
roofs^ and when a wind blows it looks like snow coming down. Always^ 
feathers drift down to add to the haunting stillness. 

iVe think there are forty thousand of us left. Several thousand are 
at the Brushmaker's and the uniform factory. There are some of us 
^'authorized'' personnel left^ a thousand or so. (fVhy, we do not 
know.) Mostly there are Wild Ones. The ghetto has been trans- 
formed into an underground city with mazes of tunnels, hidden 
rooms, and cellars dug under cellars. The Militia and Nightingales 
wrecked all the vacant houses, so they are thoroughly uninhabitable. 

We are completely shut off from the little ghetto, which has been 
devoid of Jews for almost a year, except for the woodwork factory, 
which has now closed. Poles are moving back into the former little 
ghetto, scrambling for the fine houses on Sienna and Sliska streets, 
which they are able to get without compensation to the departed 
occupants. 

This winter we have concentrated in getting key people into the 
Aryan side. David Zemba reluctantly left the ghetto with his family, 
but I hear he continues to live in Warsaw, refusing to leave the 
country. We have been able to place six of the children (who escaped 
the Niska orphanage and live in the cellar of Mila 19) in the Fran- 
ciscan Sisters' convent in Laskl. 

Jqint Forces has about seven hundred fighters in training, learning 
street-fighting tactics, the handling of our various weapons, and the 
routes over the roofs. We have twenty so-called battle companies, 
dboqt one third armed. There are seven Labor Zionist companies, 
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two Bund^four Communist^ two Bathyran^ and religious and mixed 
groups. The Revisionists outside of Joint Forces ha\e a well-armed 
group of fifty or more at their bunker under Nalewki 37. 

Arms, food, and medical stores are hidden in dozens of alternate 
store bunkers all over the ghetto. Our standard weapon is the Polish 
35 rifle. We have about thirty of these with a thousand rounds of 
ammunition. Next in importance are the fifty-six various models of 
9'jnm. pistols (German Mausers, Parabellums and Swedish Lahtis). 
The odd weapons are a nuisance, but we take them despite the 
difficulty and cost in obtaining ammunition. We have a few Italian 
Berettis (cal. 32) and Glisentis 10.35. The two Hungarian Baby 
Frummer .380*s have only eight rounds between them. (A round of 
ammunition for the Baby Frummer costs two hundred zlotys apiece, 
whereas 9-mm. ammo runs from eighty to a hundred and twenty 
zlotys.) 

We ha\ sex et al thousand fire bottles and nearly a thousand water- 
pipe grenades manufactured from a formula by our genius, Jules 
Schlosberg. We have also three dozen Polish grenades ana assorted 
knives. 

Schlosberg^ s newest concoction is a tin can filled vi ith nw/y and 
bolts. The open end of the can is sealed with plastic petcussion caps 
and covered with a light wax. The theory works. We tested four of 
them in empty houses. The impact was so great that some of the 
bolts shot clear through the planter walls into the next rooms. We 
call this *'weapon'' the *^matzo ball.** 

Joint Forces operates out of four primary bunkers. Simon Eden*s 
headquarters (Leszno 92) under Bund House, Gcmia 43, and our 
bunker at Mila 19 (which now holds almost a hundred peopk ^ in- 
cluding eighteen children) form the **Central Command.** R. 7 
has a .series of small bunkers at the southern end around the uniform 
factory. His main bunker is under the Converts* Churcld Father 
Jakub hears nothing. A good friend. The other command in the 
Brushmaker*s district is held by Wolf Brandel, who is barely twenty 
years old. Wolf amazes us all with his imagination and complete 
calm. His main bunker is at Fran'^iskanska Street, almost at the 
ghetto wall and under two parts of the factory complex. Rachael 
Bronski, now a soldier, has gone to live at the Franciskanska hunker. 
Stephan Bronski, incidentally, is considered the best runner in the 
ghetto. 

The Brushmaker*s factory still turns out six thousand brushes a 
day for the Wehrmacht. This means, of course, a constant flow of 
raw supplies in from the outside. Wolf has capitalized on this by 
paying off a few key people in shipping and receiving. Food cans 
and supplies coming in can be easily marked and used for smuggling 
in pistols and ammunition. 

Before David Zemba went over to the Aryan side we held a final 
meeting of the Good Fellowship Club (half our original number are 
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left). It was decided that everything except the current volume in 
progress should be hidden immediately. Fifty completed volumes 
have been stuffed into fourteen milk cans and sealed and buried in 
fourteen different places. Ten more milk cans and iron boxes con- 
tain wtclassified or unentered material^ such as photographs^ diaries^ 
poetry^ essays. Only six people know where the twenty-Jour cans 
and boxes are hidden: David Zemba^ Andrei Androfski^ Gahriela 
Rak^ Alexander Brandel^ Christopher de Montis and myself. David, 
Andrei, Gahriela, and Alex each know where part of the cache is 
located, so if captured they cannot possibly reveal the entire archives. 

Only Christopher de Monti and I know the location of all the 
cans and boxes. We have placed the most urgent priority in getting 
Chris out of Poland, for he alone is our greatest hope of bringing 
world attention to the holocaust which has befallen us. However, 
there is cm unparalleled man hunt for him on the Aryan side, and 
getting him out of Poland will be nearly impossible. 

One bit of good news. Although Finlemd is an ally of Germany, 
she has adamantly refused to turn over her Jewish community {of 
two thousand) to Eichmann. In fact, old Marshal Manncrheim has 
threatened to use the Finnish army to protect the Jews. We hear 
similar reports of defiance, particularly from Denmark, Also, we 
hear that Bulgaria and Rumania will not yield Jews to Eichmann' s 
fanatical pressure. Lord, Lord, what couldn't we do with the protec- 
tion of the Polish Home Army, which now has a quarter of a million 
men! 

With the Good Fellowship Club archives hidden, / feel that my 
work has come to an end. I am so lonely without Susan and Momma. 
I am almost blind from the years of working in the cellar in bad 
light with these notes. My hands and shoulders are swollen with 
arthritis from the dampness. I am in pain all the time. How much 
longer can we go on? How many of us will escape'^ Two^ Five? 
Fifty ? How many ? And what of Joint Forces ? A fool's army. No one 
in their wildest dreams believes we can hold out against assault Jor 
more than two or three days. So what is the use? When will we 
fight? Or will we fight? Who among us will dare to fire the first 
shot against them? Who? 
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Chapter Two 


Blond, blue-eyed, trim, intelligent, industrious SS Oberfuhrer 
Alfred Funk stood, posture correct, at the head of a polished table. 
Listening in rapt attention on his left sat Rudolph Schreiker and 
Eh*. Franz Koenig. Opposite them, Gestapo Chief Gunther Sauer 
and SturmbannfOhrer Sieghold Stutze, newly appointed as secunty 
police head for all of Warsaw. Not so rapt in his attention, Horst 
von Epp, bored, stared out of the window at the opposite end of 
the table. 

Funk had carried verbal orders from Berlin to Poland on the 
“Jewish question” for so long that meanings were understood 
beyond their thin veils. He spoke in an uninspired monotone. 

“Thosi. who remain in the ghetto are Communists, criminals, 
perverts, and agitators.” 

Four of them agreed. Von Epp played with a paper clip. 

“Himmler has decided that for the sake of common justice we 
must erase this blot We will proceed shortly with the &ial phase 
of the liquidation of the ghetto.” 

Each of the men immediately translated the order into his own 
personal sphere of action. 

For Rudolph Schreiker the removal of the Jewish problem in Ws 
area would he a relief. It was getting far too complicated for him 
to understand; besides, many of his business dealings could be 
buried in the ^etto. 

Franz Koenig had been way ahead of it, anticipating the gli tto- 
liquidation order. He had already negotiated new war contn.- 
using labor at Trawniki and Poniatow. 

Sauer took the order with unconcern. A policeman is always 
busy. Old problems are solved, new ones pop up. The Gestapo 
never rests, never will rest. Put out one fire, two more ignite. It did 
not matter. 

Horst von Epp wanted the meeting to break up so he could get 
to a telephone and check to see if the new girls had come in from 
Prague. 

Stutze was the most outwardly concerned. To him would fall the 
actual job of digging the vermin out. The Jews had shown great 
ingenuity in hiding themselves, and with an entire winter to dig in 
he would need more help. 

“You are, of course, aware that the Jews arc subterranean,” 
Stutze said. “One can walk in the streets of the ghetto for hours 
without a sign of life. They live like moles. According to their 
Civil Authority records, there are forty to fifty thousand of them 
left. And one cannot overlook the fact that they have been arming 
themselves.” 
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Funk cut Stutze short ** You do not suggest that Jews will fi^t ?’* 

**Of course not, OberfQhrer,** the Austrian said too quickly. 
**But you yourself said that criminals and Communists have taken 
refuge in the ghetto.” 

“I have full faith that your Reinhard Corps will be more than 
equal to the situation,” Funk concluded abruptly. 

Stutze blanched. Funk had put him in such a position that he 
could not request additional troops. “Of course, Oberfuhrer.” 

“Fine . . . fine,” Funk said. “Tomorrow evening I should like to 
hear your plans for completion of the liquidation.” 

“Of course, Oberfiihrer.” 

“You. Dr. Koenig, shall submit your requirements to have the 
machinery in your factories transferred.” 

Koenig nodded. 

“Until tomorrow evening, gentlemen.” 

They came to their feet sharply. 

“Heil Hitler.” 

“Heil Hitler.” 

“Herr Sauer ... a moment please.” 

The Gestapo chief returned to his seat. Horst von Epp also re- 
mained. When the others were gone. Funk turned to Sauer. 

“On this matter of the archives in the ghetto of which I spoke to 
you on my last visit. What have you been able to ascertain?” 

“Not too much. The Jews protect these historians with an un- 
common devotion. Not even their Militia will inform on them. 
Fear of retribution, I suppose.” 

“What’s this about?” Horst asked. 

“The Jewish mania for diaries. We have unearthed thousands 
of them in reservations around Poland and particularly in the 
special-treatment camps. We have long been aware of an entire 
organization here writing records.” 

Well, well! Horst thought. 

“We cannot proceed with the final liquidation of the ghetto until 
these records have been found,” Funk continued. “Hitler himself 
gave me specific instructions to see that these Jew lies are found. 
We cannot permit their distortions to be published.” 

Sauer was unmoved by Funk’s double talk. The general sensed 
it. “Isn’t it enough,” Funk pressed, raising his voice to a sharper 
pitch, “that this filthy pack of lies about our labor camps was 
smuggled out of Poland?” 

“Perhaps,” Sauer said softly, “the Ftihrer should take the matter 
up with our Italian friends to learn how this was done.” 

“It is the job of the Gestapo to learn these things and stop them 
before' the crime is committed.” 

Horst became fascinated at the sudden sharpness of argument. 
Someone had to give. 
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“We want positive information on these ghetto archives,” Funk 
snapped. 

“Certain people,” Sauer answered, “were in such a hurry to 
cover their business transactions, they did away with the Big 
Seven prematurely and in a single fell swoop destroyed my entire 
system of informers.” The implication was obvious. Half of 
Warsaw’s Nazis wanted Max KJeperman’s Ups sealed. 

The policeman rubbed his eyes and meditated, speaking as if to 
himself. “If anyone in the ghetto knows about these papers it 
would be Alexander Brandel, but he has not been seen all winter. 
We know there is a bunker under Mila 19 . We have not been able 
to determine the entrance.” 

Funk, anxious to oversimplify the matter and get rid of Sauer, 
whom he could not bully, made an abrupt decision. “1 shall huve 
Stutze find this Brandel immediately. Then we can proceed wi»h 
the JiqiucL.1101. uf the ghetto.” 

Later that evening Horst walked down two flights in the Bristol 
Hotel to where a brace of SS guards flanked the door leading to 
Alfred Funk’s suite. Funk’s orderly let him in. 

“The Oberfuhrer is taking a bath,” the orderly said. He mixed 
a drink for Von Epp and disappeared into the bedroom. 

Funk bathing again. Funk bathed before and after all con- 
ferences. Some days he took hve or six baths. Often, when a 
good party was moving into its second stages and the women were 
getting deliciously vile, Funk would excuse himself and run off 
to take a shower. 

Reading the Jew Freud was legally banned, but Horst ’,‘d 
brought several volumes to Warsaw nevertheless. Freud’s int 
pretations afforded him a never-ending, amusing list of clues .> 
the strange behavior of his Nazi cohorts. Alfred Funk’s mania 
for cleanliness, he concluded, was an unconSw.ious eftbrt to w'ash 
his soiled soul with soap. However, the ersatz soap was of a very 
poor quality these days. 

Hoi St reflected on the bizarre reactions at the earlier conference. 
He had attended many conferences at long polished tables where 
Funk and other Nazis announced dogma and sent everyone on his 
merry way with crisp “Hcil Hitlers ” But today there was a room- 
ful of unusual performances. The first cracks The minute trace of 
doubt and fear. 

Rudolph Schreiker loosened with a dozen audible sighs of relief 
that the ^etto was to be liquidated. 

One could sec the wheels of Koenig’s mind spinning to shift his 
fortune to Argentina, which alone showed a friendship for the 
Nazis, 

Stutze was afraid to execute the final liquidation. In a moment 
he showed outright cowardice. 
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Sauer. A fine chap, like myself. Sauer never wavers. Knows his 
job. Plods on. He and I are true stalwarts. 

It was Funk who had put on the real show, reflecting Berlin’s 
panic over some obscure Jewish archives. Funk had backed down 
from Sauer, something he had never done before. 

Funk bundled himself into a large towel robe and padded, still 
dripping, into the living room. 

“You look tired, Alfred,” Horst said. “I have just the relaxation 
the doctor ordered.” 

Funk’s orderly was all over him, trying to dry his master’s hair. 
He dismissed the man curtly and lit a cigarette and flopped into a 
big chair, stretched his legs and arms, opening the top of his robe 
enough to reveal the double streaks of lightning tattooed under 
his left armpit, the mark of an SS Elite. 

“I’ve got a pair of Czech sisters just in from Prague. They come 
highly recommended. They’re not much to look at, but 1 under- 
stand they do fantastic contractions.” 

“Good. I need a little sport.” 

Funk left the room with a drink, leaving the bedroom door ajar 
so that they could speak. 

In the beginning of their relationship. Funk had detested Horst 
von Epp. His cynical attitude, his snide mockery and obvious lack 
of sincere devotion to Nazi ideals and his constant barbs at the 
conferences irritated Funk no end. Then Horst began to grow on 
him. 

Horst von Epp ran his office with enviable German efficiency. 
Moreover, he was the best officers’ pimp in Europe, and once one 
got used to his sense of humor it lost much of its offensiveness. 
Funk came to understand that Von Epp was actually berating 
himself most of the time through his jokes. 

He liked Von Epp for another reason too. He was reluctant to 
admit it, but he liked to talk to Horst. Since he had joined the 
party in 1930 he was in a league of tight-lipped, humorless men 
who considered it dangerous to speak one’s inner thoughts or 
even admit to having them. He had taken vows as harsh as those 
of a monk in one of those silent ecclesiastical orders. 

After the first shocks of Von Epp’s curt observations of the 
Nazis subsided he found himself looking forward to coming to 
Warsaw. With Von Epp he could share thoughts, speak, fence 
verbally, confide frustrations. He could indulge himself in a way 
he dared not, even with his own wife and children. 

Horst leaned against the doorframe while Funk primped himself 
to his blond Aryan best before the mirror, 

”How is our defeat at Stalingrad being taken in Berlin? Gra- 
ciously, I hope.” 

Funk dropped the hairbrush and spun around angrily, then 
contained himself. “We will break through at Stalingrad.” 
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*That is what I was afraid of. You spoilsports will be too bull- 
headed to see the handwriting on the wall. And the crushing of 
our Afrika Korps in Tunis?” 

Funk quickly spouted the line of Nazi logistics. The Russians 
would collapse soon. America was too weiik-spined to fight a sus- 
tained war, give up her sons and her luxuries and make the sacrifices 
necessary for victory. England? Washed up. 

• “Oh, for Christ sake, Alfred,” Horst said, sitting on the edge of 
the bed. “I wrote most of that nonsense after Dunl^k. Know what 
I’ve been doing lately ? Soul-searching. Do you ever soul-search ?” 

“That is a dangerous avocation reserved exclusively for those 
whose advanced age makes them otherwise useless. 1 gave it up 
twelve years ago when 1 joined the party.” 

Funk pulled up his suspender straps and assured his servant he 
was capable of buttoning his own tunic. Horst followed Funk 
back into the living room, where they settled down to await the 
arrival of the sisters from Prague. 

“Why is Hitler suddenly concerned over a few Jewish writings? 
Is it guilt? Is there a realization that Germany will lose the war 
unless they break through to Stalingrad? Does Hiller liken these 
writings to the other book the Jews wrote which has tormented 
the conscience of man for two thousand years? Does he fear two 
millennia of a Jewish curse gnawing at the souls of unborn 
German generations, thwarting their growth? Is it a fear of divine 
retribution?” 

“Nonsense,” Funk snapped. He was about to recite the Nazi line 
about the war’s being fought because of international Jewry but 
decided to spare Horst, or rather spare himself from Hoit/s 
retorts. 

“Would you say this strange desire to find a few books when you 
own half the world would point out that the pen is indeed mightier 
than the sword?” 

“Nothing of the sort. Every conqueror has justifi'^d his actions. 
In our case the obliteration of the Jews is our holy mission, just as 
the obliteration of other peoples has been a holy mission for other 
empires.” 

“Would you say that this desire to find the archives is more like 
a dog scratching frantically to cover up his dung pile?” 

“Put it away, Horst. You talk as though the Gennan people 
have committed some sort of crime.” 

“Haven’t they?” 

“Of course not. Precedent is all around us. Even the ancient 
Hebrews destroyed their enemies . . . attributed to the commands 
of their God. Mongols made pyramids of skulls. The Chinese used 
human bodies as mortar to build the Great Wall. Napoleon had 
his Gestapo and the Russians have theirs. We are merely making 
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variations on an ancient theme. Every man wants to be the best. 
The drive to rule is a completely natural expression of human 
behavior. In an individual the drive finds its expression by pushing 
the writer’s pen to create a book» by driving the athlete to strain his 
heart and his muscle. When the drive becomes a national expres- 
sion it takes the form of conquest. Every people in every age have 
taken their turn. The world has only one standard for proof that 
one is better than the other, and that is conquest.’* 

Horst grunted at Funk’s cruel but accurate logic. “Granted,” 
he said, “that the desire to dominate is an unalterable trait in the 
human being. Let us take it a step farther. A woman wants to 
commit adultery. She has a family, children, position in the com- 
munity. Does she walk naked in the streets to her lover and 
perform sex acts in a store window? No. Why? Adultery is a sin 
we all indulge^n, but the woman finds a secluded place, deceives 
her husband, and avoids scandal. She plays by the rules. You see, 
Alfred, even the game of sin must be played by the rules. So must 
war be fought by the rules.” 

Funk set his ^ass down. “What you are saying is that when the 
sloppy aim of the Luftwaffe kills women and children in London 
it is permissible. When it is deliberate we break the rules. Isn’t that 
a hypocritical double standard ? Is it a greater sin for a submarine 
to kill a man on a ship without warning or to blast him, gentle- 
men’s style, off a battlefield? Your rule says ‘Kill soldiers.’ Is the 
killing of an armed man really less a murder than the killing of a 
child? We have learned that other conquests have failed because 
one dannot go to war with compassion. Total war means total 
death. If victory means reducing Poland to a pool of cultureless 
serfs, then that is what must be done.” 

“TTien why not use poison gas on their armies?” 

“This is not a decision of compassion but of expediency. We 
would certainly not hesitate if we knew they would not do the 
same to us. You cannot measure brutality by degrees. All con- 
querors justify their aims on a political theory. In our case the 
Nazis provide our various frills. No country goes to war without 
the belief in its own justice — ^we take it a step farther. We act out 
what others only theorize. In the concentration camps we reduce 
our political enemy until he takes the physical appearance of a 
sub-human. This makes us supermen by comparison.” 

“Alfred, does any of this ever annoy you as an individual ?” 

“No, I decided by 1930 that you either become a Nazi or drown. 
My personal views on this Jewish business fail to be important, 
Horst, have you witnessed a gassing?” 

“No.” 

“I’ll-arrange one for you.” 

“Thanks, anyhow.” 

*The first time I witnessed one it was with a sense of complete 
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fascination. I slept very well that night. The only thing that 
annoyed me a little was some of the Jewesses carryirig their children 
into the chambers who looked at me with a mocking Mona Lisa 
smile.” 

Horst was sorry he had brought the whole subject up. 

”1 shall tell you why the German people will be able to achieve 
what others have failed. It is because we are capable of the perfect 
state of mind necessary. We can give absolute obedience, respond 
t6 total authority, like no others.” 

Horst spun the ice cubes with his forefinger. He glanced up into 
Funk’s face. The Oberfiihrer was in a stale of detaclunent, the cruel 
and impersonal monster qualities dominating his appearance. 

“Others talk of love of country. We act it out through absolute 
obedience. Four years ago I was commandant of the Waffen SS 
youth training school at Dachau. We got boys at the age of sixteen 
for a year’s j»'^'’K:trination, complete with live prisoners to experi- 
ment with. The eniire course was geared to teach absolute un- 
questioned obedience to the Fatherland. Each boy was given an 
Alsatian puppy of six to eight weeks of age when he entered 
training. During the year part of their study was to train the animal, 
live with it, compete it against the other dogs. We encouraged 
them to develop the natural aficction a boy does for a dog.” 

Funk clasped his hands behind him. 

“The last graduation test to see if the boy was worthy to become 
an SS officer was by calling him into a private room with his dog. 
As he stood before me at attention with his dog at his side I would 
say, ‘Hans, 1 order you to strangle your dog this instant.’ ” 

Horst thought he was going to vomit. 

“Oh, a few were unable to do it. Some even broke and cr 
But! Almost all of them, without a trace of remorse, withoui a 
second of hesitation, said, ^Jawohi Herr Kommandant' and pro- 
ceeded to snap their dog’s neck without a trace of emotion. And 
this, Horst, is the supreme state of absolute obedience which we 
Germans have attained.” 

Horst poured himself a triple drink. “Heil Hitler,” he said. 

Sturmbannfiihrer Sieghold Stutze paced his room in the barracks 
wildly. Gestapo Chief Sauer had just left him with orders to set up 
a massive pot around Mila 19 and not to leave until the under- 
ground bunker was located and Alexander Brandel found. 

It was just like that bastard Prussian, Alfred Funk, to give him 
the dirty work, he fumed. Where was his promotion to Standarten- 
fCihrer? He had more than earned his colonelcy. It was all part of 
the German plots against the Austrians. 

All winter the Jews had been arming in the ghetto. No telling 
what those crazy Jews were liable to do. He broke into a sweat. 
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Damned if he*d walk into a trap on Funk*s whim. Funk simply 
didn’t understand how dangerous it was. 

And then the idea came to him as he heard a shriek down the 
hall. It was that damned Kutler and his nightmares again. Waitl 
Kutler. That drunken beast was becoming completely useless. 
Yes! That was it! Kutler would lead the force into the ghetto. 
Kutler would set up the kettle. Good idea . . . good idea. 


Chapter Three 


“Aha!” Andrei cried with fiendish delight, rubbing his hands 
together. “Aha, you stupid man. You have made a fool’s gambit I” 
Andrei moved his knight over the chessboard. “Check !” 

Chris countered immediately, lopping off an exposed castle, 
putting Andrei’s chessmen in an impossible position. “Fool’s 
gambit, all ri^t,” he said, “but you have the wrong fool.” 

Andrei studied the board a moment and cursed under his breath. 

Chris pulled back from the table and paced the tiny garret 
room restlessly. 

“What’s the matter, Chris?” 

“I’m hungry, I want a smoke. I’m sick of being cooped up — 1 
want to see Deborah.” 

“I have yet to hear the first person speak in favor of ghetto 
living;” Andrei said. 

“It has its advantages. It got me out of some bad drinking 
habits.” Chris patted his stomach. “And notice how slim I’ve 
become.” 

“What’s bothering you ?” Andrei asked again. 

“To go or not to go. Hell, 1 know how important it is to get out 
of Poland knowing where the archives are buried, but it was 
impossible to leave Deborah before, even believing she hated me. 
Now, I swear, I don’t know if I have the strength to leave.” 

“Women,” Andrei grunted, “they have a way of getting under 
one’s skin.” He walked up behind Chris and put one hand on his 
shoulder. “I am confident that when the time comes you will make 
the correct decision, and if you are very lucky the decision will be 
made for you.” 

Both men froze at the same instant, trying to hear something 
that alerted a sixth sense beyond their normal waves of hearing. 
A few seconds later the alarm bell erupted in a series of dashes. 

“I’ll never get used to that goddamned bell,” Chris said. 

Wolf.Brandel came in carrying a large suitcase. He looked at the 
chessboard. “Who played black?” he asked. Chris jerked his 
thumb at Andrei. Wolf grimaced and went “Tsk, tsk, tsk.” 
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•‘Got a cigarette?” Chris asked. 

“Don’t smoke.” 

“Hell.” 

“Hey, Andrei. Three Kar 98’s came in with seventy rounds of 
ammo. Pretty good. We got a line on four Mauser 9-mm.’s day 
after tomorrow.” 

“Good work,” Andrei said. “At this rate we’ll have weapons 
for half our force in another few weeks. How is Rachael?” 

“Fine.” 

“What do you have in the suitcase?” 

“I want to get some matzo-ball grenades to take back to my 
bunker. We tested one yesterday. Blam ! Nuts and bolts every- 
where. I want to talk to Schlosberg about designing a real big 
matzo ball.” Wolf held his hands out to indicate a four-foot 
diameter. “Something like a land mine we can detonate with a 
hot spark jr.mcthing packed with a couple thousand nuts and 
bolts.” 

“Good idea,” Andrei said. 

Wolf put the suitcase on the table. “Take a look.” 

Andrei opened the lid, not knowing what to expect. He un- 
folded a blanket. An automatic weapon and five clips of ammuni- 
tion burst into view. 

“My God,” Andrei said, not believing what his eyes saw, “my 
God! A Schnieisser machine pistol. My God!” Andrei licked his 
lips; his hands trembled to pick up the weapon but feared it 
would disappear like a mirage. “Where on earth did you get it. 
Wolf?” 

“German tank sergeant, lost a leg on the eastern front. Sc\i it 
for only four thousand zlotys,” 

“My God!” 

“Go on, Andrei, pick it up.” 

Andrei lifted the weapon out of the suitcase. He patted it with a 
gentleness reserved only for Gabricla. He slipped the bolt, sighted 
in, cradled it ai^ainst his hip, clicked the * rigger. 

“It’s yours,”" Wolf said. 

“Mine?” 

“A gift from the Brushmaker’s command.” 

“I couldn’t accept it.” 

“We had a meeting and a vote. We decided in a democratic 
manner it would be most effective in your hands. Of course most 
of the voters were Bathyrans.” 

Andrei was seized with emotion. “T love it so much there is only 
one name for her. Gaby! Perhaps Gaby will fire a shot heard 
around the world 1 Wolf, I love you !” 

The alarm bell sounded again. Simon Eden came in. 

“Got a smoke?” Chris asked. 

“Only German crsiitz, but they’re yours.” 
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Chris retreated to the cot, caressing the pack of cigarettes with 
the same affection Andrei had shown for the Schnieisser. 

“Look!” Andrei said, showing Simon the machine pistol. 

“Yes, I know,” Simon said. “As commander of Joint Forces, 
I was given the nominal courtesy of being allowed to cast my vote 
with the Bathyrans for its disposition.” 

It was immediately clear to Andrei that Simon's dark eyes were 
trying to shield trouble. 

“Wiat’s on your mind, Simon ? You’re a worse faker than I am.” 

“Funk arrived in Warsaw last night.” 

It had been long expected. Everyone knew it would come and 
what Funk’s arrival meant. Final liquidation. Yet the silence 
was long and frightened. 

“Alfred Funk,” Chris said at last. “The harbinger of spring. 
The messenger of peace and light.” 

Andrei patted his Schmeisser. “Gaby, dear girl, you arrived 
just in time.” 

The tall, angular commander looked doubtfully from Wolf to 
Andrei to Chris, then exploded his message. “I am making a 
change in strategy,” he said. “I am pulling our companies out of 
their exposed positions, breaking them up and putting them into 
bunkers.” 

“Why?” Andrei demanded. “To have them wait in the ground 
like shivering dogs to be hunted down and butchered bu^er by 
bunker?” 

Simon shook his head in defeat. “I have reappraised our strength. 
We cannot make a street fight.” 

“What? Wasn’t it Simon Eden who came to me a year ago 
oozing Zionist purity from every pore, saying, ‘Don’t fight now, 
Andrei. Wait! Make your shots heard! Do not die in silence!’ ” 

“God damn it, Andrei, Do you think I like this decision?” 

“Why did you lie to me 7” 

“Because . . . because I believed with all my soul that we would 
gather an angry army of ten thousand soldiers. We can’t last more 
than two or three days. There will be no help from the Aryan side. 
Nothing . . . nothing.” 

He unfurled a large blueprint and flattened it on the table. 
“Look,” Simon continued, “a city engineer’s map of the sewer 
system under Warsaw. We move our companies into bunkers 
which can connect to the sewers. J have sent Rodel over the wall 
to buy trucks and get drivers. The Copimunists will set up escape 
routes and hiding places in the forests. We go under the wall a 
group at a time and move throu^ the sewers, and we will come 
up five or sue miles beyond the ghetto in prearranged locations.” 

Andrei snatched the blueprint off the table and crumpled it. 

“Do we destroy ourselves with a futile three-day gesture?” 
Simon screamed. “Or is it our duty — ^yes, our duty — to get a 
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handful of survivors out? If we stay, we die—^U of us. At least 
this other way a few may get through to tell the st )ry.” 

“He’s right, Andrei,” Chris said, stepping between them, 
“This story must be told.” 

Andrei looked slowly to Wolf finuidel. 

“I don’t know,” Wolf pleaded. 

Andrei sat down slowly and contained his temper. “What story 
will they tell, Simon Eden ? Will they unearth the firandel journals 
and read about how five hundred thousand sheep walked silently, 
without protest, to their deaths and the high-sounding idealists 
who stood for honor crawled out on their hands and knees 
through crap-fillcd sewers to tell the world our heritage? What 
story, Simon? What sto^? Have you no shame? Have you no 
anger to avenge de<id children? Simon! One week! Let us stand 
and fight like men for one week!” 

“We coPuC^ hold a week. It is impossible.” 

“Bctar! Masada! Jerusalem! We must show them Jews can still 
fight, Simon!” 

“Jt is our duty to try to survive.” Simon said. 

Andrei turned to Wolf. “Order the Bathyrans back to Mila 19. 
We will not be a parti to this final debasement of our people.” 

“Don’t pull your people out of the command,” Simon pleaded. 

“Do you hear me, Wolf'^ 1 have given you an order!” 

Wolf looked again from one to the other in utter confusion. 

Ring! Ring! Ring! screamed the alarm bell in long dashes. Ring! 
Ring! Ring! 

Wolf stole a glance at the street. “It’s swarming with SS.” 

The four men quickly checked their weapons and bolted 0”t to 
the ladder to the roof. Andrei was the last one through. He cio 1 
the trap door behind him and rubbed his arms in the sudden bu » 
of January cold. 

“Down through Mila 5,” Andrei said. “Be careful not to stir up 
those feathers and give our position away.” 

They crouched low and stepped on the feathers as though they 
were walking on eggs. Chris’s foot hit a hidden ice slick and he 
crashed down, unable to contain a pain-racked scream. 

“My knee!” he cried, torn with pain. 

“What is it?” 

“Trick basketball knee Fine time to jump out.” 

“Look over the side,” Andrei said. Wolf crawled off with Simon. 

Chris grimaced as he tried to slip the loose cartilage back into 
place. It cracked as it found the slot. Chris turned white-lipped. 

“Can you move?” 

“Wrap it up in something so it won’t jump out again,” he 
grunted. 

Andrei whipped off his leather jacket, then tore the sleeve from 
his shirt and with it deftly locked Chris’s kneecap into place. 
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At the edge of the roof Wolf and Simon peered down on a street 
swarming with Germans. The kettle was set up all the way from 
Nalcwki to Zamenhof streets with the main force concentrating on 
the Orphans and Self-Help headquarters at Mila 19. They slipped 
back to Andrei. 

•'We’re boxed in,” Simon said. 

‘•Can we make a break for your headquarters?” 

“No,” Simon answered. “We’d have to cross an open courtyard 
at Mila S. We’d never make it.” 

“Can’t stay here,” Wolf said. “They’ll be all over the roof in 
minutes.” 

“I have a hiding place up here,” Andrei said. “I think it will hold 
all four of us.” 

Chris struggled to his feet. Simon and Wolf draped an arm over 
his shoulders and Chris was able to hobble. Andrei led them to the 
last house at Mila and Zamenhof. 

The roof slanted at a sharp pitch for fifteen yards to the rain 
gutters. Near the very edge, before the overhanging caves, was a 
large chimney. 

“We’ve got to get down there to the chimney,” Andrei said. “Lie 
absolutely flat and move in a direct line with the chimney so you 
won’t be observed from the street.” 

Andrei went on his belly, headfirst down the steeply angled tiles, 
the Schmeisser cradled in his elbows. Inch by inch he wiggled his 
body downward. Watch the ice, he said to himself, dig your toes in. 
don’Llook at the edge--that’s a five-story drop — easy . . . easy. 
The blood poured into his head and made him giddy for a moment, 
and he was suddenly struck with the weakness of three days without 
food. The tile nails januned into his legs and belly and slicked his 
leather jacket, and the cold cramped his body. A few feet more . . . 
just a few feet. Andrei lined up the chimney and rolled against it. 

With his back braced agmnst the chimney, he waved for the 
next man to come down. Simon went over. Andrei removed a 
loose tile nail, the first key to a Chinese puzzle. He slid a tile out 
and loosened five more, which he set down into the sub-roof. He 
had made a hole just large enough for a man to get into the sub- 
roof and eaves. 

Simon made the mistake of coming down feet first. Although he 
was in a better position to grab with his hands, he could not see his 
direction or the slicks and could conceivably miss the chimney, 
for Andrei was unable to shout up directions without drawing 
attention from the street. Midway down, Simon had to turn his 
body so that he would come headfirst. 

Cbme on, Simon. Come on, for Christ sake, Andrei muttered to 
himself. Time drawled on. Come on, Simon. If they get on top of 
we’ll be clay pigeons. 

Simon Eden reached the chimney, put his back against it, and 
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dropped his head between his legs, close to tears of sheer fright. 

Next Chris. Wolf crouched in a rear guard, waU 'iing the roof- 
tops. 

Chris was racked with pain, dragging the game leg, but he came 
down fast and without hesitation. Andrei dared a peek around the 
corner of the chimney to the street. Luck was with them so far. 

“Simon, get down there. Crawl forward as far as you can go. 
Slay on the crossbeams. The flooring under it is rotted away. 
Chris, follow him in. Move up as close against him as you can so 
there’ll be room for all of us.” 

Simon went headfirst into the hole. He slid his body over the 
beams. The joists formed a sharp angle at the beams, so a large 
man like Simon Eden was all but wedged in a vise. He pushed 
forward with the greatest effort until he came to a dead end. 

Chris followed him, struggling with the painful leg. 

Andrei up the roof to Wolf and waved to him to begin 

his descent. Wolf hated the roofs. They made him dizzy. He had 
moved a few yards when all he could see was the edge below him 
and all he could think of was his body hurtling down a sheer 
plunge of live stories to the pavement. He closed his eyes. Every- 
thing began to spin. He ‘rozc on the spot Andrei and the chimney 
seemed miles away. 

Andrei snarled. He wanted to shout up to Wolf, curse him, prod 
him, order him. Time was running out. Should he crawl up after 
Wolf? No, that would certainly attract attention from the street. 
But if he allowed Wolf to stay where he was, Germans would be 
above him at any second. 

“Come on, lad,’’ Andrei prayed. “Come on. Move, boy, mo" , “ 

The sweat in Wolf's eyes turned icy. He hfted his head. “Got ' 
... got to ... got to . . He crawled an inch . . . another . . 
“Got to . . . got to . . . got to . . Closer, closer, closer. Andrei 
scampered up, snatched his hand, and dragged him down the last 
six feet. Wolf was shaking. 

“Get down there,” Andrei said, hurling him heaufirst into the 
hideaway. 

Andrei went into the roof last. He was greeted by an accumula- 
tion of sixty-five years of filth and cobwebs. He stretched his body 
downward until he was stopped by Wolf’s feet, then cased his upper 
half down. He lay flush against the chimney. Andrei lifted the tiles 
from his prone position and slipped them back into place. When 
the last tile was fitted, the eaves were plunged into darkness. 

The four men were locked in a lightless coffin. They lay inside a 
triangle formed by beams, rafters, and the w'all. Each man lay on 
three two-inch boards which supported his body at his calves, 
thighs, back, and shoulders. Beneath the beams was a rotted floor, 
part of which extended into the eaves, directly over the street. 

The face of one man touched the feet of another end to end. 
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Their movement was limited to a few inches. They could turn over 
from back to stomach only with a slow effort. 

“Everybody all right?” Andrei whispered. 

They answered in the affirmative. 

“How’s the leg, Chris?” 

“Going up like a balloon.” 

“Painful?” 

“Let me suffer in peace.” 

A bug bit Wolf under the eye. “How long did you stay here, 
Andrei?” 

“Once for six hours.” 

“Holy Mother.” 

“Of course I didn’t have such nice company. Don’t lie on the 
sub-floor. It’s rotted. Pieces may fall down on the street. And reach 
up and rub your partner’s feet so his blood will circulate.” 

Andrei tucked the Schmeisser firmly into the apex of the joist 
and beam and saw a slit of li^t at the extreme end of the eaves. 
By the most difficult of straining and contortion, he could lift his 
head and put his eye to it. 

“By God. Some boards are split. 1 can see the pavement.” He 
worked the blade of a pocketknife back and forth between the 
boards, separating them a half inch. “I can see Mila 19.” 

“What’s going on?” 

“It’s swarming with Germans. They must be looking for the 
bunker.” 

Wolf and Simon felt Chris writhe as spe^ of pain lashed up and 
down his leg. Chris’s leg twitched against Wolf’s face. Simon 
handed Chris a handkerchief. “Bite on this,” he said. 

Luminous eyes p^red at the four strangers who had invaded 
their home. A scraping of claws. 

“Rats!” 

“Get out of here, you bastards!” 

“Oh God, I hate rats,” Wolf moaned. 

“You’ll find them quite friendly in a few hours,” Andrei said. 
“It’s the bats at night that get you.” 

Wolf’s skin crawled as he felt the animal dash over his chest and 
brush up against his face. “Oh God damn it,” he cried, “I hate 
rats.” 

They became silent. The sound of guttural orders bounced off 
the deserted houses in the street below and echoed up to them. 
They had found a Jew on Mila Street and were torturing him for 
the location of the Mila 19 bunker. 

Cries of agony below settled them down to adjust to their own 
discomfort. And then the automatic silence when one breathes 
only with controlled quiet, for there was movement on the roof 
above them. 

“No Jews down this way. Sergeant!” 
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**You can never teU where the vermin hide. Post a guard here 
and one at the opposite end of the roofs.** 

“Yes, sir.” 

Andrei cdculated that the guards were at that point where the 
roof began its pitch, some fifteen yards away. From their speech, 
they were Ukrainians. 

The beams cut into their bodies, but no one dared change his 
position. The slightest sound now could give them away. 

They muted themselves into a deeper stillness at the sound of 
noises in the attic under them. A smashing of glass. The sound of 
hatchets and sledge hammers bursting the walls and doors. The 
building was undergoing a dismanthng for secret hiding places. 

Each of them touched his weapon at the same instant for a com- 
fort which did not really exist. 

Curses penetrated their tomb from the frustrated, grunting 
hunters. 

Scrcaiiiing v'histles in the street. Another Jew had been located 
cringing in a court/.ird sewer. 

More men were on the roof above them. 

Chris’s body convulsed in pain. His eyes rolled back in his head. 
He clamped his teeth into the cloth in his mouth. Simon was trying 
to decide whether oi not to knock Chris unconscious with the 
pistol barrel, but at that moment Chris straightened out and was 
stiU. 

Chris saw his father kneeling at the altar next to the library in 
their villa outside Rome. So funny to see his father praying. Poppa 
was a hypocrite! He drank, he gambled, he was a hbertme ... he 
was a Fascist. But Poppa prayed. Poppa told him to learn to pray. 
I’ve wanted to pray but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t without da * '*mg 
myself. 

Oh Mary, Mother of God! Help me! I’m going to scream: vly 
leg! Jesus! Jesus! Help me! 

“Have your men smash holes in tlie roof. Jews hide in the roofs !’* 

They could feel the vibration of the sledge hammers as they 
splintered the tiles. The ancient beams rattled unoer the pounding 
and shot needles of fear through their bodies. Wolf wept softly to 
himseir Each new blow brought the enemy closer and closer to the 
edge of the roof. 

All Chris could see was his father’s chapel. 

Andrei had no thoughts but of that moment when the hammer 
would burst through and reveal him. He would fire the gun into 
their rotten faces. 

Simon Eden was calm. It did not matter much any more, Simon 
thought. His parents, his sister and brother were gone. The years 
as a Labor Zionist organizer had taught him that when the 
fountains of idealism ran dry one weighed the odds without 
emotion and accepted reality. This was the end. Trapped in a 
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coffin with rats and spiders. There had been no sweetheart, reaUy. 
A marriage ended in failure. To be the wife of a Zionist organizer, 
one had to be a woman like Sylvia Brandel. There had not even 
been a sweetheart like Gabriela. He envied Andrei. Simon’s only 
marriage was to Zionism. 

They were coming down the roof with ropes around their waists. 
Andrei prayed as he held his machine pistol ready, his finger 
quiveriog on the trigger. There was only one hope. Perhaps we are 
so far out on the edge they won’t come down, he thought. 

An hour passed. Tlien two, then three. 

At last the hammering above and below them stopped. 

The relief from the tension brought on a new realization of 
physical agony. Their bodies had been cut to a blissful numbness. 
Chns mumbled hallucinations. They stretched one by one and 
shifted their positions slightly and massaged themselves and each 
other to restore circulation. 

They had to be quiet; the Ukrainians were still up there. The 
terror on the streets was unabated. 

Wolf played a chess game in his mind. It was the most magnifi- 
cent jeweled board one could imagine. The black squares were 
made of solid gold and the white of ivory, each pawn and piece 
carved of a different precious gem. Move the pawn ... no, the 
bishop. He tried to thi^. Then the board would become muddled 
and the opponent’s chessmen turned to rats and spiders. Why 
can’t I keep the board straight? Why? I’ve played blindfolded 
before! The rats ate his chessmen and he could not move his hands 
to help them. Stop eating my chessmen! Rachael . . . Please don’t 
let me think of Rachael. I’ll cry if I do. 

Andrei licked his lips. Food! Oh, look at it. Deborah, you 
shouldn’t have cooked so much. You cook Just like Momma. 
The gefilte fish is just right. So tasty. 

Andrei snififed. He came out of his trance slowly. Smoke! The 
brick chimney next to him was becoming warm. German efficiency. 
Many fireplaces in the ghetto had false coveys for hiding places. 
This was countered by burning fires in them so any bricked-up 
Jews would be smoked out. Their hiding place turned into a 
stifling furnace. The sweat gushed from their bodies, driving them 
deeper into agony. Whiffs of smoke slithered into the eaves through 
the crumbled mortar. Andrei gagged and twisted his head to the 
slit in the eaves to try to suck in a whiff of pure air. 

’The smoke is coming through that one down there!” he could 
hear someone shout. ’’Mark it off the list.” 

Andrei closed his eyes again and dreamed of food. 

The high-pitched multi-thousand-cycle cries of bats. 

Simon’s dream of cold and wet made him urinate. 

Andrei opened his eyes. He could hear the flapping wings and 
the vibrations. Dream or real? Dream or real? Dream or real? 
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Oh God, Pm hungry. Tiny droplets of sparkled off and on, 
off and on. Andrei looked through the slit in the boards. Outside, 
a glaring, artificial light. He turned over again and watched the 
sparkling overhead. They were beams of searchlights pushing 
through cracks in the roof. It must be night. He listened for several 
moments. He could hear nothing on the roof. 

“Simon!” Andrei dared whisper. “Simonl” 

“Andrei I” 

“Chris!” 

“He is unconscious,” Simon said. “He passes out and comes to, 
passes out and comes to.” 

“Wolf!” 

Andrei was answered by a feeble groan. Andrei kicked against 
Wolf’s shoulder. “Wolf!” 

The return was an incoherent babbling. 

“Must bo nicht. They’re using searchlights.” 

“That s the way I figured it,” Simon said. 

Andrei looked through the boards again, squinting to see 
through the glare. There was still a concentration of SS at Mila 19. 
He groped around for his weapon and toyed with the idea of 
breaking out of the entombment and firing at the searchlights. 
No, he’d be shot off the roof in seconds. 

“I guess we’re no worse off than those poor bastards in the 
bunker,” Andrei said. “At least they’re not looking for us.” 

“Nothing to do but wait,” Simon said. 

“Yeah . . .” 

And then quiet once more as they heard the steps of men 
patrolling the roof over them, complaining about their bad 
fortune of night-time duty. 

Nothing to do but wait. Andrei slumped back, hoping fc i 
misty dream to take him where there were plates piled with food. 

“I didn’t catch your name.” 

“1 know your name, Miss Rak. Like so many, I am an admirer 
of the work of your late father, so my name is unimportant. You 
can just snap your fingers and say, ‘Hey you,’ and I’ll know you 
are addressing me.” 

“You do dance. Lieutenant?” 

“As a matter of fact, 1 am an excellent dancer, but frankly, I do 
it only as an accommodation.” 

Gaby! Gaby! I am afraid! Gaby! I am so «ifraid! 

Whistles! 

Andrei forced his eyelids apart. 1 must be dead, he told himself. 
I am nowhere. In the sky. In hell. I am dead. There was no move- 
ment in his body. No feeling. No pain. 

But then the cold sent a chill through him and his stomach 
knotted with hunger. 

Like hell! I’m dead! He tried to move his arms. Numb. Neck 
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and shoulders without feeling from the pressure of the beams. 
First my fingers * . . just my fingers first. He drew them up like 
claws, back, forth, back, forth; then he shook his wrists. His 
fingers scratched against his leg and sides, over and over to make 
some feeling return. His body tingled as he tore at it harder and 
harder. He pinched himself again and again and slapped his face. 
Inch by inch circulation flowed. 

**Simon!’* he croaked. 

“Andrei!” 

“The others?” 

“Out cold. Neither of them has spoken for two hours. Fve been 
counting seconds. It must be day again.” 

“1 don’t know.” 

“Can you see down on the street?” 

His head felt like a lead ball. He pushed it to the crack. The 
searchlights were gone. It was misty out. Germans were still all 
over the street. 

“They’re still down there.” 

“I think they’ve left the roof. I heard them ordered down. No 
sounds for over fifteen minutes.” 

“Think it may be a trick?” 

“We’ve got to take a chance,” Simon said. “We can’t hold out 
here another day.” 

Andrei roUed over on his back. Sharp needles of pain greeted his 
effort to raise his arms over his head. He fished around for the key 
tile and wi^ed it. He tugged desperately. It slid away, letting m 
a show of light, nearly blinding him. Andrei pulled the other five 
tiles loose. He drew himself up on all fours, his knees resting on 
a pair of beams, and shoved the upper part of his body through the 
hole. 

“Clear! Simon, it’s clear!” 

He pulled himself outside to the roof and crouched against the 
chimney, reaching it until he found Wolf’s head. Straining with 
every sinew, he slid Wolf over the rafters until his body appeared 
beneath the opening. Next Chris was pushed by Simon until Andrei 
could hook onto him. 

Simon jammed past the two unconscious, prostrate bodies. 
Simon and Andrei looked at each other. Their faces were swollen 
and misshapen by bug bites, their clothing ripped to shreds. Blood 
and bruises were everywhere, and layers of filth hid their features. 
They stared like strangers. 

“Do you look like hell,” Andrei said. 

“You’re no lily of the valley, Androfski.” Simon looked at his 
watch and held it against his ear. “Thirty hours we’ve been in 
there.” 

Andrei looked at Simon again and began lauding. And Simon 
laughed too. They burst into a hysterical, uncontrolled laughter in 
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each other’s arms until they ached and tears fell down their cheeks. 
And it ebbed slowly, each shakinghis headaltcmati'ly. Andrei wiped 
his Schmeisser clean and counted the clips of ammunition, then 
got to his knees and reached down and slapped Wolf’s face. 

“Is he alive?” 

Andrei slapped him again and again. 

Wolf groaned convulsively and sucked at the air. He blinked his 
eyes, shrank away from the light. 

At the same time Simon worked on Chris. 

Wolf came to enough to look up at his comrades and smile at 
the sight of them. 

“Listen, Wolf. Stay here with Chris. Massage yourself and keep 
massaging him. There are holes all over the roof, so this one 
won’t draw further attention.” 

“Where are you going?” 

“Up to take a look. They’ve stopped patrolling the roof, but 
they’re bMll in the streets. Stay here until we come back for you 
with ropes.” 

Andrei crawled up, with Simon close behind him. When the 
roof flattened, they inched to the edge to get the best possible look 
down on Mila Street 

Andrei’s fists tightened around the Schmeisser, enraged at what 
met his eyes. A double cordon of bayonet-wielding SS Reinhard 
Corps men formed a corridor and circle around people straggling 
out of the building, flushed from the bunker. He saw Rabbi 
Solomon thrown to the ground. Alex knelt over to help him up. 
Sylvia Brandel held the child, and Tolek and Ana and Ervin stood 
by Deborah, keeping the children calm. 

Kutler barked orders, clapping his hands in delight th^' ’he 
search was over. 

“Schnell!” 

“Move quickly, Jews!” 

Andrei backed away slowly. “Come on, oimon,” he said. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Where do you think ?” 

“v'ou’ll destroy us all,” Simon snapped. He stood up quickly 
and blocked Andrei's path. 

“Let me pass,” Andrei hissed. 

“You’re a damned fool,” Simon said, grabbing his shirt. 

Andrei’s fist smashed into Simon Eden's mouth. The big man 
went flat on his back. Before Andrei could make a step, he found 
himself looking into the muzzle of Simon’s Luger leveled at his 
heart. 

They glared, neither daring to move. 

“Jews . . . move out I” 

Simon’s face went slack. His pistol hand dropped. “I’m coming 
with you,” he said. 
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The two men moved swiftly over the rooftops to Mila 5. The 
stairs were clear. They ran down» jumping half a flight at a time, 
and stopped in the courtyard. 

“It’s clear.” 

They sprinted through the courtyard, down into the basement of 
Mila 1, and into a tunnel that came up on the edge of Muranowski 
Place. A fast straight run down Niska Street brought them to the 
intersection ahead of the slower-moving cordon. 

Andrei flattened his back against the comer house, gasping for 
air, his legs wobbly. He looked around the corner. Kutler strutted, 
laughing and jovial, with a dozen SS men in the lead of the quarry, 
SS men on either sidewalk, and Nightingales in the rear. 

Andrei beckoned Simon to get close to him. “Kutler and some 
SS men are in front of our people — about ten yards. Let them get 
past us. We’ll hit them from behind.” 

“How many guards?” 

“Hundred.” 

He shoved a clip of ammunition into the Schmeisser and threw 
the bolt. Simon unclicked the safety lock on his pistol. 

Step by step, as in a funeral procession, the bagged game of Mila 
19 walk^ for the Stawki Gate to the Umschla^latz. Alexander 
Brandel stood taU and brave despite the ordeal in the bunker. He 
walked like a patriarch toward Calvary, and those behind him 
found courage in his presence. 

A dozen black uniforms passed the comer of Niska Street. 

Rat-a-tat-tat-a-tat! 

A flame erupted from the end of Andrei’s machine pistol. Kutler 
pitched forward on his face, the back of his head shot away. Pour 
of his cohorts tumbled around him. 

Rat-a-tat-tat! 

Wham! Simon Eden’s pistol crackled with deadly accuracy. 
Wham! Wham! Wham! Shrieks, Germans toppled to the ground, 

Andrei stepped into the intersection and blasted at the row of 
flanking guards. 

A wild melee. The Nazis broke and scattered. 

“Run, you sons of bitches! Run! Run! Run!” 

Rat-a-tat! Rat-a-tat!” 

“Run, you lousy bastards! Run! Run! Run!” Andrei screamed, 
spewing death into them. 

A calmer Simon Eden picked liis shots, sharp-shooting the 
stunned Germans. A hidden fire bomb came out of Tolek Alter- 
man’s shirt and arched into an alcove filled with cowering SS. 
They shrieked out into the streets, trying to put out the flames 
devouring them. 

“Spatter!” Simon commanded. “Alex! Tolek! Ana! Move, 
everybody! Go!” 

The captives fled from the street. 
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“Sons of bitches 1“ Andrei screamed. “Sons of bitches! Die!” 
He tore down Zamenhof, looking for the terrified enemy. Bullets 
came back at him. He knelt and poured fire. 

And then he was whirled around with a sudden impact that 
cracked his head on the side of a building. He slid to the sidewalk. 
On hands and knees he tried to fight to his feet, but he could not 
get up and it all became a blur. His face hit the sidewalk . . . blood 
oozed from the comers of his mouth . . . oblivion. 


Chapter Four 


“Idiot!” 

SS Oberfi'ihrer Funk slapped Sturmbannfuhrer Sieghold Stuize 
across the mouth. The Austrian winced, then came stilfly to at- 
tention. 

“Imbecile!” He slapped Stutze again, leaving streak marks on 
his check. Stutze stood at an even more ramrod posture. 

“Swine!” Another slap. 

“Herr Oberfuhrer,’ Stutze whined. 

“Chased by Jews! Eleven SS men lulled!” Whap! Whap! 

“Herr Oberfuhrer. We were attacked by fifty madmen!” 

“Litu*! Coward! Assemble your officers at the barracks im- 
mediately.” 

*'Jawohh Herr Oberfuhrerr Stutze snapped his heels together. 
“Hcil Hitler!” 

“Get out of my sight, you worm.” 

Horst watched the performance, somewhat amused. “It seen s ” 
he said when Stutze had left, “that 1 delect flaws in the lofty theories 
of absolute obedience. Oh, I grant you that the German people 
are the most likely to succeed as robots, but we are still riddled 
with human frailties. Stutze is a coward, ^'hreiker a damned fool, 
Koenig a thief, and myself— well, Fd rather not go into that.” 

Funk didn’t hear a word. He was too immersed in his own sud- 
den dilemma. “Has the world gone entirely mad?” he said. “First 
Rcinhard Heydrich is assassinated by Czech bandits, and now — 
this.” 

“Yes, dear Reinhard. We shall all miss hi> noble soul,” Horst 
said. 

Funk kept talking aloud to himself. “/IrA' Himmler will have a 
wild tantrum when he learns about this.” He lit a cigarette and 
pressed his fingertips together in a rapid motion, noticing the 
nails needed trimming and cleaning. Better get it done. Dirt 
annoyed him. “Tomorrow I personsdly will direct operations to 
begin the liquidation of the ghetto.” 
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“Do you think that’s wise, Alfred?” 

“What?” 

“To go into the ghetto tomorrow.” 

Funk took it as an inunediate affront to his courage. He was no 
Stutze! 

Before he could answer the challenge Horst held up his hand. 
“Just a moment. Today the Jews have burst another one of our pet 
theories like a bubble. They have discovered that we are not super- 
men at all. Hit a German with a bullet and he will drop dead like 
any other man. This delicious taste of blood after tliree years of 
torment will obviously spur them into greater efforts.” 

“I have no time for your nonsense today,” Funk cracked back 
with the full cruelty revealed in his eyes. He was incensed with the 
very idea that the sub-human rabble could present an obstacle, but 
he did not wish to argue, for Horst had a needle under his skin and 
was prodding him. 

“Do you have any idea of the Jewish strength?” Horst asked. 

“What difference does that make!” 

“A good general should know the weight of the enemy forces.” 

“Enemy forces, indeed! Since when do we recognize Jews as a 
fighting force?” 

“I should say that as of today would be a good time.” 

Funk slammed his fist on the table. Horst refused to be intimi- 
dated and obviously was not going to be slapped around like tlie 
Austrian. Funk recalled why he had hated Horst von Epp in the 
beginning. That attitude of knowing something Funk did not 
know. That ability to operate on a level of shrewdness that eluded 
the stem, dogmatic, rigid SS devotion. Funk smiled faintly in an 
attempt to play the game with Von Epp. “And what do you pro- 
pose might happen if 1 take the Reinhard Corps into the ghetto 
tomorrow?” 

“I don’t propose it, nor do I suggest it. I know it,” Horst said. 
“You will lead three hundred men into a massacre.” 

“And I say they will flee and bury themselves at the sight of us. 
Jews won’t fight.” 

“How unfortunate that you have become victimized by our own 
propaganda. Oh yes, I know. You have proof. We have translated 
our theories by acting out oui superiority on helpless people. 
You’ll find another caliber of man left inside those walls.” 

“Do you really believe that I would hesitate in the face of Jews ?” 

“When I was in the ministry in Berlin I spent week after week 
inventing and expounding the theories of Jewish cowardice, 
Alfred. The plain and simple fact of the matter is — we are liars.” 

Funk’s entire face react^ with shock. 

“1 doubt if any warriors in the world were as furious in battle as 
the ancient Hebrews, nor did any people in man’s history fight 
harder for freedom. Not once, but many times, they made Rome 
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totter. And since their dispersion, because they have not had the 
opportunity to fi^t under a Jewish flag, we ha'.e been able to 
isolate them into individual units and riddle them with inferiority 
complexes. German torment has taken these segregated masses and 
jelled them together as a people tor the first time in two thousand 
years. We cannot measure their determination to acquit them- 
selves, but we can make an educated guess that we'd better be 
damned careful from this point on." 

Funk sprang to his feet. "I will not listen to this anarchy. You 
defile the noble puposes of the Third Reich!" 

"Oh, stop shouting, Alfred. I invented half the noble purposes 
of the Third Reich." Horst walked to the window and drew the 
curtains apart. Across Krakow Boulevard and beyond the Saxony 
Gardens some of the ghetto roofs could be seen. "Who is left in 
that ghetto is the one man in a thousand in any age, in any culture, 
who thrr*ijgl come mysterious workings of forces within his soul 
will Stand in defiance against any master. He is that one human in a 
thousand whose indomitable spirit cannot bow. He is the one man 
in a thousand who will not walk quietly to the Umschlagplatz. 
Watch out for him, Alfred Funk. We have pushed him to the wall." 

Oberfiihrer Funk h»xame confused. Von Epp, one of the very 
creators of the Aryan myth, was ripping it apart. Suddenly it b^ 
came clear to him. "1 have been ordered by Himmler to have the 
ghetto liquidated, and that is what shall be done," he snapped. 

Horst flopped his arms to his side in disgust. "Simple, eh? 
Orders are orders." 

"Naturally." 

"Alfred, you represent that confounding German idiocy wh’ph is 
unable to improvise from a fixed plan. Forget that orders are ord* rs 
before you perform a monumental blunder." 

"You know, Horst, I really should report your conversation to 
Himmler. 1 really should. >^at possible blunder c<in 1 make by 
fulfilling orders? Say that these noble creatures do fight. So what? 
We shall destroy them." 

"For a decade we have been preaching a gospel of Jewish 
cowardice. It is Nazi dogma. What happens if the Reinhard Corps 
is wiped out tomorrow in the ghetto ? How shall we explain it to the 
world ? Shall we say that Jews fight, after all ? How would we look 
to those whom we have impressed as supermen to be forced even 
to admit that Jews were standing up against us?" 

"I hadn’t thought of that," Funk admitted. 

"Suppose this defiance in the ghetto lasts a week . . . ten 
days . . .” 

"Impossible.” , ^ 

*‘But suppose it docs. It could ignite rebellions all over Poland. 
‘See,’ the Poles would say, ‘the Germans have lied to us. Let us tj^e 
a crack at them too.’ Perhaps the Czechs and the Greeks may like 
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to have a crack at superman hides. You invite insurrection.** 

Funk sank to the seat, completely confused now. “Hitler will be 
out of his mind with rage,” he mumbled. 

“Get back to Berlin immediately,” Horst said. “We must put 
across to them that this liquidation can be completed only if it can 
be carried out with no further armed conflict. We could invite a 
dangerous precedent, otherwise. As for this unfortunate incident 
to^y, 1 will say that it was a band of Communists or bandits. You 
know, minimize it with the usual stories. Then we proceed care- 
fully. We outwit them. We use cunning to lure them out.” 

“Very well,*’ Funk agreed, “very well.” 

Andrei’s eyes fluttered open. He was in a bunker cell somewhere. 
Someone hovered over liim. It was Sunon. 

“My gun!” 

“It’s under the cot. No ammunition left, mind you, but the gun is 
there.” 

Andrei closed his eyes. He tried to separate the blur of events 
that all ran together. He remembered seeing Kutler fall in the 
street, parts of the agony in the rafters, snatches of things that 
might have been dreams or might have happened. Smion fed him a 
drink of water. Half of it spurted out of his mouth, unable to pene- 
trate the thick dry caking lining his throat. He sipped again. 

“What happened?” 

“We put on quite a brother act. We make a colorful pair.” 

“Where is everyone?” 

“Scattered in a half dozen bunkers.” 

*‘Did Alex get away?” 

“He’s in the cell across the passage.” 

“My sister?” 

“At the Franciskanska bunker with the children.” 

“Chris... Wolf...” 

“They are safe.” 

Andrei forced himself up on his elbows. He ached all over. He 
pushed himself to a sitting position on the edge of the cot and was 
stricken with a spell of dis^ess. He lowered his head between his 
legs to let blood circulate. 

Simon moved a small crude table beside the cot and placed a 
bowl of gruel on it with a hunk of stale bread. It was the first food 
Andrei had eaten in nearly five days. His stomach growled and liis 
hand trembled as he sloshed the bread in the bowl to soften it. 
The food was taken slowly, carefully. 

“Where am I? At your bunker?” 

“Yes.** 

“How did I get here?” 

“I scraped you off the sidewalk. You fell short in your one-man 
effort to annihilate the entire German garrison, but not too bad, 
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eleven SS killed, two Ukrainians. You're the rage of the ghetto.** 

Andrei felt his pain-racked body. “Did I get hit?” 

“Grazed. The doctor said that normally it wouldn’t have 
stopped you from playing soccer an hour later, but combined with 
hunger, exhaustion, and a few other discomforts, you fainted.” 

“Fainted? What a ridiculous thing to do. Only women faint.” 
He mopped the bread around in the bowl more rapidly, cleaned the 
dish, and licked his fingers. Simon was acting strangely, he thought. 
His voice rang with bitterness and he was avoiding Andrei’s eyes. 
Simon never did that. He could win most of his arguments by his 
penetrating look alone. 

“One of our people didn’t make it,” Simon said. He set a familiar 
notebook on the cot beside Andrei. Andrei recognized it as a 
volume of the Good Fellowship Qub’s study. Simon laid a pair of 
thick-lensed glasses on top of the book. 

“Ervirr 

“Yes. Stray bullet He lived long enough to tell me where he had 
hidden this volume. It was the one he was working on. We went to 
the Mila 19 bunker immediately to find it. Rest of the bunker is 
destroyed, but we were able to find many hidden things. We sal- 
vaged all the arms stoies.” 

Tears welled up in Andrei’s eyes. “You would think that we 
would get used to our friends dying after a time. I loved Ervm. Lot 
of years together.” Andrei bit his lip, but the tears fell anyway. 
“Quiet, gentle little man. Believed in what he was doing without 
shouting, breast-beating. He just stayed in the cellar month in and 
month out, working on the archives. He never said why. He just 
did it because somebody had to. Ever see how swollen his h^ads 
were from the damp ? Blind as a bat, but he stayed and kept wri k- 
ing after they took Susan. He stayed and went about his business 
. . . never raised his voice.” 

The cot groaned as Simon sat beside Andrei. Simon picked the 
book up, opened it, and timied the pages, then pulled the candle 
on the table directly to him. ‘This was his last entry.” He read, 
“ ‘When will we fight ? Or will we fight ? Who among us will dare 
to fire that first shot against them ? Who ?* ” He closed it and set it 
down. He bunched his massive frame forward and rubbed the 
knuckles of one hand against the palm of the other. ‘T don’t deserve 
to be the commander. I want you to take over.” 

“No, Simon, no.” 

“Don’t humor me, Andrei. I was the man who was planning to 
send our companies through the sewers to escape. You were the 
one who foed the shot — and I pointed my pistol at your heart to 
stop you.” 

“Don’t you think I know how tom up you are to have to give 
an order that will turn us into a suicide force?” Andrei said. 

“You don’t understand,” Simon snapped, standing up abruptly 
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with his back to Andrei. aimed that pistol at your heart because 
I was afraid to go down on the street. 1 was afraid, and Til be 
afraid again.** 

“You were afraid, but you went anyhow, and while I was in a 
blind rage you brought them to safety, because when the moment 
was needed you were calm and deliberate, as a good commander 
must be.** Andrei walked up behind him and put his hand on 
Simon*s shoulder. “1 had a lot of time to think while we were up 
in the rafters. I found answers to many questions. 1 guess when one 
is close to his Maker many perplexing problems suddenly become 
amazingly clear and simple. Who fights what kind of war? The 
quiet courage it took to be a soldier like Ervin Rosenblum. 
Simon . . . I . . . l*m no damned good for anything but leading 
cavalry charges.** 

“Perhaps,** Simon whispered, “if you stuck close by me to 
knock me flat on my back . . .** 

“1 don't think it will be necessary again.** 

“There were too many mistakes today,** Simon said with a quick 
surge of excitement. “We have to have scouts in observation posts 
so that nothing can get into the ghetto before we can move our 
companies into battle position.** 

Andrei nodded in agreement. 

“And we have to teach them that the cardinal rule is to pick up 
enemy weapons and strip their uniforms. We missed on that to- 
day.’* 

^drei nodded again and smiled slightly at the knowledge that 
Simon was again in full control and eager. 

“I'm thinking. We should And a new bunker close to the central 
area for a command post.** Simon stopped abruptly, watching 
Andrei look at the volume of the journal and Ervin's glasses. 
“Andrei, what made you go into the streets?’* 

“I don't know. Just that this was the moment which could not 
pass. It wasn't even seeing my sister. It was Alex. I couldn't let 
them take Alexander Brandel to the Umschlagplatz.*’ Andrei 
picked up the book. “So damned much time has gone by, and Alex 
and 1 have barely talked to each other. 1 wish I knew how to 
apologize.** 

“Why don't you try?** 

“What can 1 say for being a damned fool?** 

“Come,** Simon said. 

Andrei trailed him halting out of the cell and across the nar- 
row passageway to the opposite cell. Simon pulled back the sack 
curtain. The three of them were there. Sylvia with her little boy on 
her lap. Moses Brandel at the age of four was disciplined to the 
silence of underground living; pale, scrawny from the lack of sun 
and air and nourishment. Alexander gazed emptily at the floor in 
much the same way as he had since the children were taken to the 
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Umschlagplatz. Sylvia stood and put the boy down. She blocked 
Andrei’s way, but Simon nodded for her to leave the room. She 
looked from Andrei to Alex, then took the child and led him out. 

Andrei hulked helplessly over the dejected man, groping for 
words. He knelt slowly beside Alex. Alex turned his face, recog- 
nized Andrei, and hung his head. 

“1 . . . uh . . . wanted to give you this,” Andrei said, showing the 
hook. ‘‘They • . . uh . . . were lucky enough to salvage it from 
Mila 19.” 

Alex did not answer. 

‘‘I think that — well, with Ervin gone, you’ll want to take up the 
work again.” 

Again, nothing. 

“It’s very important that the archives be continued and 

Look, I know something I didn’t know. What I mean to say is, it 
takes I Inds of men and many kinds of battles to fight a war.” 

Andrei reached nut and touched his shoulder, but Alex shrank 
away. 

‘‘Please look at me, Alex,” Andrei whispered. ‘‘You must hear 
what I’m saying. Alex, once I told you that the Brandel journal 
would never take the place of the Seventh Ulany Brigade, and you 
answered that truth is a weapon worth a thousand armies. I never 
understood that till now. It’s true, all of the divisions of the Ger- 
man army can’t defeat these words.” 

Alex shook his head slowly. 

‘‘You . . . you were right. You’ve won a great battle with this,” 
Andrei said. 

The mouth in Alex’s bearded face fumbled to form worc*% in a 
cracked, wavering voice. ‘‘I called my dearest friend a man ' ho 
thirsts for personal revenge. 1 . . . took the weapons from > iir 
hands. I am the vengeful man. Your way has always been the only 
way.” 

“You’re wrong about that, Alex. My way hasn’t been the only 
way. I would have destroyed us all long ago. You see, only because 
of men like you and Simon has a moment bke today been possible 
for men like me.” 

‘‘The children are gone. . . . Everyone is gone ... I have failed.” 

Andrei clutched Alex’s arms hard and pleaded with fervor. 
“Listen to me!” he cried. “We’ve all done the best with what we’ve 
had. No man has ever fought a better fight than you! And it was 
the only fight. It was, I swear it.” 

“Don’t patronize me, Andrei. It is I who should be on my knees 
to you.” 

Andrei released his grip and stood up slowly, and his voice mel- 
lowed with softness. “All my life I have believed I walked in the 
darkness, battling windmills, crying for lost causes, living a life in 
dubious battle. My father gave me a country which hated me, and 
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you have given your sons a ghetto and genocide. God only knows 
what kind of a world Wolf will hand to his sons. We enter this 
world in the middle of a war that is never won. It has always been 
this way — this endless war. No one of us ever really wins in his 
life. All you have the right to ask of life is to choose a battle in this 
war, make the best fight you can, and leave the field with honor.” 

Alex mumbled, “Make your battle . . . leave the field with 
honor.” 

“You’ve fought your good fight. Now the war goes on. 1 must 
fight my way now.” 

“Oh, Andrei, stop! What is there left but doom?” 

“Left? We have a lot left. We can go out like men. . . . ‘What 
though the field be lost? All is not lost — unconquerable will, the 
study of revenge, immortal hate . . . The courage never to submit 
or yield.’ 1 never understood those lines till now. But 1 know — it is 
not a dubious battle.” 

Alexander picked up the book, and his fingers caressed it 
lovingly. He opened it, glanced up at Andrei quickly, then 
thumbed hungrily through Ervin’s notes. He came to the last entry. 
“Who will fire the first shot?” Alex took out a pencil, and his 
hand wrote: 


Journal Entry 

Today a great shot for freedom was fired, / think it stands a chance 
of being heard forever. It marks a turning point in the history of 
the Jgwish people. The beginning oj the return to a status oj dignity 
we have not known for two thousand years. Yes, today was the first 
step back. My battle is done. Now I turn the command over to the 
soldiers. 


Chapter Five 


Piotr Warsinski slammed the phone receiver down. He scratched 
his scaly hands. Again he had pleaded in vain with Sicghold Stutze 
to issue firearms to the Jewish Militia. After the outbreak of 
January 18, Warsinski was positive that the Germans would return 
to the ghetto immediately with an overpowering force. Instead, 
several days had passed in silence and his police were becoming 
afraid to patrol the streets. 

Warsinski scofTed at the idea that the ambush at Niska and 
Zamephof streets was anything but an insane gesture by a mad- 
man. He knew there was no real planned insurrection. He had no 
fear of this so-called Joint Jewish Forces. But he was afraid of what 
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would happen if Sieghold Stutze decided he was no longer able to 
command the Militia effectively. 

Piotr growled in frustration and became rest]es.s. He decided to 
leave the barracks and go to the Pawiak Prison. A girJ had been 
brought in earlier who was suspected of being a member of the 
Joint Forces. He would work her over, and that would relieve the 
tension. Perhaps he could force from her the location of Eden or 
A^tidrei Androfski or Rodel. If he could deliver such a prize to 
Sieghold Stutze it would reaflirm his ability. 

But, Piotr mused, it was getting more and more difficult to beat 
information out of these people as time went along. Those who 
were left simply could not be tortured for information. But what 
the devil, he could rip the clothing from the girl and smash her up. 
That would be a good evening’s sport. 

Piotr was not afraid to go into the streets alone. He told his men 
so. Yet it ’sas ^iUptd to invite another attack from a madman. He 
called in his personal bodyguards, six fat, faithful huskies, to escort 
him to the Pawiak Prison a few blocks from the barracks 

When he arrived at the ugly reddish brick structure a phone call 
awaited lum. He took it in his olhee. 

“Sturmbannfuhier l^iutze here,” the Austrian said. 

“Yes?” 

“Warsmski, I have been tliinking over your request for arms. 
Perhaps we can supply some guns for a special squad of your 
men — in exchange for ceiiain new duties.” 

“When can we talk about it?” 

“Tomorrow.” 

“Fmc. I shall expect you at the barracks, then?” Warsi ♦ki 
asked. 

“No, no, no,” Stutze said quickly. “We meet outside the gheti*> 
at the Stawki Gate at noon.” 

“Noon. Stawki Gate.” 

Warsmski unbuttoned his long gray coat and hung it up. He 
took off his jacket and lowered Ids suspenders. His big belly, re- 
leased from restraint, poured over the top of his trousers. His hands 
itched. He scratched them until they pained, then opened the desk 
drawer and wiped a thick oozy green salve over them. The oint- 
ment stung tears into his eyes. He stretched back on his cot, hold- 
ing his hands under his head, his underwear gray with sweat stains 
under the armpits. 

What was Stutze up to? Warsinski’s bulgy face became mobile 
with thoughts and counterthoughts. He had to keep the appoint- 
ment. Was it a trick ? Perhaps Stutze was a coward, afraid to come 
into the ghetto, and wanted the Militia to carry out Reinhard 
Corps duties. Why else would he give arms? Had Stutze decided 
that a convert like Warsinski wasn’t really a Jew and therefore 
could be trusted with guns, like the Ukrainians? He brushed his 
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long handle-bar inustadie. Why not arm him? He had been loyaL 
But ... the Big Seven had been loyal too. 

Crash! 

A splintering sound bolted him to a sitting position. He saw the 
door fly open with such impact that it nearly tore off its hinges. 

“What the hell!” 

Three pistols were leveled at him. One man closed the door, the 
second went to the desk and tore the phone wire out. Warsinski 
squinted at the third. Knew him from somewhere. Alterman • • • 
Tolek Alterman from the Bathyrans. 

Warsinski scowled at them fearlessly. 

“I have the pleasure of carrying out the judgment of Joint 
Forces to execute you as a traitor to the Jewish people,” Tolek said. 

Warsinski laughed in contempt. “Guards!” he roared. 
“Guards!” 

“They don’t hear you, Piotr Warsinski. They are all locked up. 
Pawiak Prison is in the hands of Joint Jewish Forces. The prisoners 
are being freed at this moment.” 

The smirk came off Warsinski’s face. The guns on him were in 
steady hands. He folded his hands and closed his eyes and lowered 
his head. “I don’t beg like Jews,” he said. “Go on. I am ready.” 

“It is not so simple,” Tolek said. “There are a lot of questions 
you are going to answer first.” 

Warsinski snarled at them. He thought so. Yellow Jews unable 
to carry out the execution. It is all a bluff. Talk . • . negotiate . • . 
bargain . . . 

Tolek’s boot suddenly came up into Warsinski’s fat stomach, 
sinking in from toe to heel. The air left Warsinski. He sank from 
the bed to his knees. A second kick caught him alongside the jaw, 
thudding his head against the wall. He sat dazed. Tolek nodded to 
his two comrades. The first, Pinchas Silver, tossed a thumbscrew 
and a pair of pliers onto the desk. Adam Blumenfeld revealed a 
barb-tipped whip. 

“We picked up a few of your toys from the interrogation room, 
Warsinski. Get up and sit at the desk.” 

Warsinski did not move. 

The lash cut through his underwear. Piotr crawled quickly on 
his hands and knees to the desk and sat. 

“Thumb . . . let’s have your thumb.” 

The lash ripped once more over his neck. 

“Thumb!” 

Heextendedagreen-ooze-covercdpaw.ToleklockedWarsinski’s 
thumb into the screw and slowly turned the top bolt to apply 
steady pressure. 

“You’ve got no guts for torture,” Warsinski snarled in defiance, 
“no real guts for it Jews are too weaki” 
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Tolek slipped his pistol into his belt, grabbed Warsinski’s out- 
sized mustache in his fist, and ripped it from his face. 

“Yaaaaaahhhh!” Warsinski screamed, clutching a gory upper 
lip with his free hand. 

Tolek slipped the pliers onto a big dirty fingernail of Warsinski’s 
free hand. 

“Adam, tighten the thumbscrew. Warsinski can loosen the bolt 
if he wants to reach for it. It will cost him a fingernail to tpr.” 

Adam Blumenfeld tightened the bolt, crunching the vise into 
Warsinski’s knuckle. He gasped. The sweat poured from his face 
and turned his underwear to a soggy rag. Adam turned the thumb- 
screw a quarter turn. 

“Yahhhh!” 

Warsinski suddenly tried to reach for the screw, but Tolek held 
the pliers tight and a fingernail tore loose. 

Mucus jpiu Ltd from ins nose, and his eyes ran. 

“Will you co-operate?” 

“Stop! Stop! rU talk!” 

As his thumb was freed he stumbled blindly around the room, 
wailing and bouncing off the walls. He sank in a blubbering, groan- 
ing hulk to the floor. A mass of sweaty ugliness. 

Tolek and the other two looked down at him with disgust, and 
Tolek was sick to his stomach with himself for his brutality, but he 
knew he could not puke in the presence of an enemy who regarded 
it as a weakness. 

“He didn’t even last five minutes,” Pinchas said. ‘T didn’t think 
he would,” 

They dragged him to the cot and flung him on it. 

In a few minutes Alexander Braudel aime in and after shudd. 
ing at the first sight of Warsinski grilled liim for twelve hours fro.*i 
questions and knowledge gained from the Good Fellowship 
archives. Piotr Warsinski revealed his own crimes, the crimes of his 
officers, his own fortunes, the places of hidden stores, information 
about Stutze, Schreiker, Koenig, the Nightingales, and the 
Reinhard Co^s. 

Next morning Piotr Warsinski was kflled in accordance with the 
Joint Forces’ judgment by a single bullet througli the back of his 
head. 


Chapter Six 


Tlie immediate problem facing Joint Forces was locating a new 
conunand bunker in the central area. The other bunkers were 
already jammed to capacity, and the hundred people from Mila 
19 added to the problem. To build a suitable underground com- 
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plex for two to three hundred people would take weeks. 

Alexander Braudel’s knowledge tl^ough his past dealings be- 
came invaluable. By one means or another he knew of most hiding 
places in the ghetto. 

Alex suspected there was a large bunker under Mila 18, across 
the street from his own former headquarters. 

He had often done business with a smuggler named Moritz 
Kat^ a rotund little chap who in pre-war Warsaw had been a 
furrier. His business was always considered on the fringe; a ti^t- 
rope between the legal and the unlawful. It was difficult to come 
ri^t out and say that Moritz fenced stolen goods. His clientele 
was always high class. He carried an ethical concept with him into 
the ghetto. He was a decent fellow, as smug^ers went. After all, 
smuggling was an honorable necessity in ghetto Life. Moritz bought 
and sold at reasonable prices. Moreover, he was softhearted 
When things got particularly desperate, Alex could always get 
Moritz to make an urgent delivery of essentials at cost pnce. 

Moritz had two distinguishing features. He was m a never- 
ending card game, and his mouth always chewed sweets, fruit, 
cake, candy. For the latter frailty, he was known as Montz the 
Nasher. 

The Bathyrans who guarded the rooftops around Mila 19 de- 
t^ted Moritz the Nasher entering and leaving Mda 18 so many 
times that it had to be suspected as his headquarters. 

These suspicions were advanced after the bunker at Mila 19 was 
exp^ded until its rooms stretched to the sewer under the middle 
of the street. Deborah Bronski had the room next to the sewer pipe 
with the children from the orphanage. Many times they heard for- 
eign sounds coming from either the inside of the pipe or beyond it. 

From this Alex concluded that Moritz the Nasher had a bunker 
under Mila 18, separated from his own by the twelve-foot pipe. He 
discussed this possibility with Simon and Andrei. 

'T am positive there is a bunker under Mila 18, and if it is what 
we think, it will be a large one.” 

“It would be a perfect location for a command post,” Simon 
said. “Particularly since the Germans have located and wrecked 
Mila 19, they’d never suspect we’d be in another location so close.” 

“But,” Andrei said realistically, “how the hell do you find the 
entrance? Moritz Katz is the shrewdest smuggler in the ghetto.” 

“Can we get a message to him?” Alex suggested. 

“No one has seen him for weeks, since his gang was caught at 
the Gensia Gate and taken to the Umschlagplatz.” 

They mused and pondered. TTie idea of a large, ready-made 
command post was terribly appealing. 

“Well. What’s to lose if we cut a hole through the children’s 
room and make another on a direct line across the Kanal? If we’re 
lucky we might hit the bunker.” 
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“You know how tricky sound is in the sewers. The children may 
have been hearing an echo coming from a hundred meters away.” 

“What the hell?” Andrei said. “Let’s cut through and look 
around. Nothing to lose,” 

Simon sliruggcd a dubious okay. No one had a better sugges- 
tion. 

“1 think I’d better go in alone,” Andrei said. “If Moritz is still 
down there he wiU panic if he sees an army coming after him.” 

Later that day Andrei entered the shambled Orphans and Self- 
Help building at Mila 19. He went to the converted water closet 
where the false lavatory once covered the secret entrance to their 
underground rooms. The lavatory was smashed, but the pipe 
leading to the cellar was still intact. 

Andrei tucked a flashlight and short-handled pick and sledge 
hammer into his belt, strapped the Schmeisser “Gaby” on ius 
back, and slici down the pipe. He flicked on the light. The beam 
probed over mounclr; of wreckage. The retaining walls and over- 
head crossbeams had been knocked loose, caving in the main 
tunnel in many places. Andrei inched forward, digging away the 
blockage with his hands. 

He came to the room which had belonged to the children. It 
was a shambles. The layers of bunks had been wrecked with axes 
and the books tom to shreds and the few toys smashed. Andrei 
moved along a ten-foot wall which lay against the Kanal pipe. 
Scepings oozed through. He could hear the flow of sewage. He 
calculated in order to Ime up Mila 18. 

Any decision would most likely be wrong. “Well, I’ve got to 
start someplace.” 

He fixed the flashlight on a sin^e spot, sank his pick into t * 
dirt wall, and hacked it away until it crumpled to the outer she J 
of the pipe. 

Andrei smoothed a place big enough for him to carve out a 
manhole and bashed at the concrete with the sledge until it cracked 
under the beating. Once through the outer layer, he jarred loose 
enough bricks from the inner lining of the pipe so that he could fit 
through. 

He wiped the sweat from his eyes and refixed the tools in his 
belt, cursing that he was on a wild-goose chase, then knelt at the 
hole and looked into the Kanal with his light. It was not too bad. 
The tide on the Vistula River was low, as he had calculated, so 
the sewage was only waist-high. 

Andrei squeezed through the hole into the sewer. His feet 
skidded in the slime. He pulled the strap of his weapon several 
notches tighter so it would ride higher on his back and not get 
wet. In both directions dim streaks of light filtered through the 
manholes, sending an eerie bluish light glistening on the bricks. 

He waded to the middle and looked behind him so he would 
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remain in a line with the children's room. On the opposite side of 
the sewer he thrust his ear against tlie brick, hoping for sound. 
There was none. 

His flashlight moved first in one direction for several yards, then 
another. 

Andrei splashed down a dozen yards. A cluster of bricks were 
not laid in the same pattern as the rest, as though they had been 
knocked loose and replaced. Could it be! He felt with his fingers. 
The bricks were definitely not cemented in. There was room fbr a 
man to fit through if they were removed. Was there a bunker on the 
other side? Were the children actually hearing smugglers coming 
in and out of the sewer? 

Andrei hit his sledge against the bricks for a sounding. Hollow 
ring! It was not solid on the other side. There was a rooml 

He picked at the bricks. They came out easily. 

It was hollow on the other side. Andrei shone the light in. 

He crawled in and moved his light in a complete circle. "‘Holy 
God!” he muttered, and whistled with disbelief. He stood at his 
full height in a huge subterranean room. It was the most magnifi- 
cent underground structure he had ever seen. Along one wall were 
sacks of rice, flour, sugar, salt. There were crates of medicine. 
Salted meats. Cases of tins of food. A bin of dried vegetables. 
Beautiful couches, easy chairs, furniture, bed. 

“Holy God!” 

He found the exit into a corridor and inched down it. Five more 
large rooms were on either side of the corridor, and each as big as 
the first one and each held stores. Overhead an electric line with 
light bulbs. 

Andrei came to the end of the corridor. It turned into a smaller 
tunnel holding a series of cells. 

“Don’t move,” a voice behind him commanded. “Hands over 
your head. Hi^!” 

Andrei lifted his arms. It had all been too good to be true. He 
cursed himself for forgetting to unstrap his weapon in the excite- 
ment of locating the bunker. 

“Put both your hands on the wall,” the voice commanded. 
Andrei did as he was told, “Now turn your face.” 

He looked into a blinding light. 

“Andrei Androfski?” 

“Is that you, Moritz?” 

“How in the hell did you figure out where this bunker was?” 

“We added two and two. ^t that goddamned gun away and 
take the light out of my eyes.” 

“Don’t rush me into any decisions. I’m not sure whether I have 
to kin you or not.” He shifted the ligjit toward one of the cells. 
“Step into my office. What I’m holding on you, for your informa- 
tion, is a shotgun.” 
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Moritz lit a lantern and settled in back of his desk. He had a 
grizzly beard and an anemic color. Much of his chubbiness had 
slirunk away. Underground living had been hard on him. Moritz 
kept the shotgun leveled at Andrei’s chest. Andrei was too busy 
being awed by the office. In addition to electrical wiring, tliere 
was a phone on the desk and a low-wattage radio transmitter. 

“What a setup.” 

- Moritz shrugged modestly at the compliment. “We tried to give 
our customers good service. Only trouble is that we’ve got no more 
customers. We got no one. Most my boys were grabbed on a haul. 
Just me and my wife Sheina and a few others. You’ve met Sheina ? 
She’s asleep in the other room. She sleeps through anything, that 
woman. Even your banging holes mto my bunker. She’s sick. She 
needs a doctor. Change of life.” 

“How in hell do you run the lights— the radio?” 

“Gene. ato. , what else? 1 Jsed to be able to send messages to my 
contacts on the Arvan side. Simple code.” 

“Telephone?” 

“One of my boys worked for the phone company. There’s a 
million ways to screw the phone company. W'e tied in on a 
Ukrainian line from the guards at the Brushmakcr’s and we speak 
Yiddish. They’ve never been able to figure it. No, Andrei. I’m 
sorry you had to find this place because I’ve always held you in 
high esteem. You were a very smart man to locate my bunker, but 
naturally I’ve got to kill you.” 

“Not so fast, Moritz. Obviously I wouldn’t pull a move like this 
without a cover. You’ve heard of Joint Jewish Forces?” 

Moritz screwed up his face. He suspected he was about t • he 
taken. “I still get around,” 

“They know I’m here and what I’m looking for.” 

“Oh crap!” Moritz the Nasher said. He lay the shotgun on the 
desk in disgust. “Minute I saw you barreling through the sewer 
into the bunker I said to myself that this bastard is too smart to 
come in exposed. Now you talk to Alexander Brandel. He'll tell 
you I’ve been right down the line whh his Orphans setup. I always 
did business on the square with him.” 

“Moritz, for God’s sake, stop apologizing. Do you hear me 
pushing you around?” 

Moritz the Nasher was hungry. He opened the top desk drawer 
and took out a packet of German chocolate, unwrapped it, 
nibbled, and decried the lack of fresh fruit. “You want my bunker, 
no doubt.” 

“No doubt.” 

“And seven hundred thousand zlotys’ worth of food.” 

“I feel bad, Moritz — believe me.” 

“What a kick in the ass life is. If one thief doesn’t get you, 
another will,” Moritz opined, 

375 



Andrei sympathized with him. Moritz the Nasher was a gambler, 
a smuggler, a man who existed by wit But he was also a supreme 
realist. He knew that he had b^n caught flat. At least Andrei 
Androfski and the Joint Forces held him no malice. Maybe he was 
lucky, after ail. Had the Germans or the Mihtia found him first . . . 
curtams . . . Umschlagplatz. He had hoped that he and his wife 
Sheina could ride the war out in Mila 1 8. They had enough supplies 
and medicine to see through a year or two without ever coming up. 
But . . . what kind of a life was it for a man ? Never to sec the sun. 
Nobody to play cards with. Candy running out. Always in fear 
that the next minute or the next or the next those goddamn 
German dogs would sniff him out. 

“Let me ask you something, Androfski,” Moritz asked. “This 
here Joint Forces — ^you the ones who blasted the SS men at 
Zamenhof and Niska?” 

Andrei nodded. 

“You the ones who fixed up Warsinski ?” 

Andrei nodded again. 

“You ^ys really mean business?” 

Andrei nodded for the third time. 

“Let me tell you something. You work, you hve, you do your 
best, but you never quite get onto the idea of the way they’re kick- 
ing you around. In the last week — ^since the ambush — for the first 
time in my life I’m proud to be a Jew.” 

“That’s the way we aU want to go out.” 

Moritz shrugged. “So, maybe I’m glad you found me first. 
Obviously, you realize you have me over a barrel.” 

“Obviously,” Andrei agreed. 

Moritz munched on another square of chocolate, somewhat re- 
lieved that his long, taut vigil was over. 

“Moritz,” Andrei said, “the one thing that Joint Jewish Forces 
reaUy needs is a quartermaster.” 

“What’s a quartermaster?” 

“Someone high class to get in supplies.” 

“You mean a smuggler?” 

“No. Quartermaster is a respectable position. Every army has 
them.” 

“What*s the cut?” 

“WeU, a regular army — ^like ours — doesn’t work on cuts.” 

“Oy vay! >^at a day this has been. All I’ve ever done is run a 
nice clean business.” 

“Moritz, you’re too much of a gambler to ride this war out in a 
hole. We’ve got doctors. Sheina will get treatment. You’ll have lots 
of interesting people here to share this bunker.” 

“I bet I will. Tell me honest, Androfski. This post of quarter- 
master. Is it important? I mean, like a Ulany colonel?” 

“In our army,” Andrei said, “it’s the most important.” 
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Moritz sighed in resignatioou **One condition. No one inQuires 
into my past finances.” 

“Done,” Andrei said. 

They clasped hands, Moritz pulled a faded double deck of cards, 
shufllcd, and began to deal. “Before you move in, one game of 
sixty-six.” 


Chapter Seven 

An ant line of laborers in a Brushmakcr’s building bent their 
backs, pushing large clumsy carts. The line moved in an endless 
circle from the lumber store to the lathe room to the assembly 
room. 

An emaciated slav^ named Crcamski, who had kept alive some- 
how for ten months, loaded the cart with finished toilet-brush 
handles from the lathe room. He grunted down the corridor, push- 
ing the load at a snail’s pace 

The assembly room f onsistcd of ten long tables, each forty feet 
long. Each table had a series of varied drilled holes to stuff bristles, 
tie the wires, and attach the handies. Fifty men worked each fable. 

Crcamski pushed his cart to tabic number three; toilet brushes. 
A “leader” stood at the head of each table. “They are here,” 
Crcamski whispered to the “leader.” 

He pushed his cart along the table, placing several handles 
before each bench. 

“They are here,” he whispered. 

“They are here.” 

The word passed down the line and over to the next table and 
the next — “They are here.” 

“You there!” the German foreman shouted from the balcony. 
“Hurry up!” 

Crcamski moved faster, emptying the cart. He turned it about 
and pushed it out of the room, down the corridor, past the lathe 
room, and into the lumber warehouse. 

While his cart was being loaded with boards, he stepped into the 
checker’s office. 

“Now!” he said to the checker. Tlie two of them shoved the 
desk aside, revealing a trap door. Creamski pulled it open. 

“Now!” Creamski called down into the black hole. 

Wolf Brandel’s head popped out of the tunnel. He moved quick- 
ly out of the checker’s office, scrutinizing the long high stacks of 
lumber. “Move them out,” the beardless commander ordered. 
One by one, forty Jewish Fighters emerged from the underground 
passage. The Franciskanska bunker a few blocks away connected 
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to the KanaL Wolf’s company had followed the sewer to a point 
inside the Brushinaker's complex and dug the tunnel into the 
checker’s oflice. 

With hand signals he dispersed his force of ten women and thirty 
men to pre-fixed positions. They ducked behind the lumber with 
their weapons ready. Wolf blew a long breath and nodded for 
Creamski to return to the assembly room. 

Creamski grunted and strained to put the loaded cart into mo- 
tion. As he turned into the lathe room he gave a hand signal which 
could be seen by a table “leader” in the assembly room. Every eye 
in the room was on the “leader.” He nodded. 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Clump! 

The feet of the inmates thumped against the floor in unison. 

Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! 

They took their wooden handles and banged them on the tables, 
setting up a din. 

“What’s going on !” shrieked the foreman through a megaphone 
from his balcony cage. “Stop this noise! Stop it! Do you hear!” 

Clump! Clump! Clump » Clump! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! 

The clatter from the building swelled over the compound. 

“Guards !” the foreman shouted into his alarm phone. “Guards ! 
Building number four! Quick!” 

Alarm sirens erupted all over the complex in a scries of short 
whistles to draw the guards to assembly building number four. 

The foreman locked the barred door of his office. He snatched 
the pistol from his desk and looked down at the five hundred pairs 
of maddened eyes staring up at him. 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Clump! 

“Krebs dies! Krebs dies! Krebs dies! Krebs dies!” they chanted 
his name. 

Ukrainians, Latvians, and Estonians poured out of the guard 
barracks with whips, guns, and dogs, racing for the spot of the 
insurrection. 

Part of Wolf Brandel’s force, hidden around the outside of the 
building, let them pass throu^. There was only one entrance, 
through the main corridor. He watched the first of the guards pass 
into the assembly room from his position in the lathe room. 

“Now!” 

Wolf and ten of his Fighters stepped into the corridor and faced 
a mass of guards. The Ukrainians had trapped themselves. A pipe 
grenade shattered in their midst, followed by a tattoo of pistol fire. 

The Ukrainians outside plunged backward for the exit, but the 
Jewish Fighters outside moved in to cut them off. A massacre en- 
sued. 

A half dozen guards reached the assembly room. The slaves 
leaped from their benches. In pent-up wrath they attacked their 
tormentors and their tormentors’ dogs with bare hands. Within 
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seconds, the guards and dogs were pununcled to death and their 
bodies smashed with spit and kicl^ and dJsembowelment and 
decapitation. 

Benches were overturned and smashed, lathes broken up by 
sledge hammers. 

“Krebs! Krebs! Krebs! Krebs!” 

The foreman was bug-eyed, insane with f-nght, locked in his own 
liaison. They were coming up the balcony after him. No way of 
escape! 

“Krebs! Krebs! Krebs! Krebs!” 

He placed the barrel of the pistol in his mouth and pulled the 
trigger as the outstretched arms of the slaves reached through the 
cage for him. 

Ana Grinspan, with a company in the central district, was the 
highest-ranking woman commander in the ghetto. Her company 
was the n.t)Sl integrated of the various parties and final proof that 
unity had been achieved. Tliirty-two Fighters came from the 
Bathyrans, Poale Zion, Gordonia, Dror, Communists, Akiva, 
Hashomer Hatzair, Hcchalutz, and the Bund. She even had four 
members from religious Zionist Mizrachi who could no longer 
stomach the passive altitudes of the Orthodox Agudah. 

The secondary objective at Bnishmaker’s was the confiscation 
of the fleet of five trucks. The instant Brushmaker’s was secured 
Wolf turned the trucks over to Ana, who put into operation a pre- 
set plan. Each truck had a driver, four fighters, and hberated 
Bruslimaker’s slaves. 

They struck at every known remaining warehouse, store, shop, 
medical station, bakery, and pnvate cache m the ghetto, hoKr 
anything usable for Joint Forces. Loading rapidly under the p" 
tective guns of the Joint Fighters, they whisked off to a series cf 
small bunkers scattered all over the ghetto. 

No protest or conversation was permuted. 

“Load! Move!” 

And away. 

Every sack of flour, every grain cf food was carted off. 

One of the bunkers in the central command was located almost 
beneath the Jewish Militia barracks, where the Fighters kept the 
barracks under scrutiny. Simon Eden ordered a raid to bring back 
a half dozen militiamen. 

They were dragged off to the new command center at Mila 18 to 
confront Alexander Brandel, who had drawn up a list of dozens of 
persons suspected of collaboration, concealing wealth, and illegal 
operations. The captured militiamen were quick to sing out all they 
knew about the location of these people. 

Squads of Jewish Fighters made forays, unearthing one person 
after another on the list. The most notorious of the collaborators 
were executed. The others were fined. 
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“You are fined ten thousand zlotys for passing information to 
the Crermans.” 

“ You are fined twenty thousand zlotys for collaboration with the ' 
Jewish Militia.” 

“You are fined ten thousand zlotys for failure to protect Jews 
taken to the Umschlagplatz within your power to warn them.” 

These fines were collected on the spot, on pain of death, without 
argument or equivocation. 

Rodel, the squat, blocklike commander of the southern area, 
had been a member in good standing in the Communist party most 
of his adult life. He deemed it ironic that his command bunker was 
located under the Converts’ Church with the open knowledge of 
Father Jakub. 

Moreover, the war had compelled him to enter strange alliances 
with Labor Zionists holding completely diverse political views. 
Zionism was the drug of the Jewish people, he had said on numer- 
ous occasions. However, he worked not only with Labor Zionists 
but Jabotinski Revisionists, whom he considered fascists, and 
religious elements, whom he considered mentally inept. It was a 
strange war to Rodel, but no stranger than the Soviet Union and 
America fighting as allies. 

From the moment of Warsinski’s assassination, Rodel ordered 
the workers in the uniform factory to sabotage the product. In the 
following days, uniforms left Warsaw with flies, armholes, and 
neckholes sewn shut, buttons with no buttonholes, and seams that 
would rip away under the slightest stress. 

An hour after Wolf Brandel captured Brushmaker’s, Ludwig 
Heinz, the manager of the uniform factory, sent a message to Rodel 
throu^ Father Jakub that the Lithuanian ^ards had fled. Heinz, 
an ethnic German, was one of an infinitesimal number who dis- 
played a measure of humanity toward the slave labor under him. 
Within the strict limitations permitted, Heinz was credited with 
saving a number of lives. He walked untouched to the comer of 
Nowolipki and Karmelicka streets to open the main gates and 
allow the Jewish Fighters in. 

“I’m glad my part in this is over,” Heinz said to Rodel. 

Rodel shook his shiny, hairless head. “It is a strange war,” he 
said. “You’ve been decent witlun your means. Joint Forces has 
ordered me to see you safely through the ghetto gates.” 

“I’m glad it’s over,” Ludwig Heinz repeated. 

“Let’s go,” Rodel said, pointing in the direction of the Leszno 
Gate two blocks away. 

As Ludwig Heinz turned, Rodel whipped out his pistol and 
struck the man across the back of the ear with the barrel. Heinz 
pitched forward to the street, unconscious. Rodel leaned down and 
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ripped part of his clothing off and bloodied his fac^; with a series 
of blows, 

“All right,” he ordered two fighters, “take him to the Leszno 
Gate and dump him. I’m sorry I had to beat him up, but it’s for his 
own good. If he walked out unharmed, the Germans would suspect 
him. This way they may get the impression he barely escaped.” 

As they hauled Heinz away, he shook hiL head again. “Strange 
w«tr,” he said. 

Samson Ben Horin, commander of the Jabotinski company of 
Revisionists, had remained outside the jurisdiction of Joint Jewish 
Forces, but the events of the day compelled him to look upon 
Eden’s army with a new respect. He dispatched a runner to Eden 
with an offer to keep runner contact with their bunker and join in 
limited co-oneration. 

Simon st»on tound an assignment much to Ben Horin’s liking. 

On the last day of January, Samson Ben Horin led a combined 
company, half Revisionists, half Joint Forces, through the sewer 
pipes under the wall into the Aryan side. He picked the hour of the 
Vistula’s lowest tide, when the sewage was only knee-deep. Usmg 
Simon’s engineer’s map of the sewer system, he had only a mile to 
negotiate. Ben Horin’s party came to a stop beneath a manhole 
close to Bank Square near the Ministry of Finance. 

Three Aryan side contacts waited. One was dressed as a sewer 
worker, the second sat in the dnver’s scat of a parked teamster 
wagon, and the third watched at the comer in a position to observe 
the German Exchange Bank on Orla Street. 

It was the day before payday for the German garrison. At pr. 
ciscly noon an armored truck from the ministry would stop i . 
deposit part of the payroll at the Exchange Bank. 

The watchman signaled the arnval of the armored truck. 

The horse-drawn wagon moved from the curb and stopped 
beside the manhole. A long ladder was taken from it and set down 
in the sewer. Samson Ben Horin led his party out of the sewer. They 
scattered with startling rapidity so that both ends of the block-long 
Orla Street could be sealed. 

A dozen German soldiers formed a guard around the armored 
truck before the bank. They passed the monev sacks in. 

Samson Ben Horin arched a homemade mauo-ball grenade. It 
landed at the right front tire of the truck. 

Nuts and bolts flew everywhere, ripping mto the bodies of the 
Germans. 

A second grenade. 

A third. 

Half of the Germans were on the ground, groveling with iron in 
them. Hie truck was disabled, but the guards inside fired buck. 
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A fire bottle splattered against the side of the truck, igniting into 
flame and driving the defenders out. 

Samson Ben Horin signaled for his men to converge. They pres- 
sed in from both ends of Orla Street. The Germans were pinned 
against the wall and the flaming truck. A few plunged into the 
bank for safety. 

Half of the raiders grabbed every money sack in sight. The other 
half pushed into the bank and forced the vaults open. Within eight 
minutes of the time they had come from the sewei, they dis- 
appeared the same way with more than a million zlotys. 

Simon Eden referred to the actions as practical field training to 
teach his army that the invulnerable enemy was indeed vulnerable. 

Within a week after Andrei’s ambush at Niska and Zameiihof 
streets, which signaled the uprising, Joint Jewish Forces had 
purged the ghetto of collaborators, added millions to their 
treasury, controlled the streets, confiscated tons of food, wrecked 
the two major slave-labor factories, and freed the workers. 

There were two large jobs left. The Jewish Militia, who cowered 
in their barracks, and the Civil Authority. The act of mere ven- 
geance: doing away with the Jewish Mihtia was overruled by 
more practical considerations of settlmg with the Jewish Civil 
Authority. 

On February 1, 1943, a hundred and fifty men and women of 
Joint Forces surrounded the Jewish Civil Authority building at 
dawn. Simon Eden broke down the doors and entered with fifty 
more Fighters. 

From his office on the third floor Boris Presser watched the 
scene below with Marinski, his assistant. 

“Get into the outer office,” Presser said quickly. “Stall them. 
Keep them out of here.” 

Presser sat behind his desk and tried to think. Every day he had 
been phoning Rudolph Schreiker to report on the rampa^ng of 
the Joint Forces. Murder in the streets, assassinations, looting, ex- 
tortion. Boris was positive the actions would result in a murderous 
reprisal from the Reinhard Corps, but another day passed and an- 
other and another and nothing happened. 

Each day his people cringed in the Civil Authority building with 
their families, trying to push him into a decision. Boris didn’t like 
decisions or involvements. He had made a career of evasiveness. 
The Germans had always told him what to do. He did it. He had 
the ready-made excuse of throwing up his hands and saying, “What 
could I do?” 

Marinski bolted into the room, crying semi-coherently, “Stop 
them! They’re taking our families!” 

“Stop shouting. Shouting will do no good. Get out there and 
delay Eden from coming in.” 
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Boris locked the door and ran to the phone. First Schreiker, then 
the Militia. The line was dead. He clicked it desperately. Nothing. 
Presser rubbed his throbbing temples and slipped to the window. 
Women and children, families of the Civil Authority, were being 
prodded out into the street at gun point. A ruckus m the outer 
office. Authoritative knocks at his door. 

Stall . . . play for time . . . debate . . . stall. 

5Ie unlocked the door. Simon Eden stood before him. Black- 
eyed; long, wiry frame; intense. Simon hovered over the smaller 
man, shov^ the door open wide, and looked around the office. He 
stepped inside the room and closed the door behind him, shutting 
out Marinski, who was too terrified to protest the abduction of his 
wife and daughter. 

Boris backed up, bringing eveiything within him to the fore to 
maintain control and not show his fear. “I protest this humihation 
of the CivL Authority,” he s.ad. 

Simon ignored him, his eyes showed almost boredom. 

“You have no right to barge in here and kidnap our families. 
You have no right to treat us like collaborators.” Boris prodded to 
find a point of argumert. 

Simon would not argue. “History will pass judgment on the Civil 
Authority,” he said dryly. 

Careful, Presser said to himself, careful. Don’t anger him. “You 
must realize,” Boris fenced, “that I have no personal authorization 
to grant you recognition.” 

“Just recognize what comes out of the end of this muzzle. It is 
quite simple. We have your families. We want your treasury.” 

Beads of perspiration popped out on Boris Presser’s upper b 
To refuse would be to admit that he was truly a puppet of thi. 
Germans, for in fact Joint Jewish Forces now represented the au- 
thority in the ghetto. But if he did recognize Fden, the Germans 
would eventually punish him when they returned. Boris was in a 
vise. He opened his arms bwievolently. “Surely, Simon, as a man 
who knows organizational structure you are aware that 1 do not 
control our very insignificant treasury. I have no way of acting.” 

“Find a way,” Simon interrupted. “In an hour we shall deposit 
three corpses at the doorsteps of this building. One will be a mem- 
ber of your own family. Eat*', hour thereafter, three more hostages 
will be shot until you deliver two million zlotys to Joint Forces.” 

Marinski, eavesdropping, burst in, “Give him the damned 
money!” 

Boris was dying to dnnk a glass of water to relieve his parched 
throat, but he knew that if he lifted a glass his hand would spill it 
with trembling. “Let me discuss this with my board,” Boris said, 
continuing the role of a reasonable man. “There are many touchy 
legal problems. Mind you, 1 am certain they can be solved, but this 
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is rather sudden. Let us thrash it out. We will come up with a 
suitable compromise.” 

Simon Eden looked down at him with final disgust. “You have 
no alternative,” he said, and before Boris Presser could speak 
again, Simon left. 

An hour later the two million zlotys were turned over to Simon, 
half from the denuded treasury and half contiscated as ransom 
from personal fortunes. 

“1 was in favor of dumping you at the Stawki Gate with Piotr 
Warsinski,” Simon said impassively. “But Alexander Brandel is a 
dreamer. He believes in the poetic justic of making you and your 
people burrow into the ground and live like rats ... as the rest of us 
have.” 

The Jewish Fighters released the hostages. Boris Prosser’s action 
ended any further use the Germans may have had for the Civil 
Authority. 

Boris Presser and the rest who had served as message boys of the 
Germans were cast loose to spend the rest of their days despised 
and scorned by both their own people and the enemy. 

The next morning posters were nailed over the front door of the 
abandoned Civil Authority building and posted on the walls 
throughout the ghetto. 

attention! 

AS OF TODAY, FEBRUARY 1, 1943, THE JEWISH CIYFL AUTHORITY IS 
DISBANDED. THIS GHEITO IS UNDER THL SOLE AND ABSOLUTE 
AUTHORITY OF JOINT JEWISH FORCES. ORDERS ARE TO BE OBEYED 
WITHOUT RESERV ATION, 

signed: 

Atlas, Commander, Joint Jewish Forces 
Jan, Executive Commander 


Chapter Eight 


Journal Entry 

The Star of David flies over the Warsaw ghetto! 

On February 2 1943^ the German Sixth Army surrendered at 
Stalingrad, We feel for the first time that Germany will lose the 
war. But how quickly will the floodwaters recede ? 

None of us are so foolish as to believe we will ever live to see a 
Jewish state in Palestine^ but we have sounded the great trumpet of 
the return. A Jewish army controls the first autonomous piece of 
Jewish land in nearly two thousand years of our dispersal. Our 
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**nationar is only a few square blocks and we know we shall not 
hold it long, but, as Tolek Altcrman says, **This is Jiving Zionism.'* 
No matter what happens hereafter, Jor this moment we are a proud 
and free people. 

The first " capital" of our "Jewish state" is Mila 18. 1 shall describe 
it. There are six main rooms. These are named for the six Polish 
extermination camps. Rooms: Bclzcc Auschwitz hold a hundred 

and twenty fighters of two companies, one Bund and one Bathyran. 
This group is under Andrei's personal command {in addition to his 
other duties). 

Majdanek is the room whicfi runs alongside the Kanal. Joint 
Forces had voted to keep this room (and several others around the 
ghetto) for the exclusive use of as many children as we can care 
for. We have rounded up forty. Nothing takes priority over the 
continuation of the Orphans and Self-Help tradition. As soon as we 
can place these children on the Aryan side we find others to bring 
into Maj uancK A Ithough Rachael Bronski li ves at the Franciskanska 
bunker (under Wolf's command — / am very proud of him. To think 
such a soldier and leader is my son), she spends a great deal of time 
on the children" operation. We keep a program oj schooling and 
games. At night they can go out for exercise and Jresh air. Pray 
God a few oj them will survive. They are our harvest. 

Ttcbliaka holds food stores and is the "hospital" for the central 
command (two doctors, four nurses.) Sobibor keeps relatives of 
the Fighters and those few intellectuals we have been able to 
salvage. A snuittering of writers, scientists, artists, thcologists, his- 
tonans, and teachers, who represent the last voice of our dying 
culture. 

Cholmno is the arsenal and munitions works. Jules Schlo.*i ' g 
and a dozen workers manujacture and store fire bombs and grenut \ 
(Actual weapons — i.e., pistols, rifles —arc as scarce as ever.) 

The second hallway is filled with small cells which are also named 
in "honor" of the les.ser camps. 

Stutlhof IS a closet holding the generator; Poniatow has the 
office and living quarters of Simon, Andrei, Tolek (operations and 
training ojficer), and Christopher de Monti Stutthof holds two 
other cots for the radio and telephone operator on watch. Trawniki 
is a tiny cell for the exclusive quarters oj Rabbi Solomon. He is the 
last rabbi left in the ghetto. Fathi r Jakub tells me the Church is 
hiding Rabbi Nahum, probably to pre.serve as a historic relic. Dachau 
is shared by Moritz and Sheina Katz and Sylvia and me. (What 
privileged characters we are!) 

Our number varies, but two hundred and twenty persons is the 
limit. We could not fit another in sideways. Thanks to the ingenious 
engineering by Moritz the Nasher's departed gang, circulation 
through air vents is not too bad. We use the generator for lights, 
sparingly. Petrol is hard to get and is needed for fire bombs, 
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Candles are used most of the time. But candles burn oxygen. 

Mila 18 has six entrances: the sewer through the children's room^ 
a removable stove in the house above^ and four tunnels in different 
directions running one hundred to three hundred feet away from 
Mila 18. 

Expansion of our army is almost nil. Few left in the ghetto are fit 
to fight. Secondly^ the arms shortage is as bad as ever. Our forces^ 
combined with the three Revisionist groups at Nalewki 37 {Jabotin- 
ski^ Chayal, and Trumpeldor\ give us a total of six hundred soldiers. 
Less than one in three has a firearm. The operations of the last 
week have seriously depleted our* ammunition. iVe average less 
than ten rounds per weapon. 

Our "^quartennaster." Moritz the Nasher^ made his first major 
acquisition yesterday — several hundred pairs of boots. Boots^ long 
time a symbol of German oppression^ have become a symbol of our 
defiance. In Poland only strong men wear boots these days. Simon 
knew that the boots would be a great morale factor. 

The Joint Jewish Forces work in three operations. One third: 
duty on the rooftops watch and in roving patrols. One third: con- 
structing underground bunkers. One third: in training. The com- 
manders {Eden, Androfski, and Rondel, sometimes Ben Horin) have 
set up a system of rooftop fighting based on ambush tactics. Each 
company has alternate bunkers, so that we continually shift our 
positions. The key is a continued building of a skilled runner system 
to keep communications intact. Although we have had simulated 
combat drills for several days, the main question is yet to be an- 
s}ifered. Can this rabble army with few weapons maintain discipline 
under fire? Is there enough individual courage and ability to im- 
provise among these unskilled soldiers to really tell upon the greatest 
military power the world has ever known ^ 

The task of holding for a week seems impos.sible, but there is an 
unmistakable air of optimism. Morale is splendid. A new feeling of 
dignity among the surviving population is infectious. 

We await the enemy. We know that this fight for freedom is 
entirely without hope. But does the fight for freedom ever really end ^ 
Andrei is right. All we have left is our honor and the historic duty 
to make our battle at this moment. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

An ingenious phone circuit had been rigged from Mila 18 
through the sewers directly to the other command posts at Wolf 
Brandel’s Franaskanska bunker and to Rodel beneath the Con- 
verts’ Church. A half dozen phones» mainly in German factories, 
were used on occasion for contact beyond the wall, along with the 
]ow«wattage radio transmitter. 

Tolek Alterman dozed on his cot next to the phone in the com- 
mander’s office in Poniatow at Mila 18. 
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The phone rang. Tolek swung to a sitting position. He had let his 
hair grow long again since he stopped going to thv, Aryan side. He 
brushed it out of his eyes and fished for the receiver. 

‘‘Jerusalem,” he said. “Roberto speaking.” 

“Hello, Roberto. This is Tolstoy in Beersheba.” Tolek recog- 
nized the bull-horn voice of Rodel. “Get me Atlas.” 

Andrei, who w:^ standing behind Tolek, walked quickly around 
the el of the corridor to Chelmno, where Simon fretted over the 
plans of the matzo ball-land mine being designed by Jules Schlos- 
berg. 

“Phone,” he said. “Rodel.”^ 

“Hello, Beersheba. This is Atlas in Jerusalem.” 

“Hello, Atlas. Tolstoy, Beersheba. My angels see the Rhine 
Maidens and their Swans at Stalingrad. One thousand bottles. It 
looks as if they are coming through the Red Sea.” 

“Don’t any wine unless it’s offered.” 

^*Shah n: 

^^Shahmr 

Simon set the phone down and looked up at Tolek and Andrei. 

“1 heard,” Andrei said. He went quickly to Belzec and Ausch- 
witz. “All right! Let’', go! Up to the roots!” 

The Fighters snatched their weapons and crowded to the ladder 
which would take them through the stove into Mila 18. 

“Move along, move along,” Andrei prodded. 

Alexander Brandel stumbled from his cell, coming out of a deep 
sleep “A drill, Andrei?” 

“No drill. They’re coming.” 

“Runners!” Simon Eden barked. 

A dozen swift, danng boys m their teens clustered arounc \e 
entrance to Poniatow. Simon towered over them. “The Germ, ns 
are massing before their barracks with their Auxilanes. We expect 
them through the Zclazna Gate. One thousand in number. Alert 
all companies. Hold tire unless fired upon. Move out!” 

The ghetto rats scampered tlirough the six exits to alert the scat- 
tered bunkers. 

Andrei watched the last of his men go up the ladder to the stove 
upstairs. Stephan, Andrei’s personal runner, followed his uncle as 
though he were glued to him. Andrei poked his head into Poniatow. 
Simon was afraid. Andrei slapped Simon s shoulder hard. “We 
won’t fire until we can smell their breath,” he said. “Don’t worry.” 

“We’ll soon find out,” Simon said. “I wish I could be up there 
with you.” 

Andrei shrugged. “Such are the fortunes of a commander,” he 
said, and was gone with Stephan close behind him. 

Tolek ran up and down the tunnel. “Stop the generator! Com- 
bat conditions! Deborah, keep the children quiet. Rabbi, I’ll have 
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to ask you to pray sflently. Moritz» card game*s over for now. 
Button up, everyone— button up!** 

Adam Blumenfeld at the radio threw a switch to put the receiver 
on batteries as the generator groimd to a halt and the lights went 
out. 

Beep . . . beep . . . beep . . . beep ... he heard in his earphones. 
He pulled the headset off and called out in the darkness. 

“Are you there, Simon?” 

“Fm here.” 

“Radio confirmation. The Germans are moving.** 

Beep . . . beep . . . beep . . . beep . . . warned the mobile trans- 
mitter from the Aryan side. 

Simon struck a match and found the candle on the desk. He 
cranked the phone handle. 

“Haifa . . . hello, Haifa.** 

“This is Haifa.” 

“This is Atlas in Jerusdem. Let me speak to Chess Master.’* 

“Chess Master speaking,” Wolf Brandel answered from the 
Franciskanska bunker. 

“The Rhine Maidens and their Swans are at Stalingrad. One 
thousand bottles. They’re coming through the Red Sea. Don’t 
drink any wine unless it’s offered.” 

“Oh boy!” 

Simon hung up. He could see Alex and Tolek on the fringe of the 
candle glow. Now was the commander’s agony. Waiting in the 
dark. The acid test was here. It was deathly still. Even the endless 
prayers of Rabbi Solomon trailed to a silent movement of the lips. 

Across vacant courtyards, flitting over rooftops, sloshing 
through sewage, darting up deserted staircases, the runners from 
Mila 18 flashed from cover to cover to alert the Fighters. The com- 
panies moved in ghostlike silence to their positions behind win- 
dows, on the roofs, from sewer cover. Yes, it was all quite like a 
drill. 

The streets had a stillness like the face of the moon. Some 
feathers fluttered down from the rooftops in sudden gusts of wind. 
Hidden eyes watched the ethereal stillness. 

A dim sound of heels cracking against cobblestones. Qump . . . 
clump . . . clump . . . clump . . . clump. 

The SS at the Zelazna Gate, barricaded behind machine-gun 
nests, darted out to remove the barbed-wire blocking the entrance. 

Rode] looked from the window in the uniform factory out to the 
picket fence where the black-uniformed marchers flickered past 
with the broken motion of a film running to a halt. The bootless 
brown uniforms of the Auxiliaries made a softer tread. Rodel 
watched, his teeth tightening in his moon-shaped face. On and on 
they passed. 

“Hello, Beersheba,** Rodel phoned to his bunker. “This is 
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Tolstoy. Advise Jerusalem that the Rhine Maidens and their 
Swans have passed the Land of Goshen. Brimiiilde is leading 
them. They are going up the Jordan River.” 

Andrei Androfski looked up and down the rooftops at his dis- 
persed Fighters. He was satisfied that they were deployed properly. 
Once on the roofs, the Joint Command was able to keep their 
companies in communication by signal posts from roof to roof. A 
message was relayed from Ana Grinspan’s company that the Ger- 
mans were marching up Zamenhof Street almost at the same 
moment that Rodefs command had phoned the information to 
Simon Eden. Andrei crawled on his belly to the comer overlooking 
the interesection of Mila and Zanienhof streets, with Stephan at 
his heels. He wiggled into a position to observe Zamenhof Street 
through a pair of field glasses. 

Andrei grumbled to himself and sharpened his focus. “Brun- 
hilde hir'.jcL,’ he said. “Siutzc. How nice.” 

Clump! Clump! Hump! Clump! The boot heels cracked, their 
echoes reverberating off the hollow shells ot the buildings. 

“Halt*” 

The SS, Wehrmacht, and Auxiliaries broke ranks and scattered 
at the comer of Zamenhof and Gensia streets under the eyes and 
guns of Ana Grinspan’s company. 

With the enemy three blocks away, Andrei shifted his position, 
risking a little more exposure to get a better view. He saw the Ger- 
mans surrounding the Civil Authority building and the Jewish 
Militia barracks. SS men smashed into the abandoned Civil 
Authority. In a few minutes Andrei watched a confused command 
meeting in the middle of Zamenhof Street, Stutze pointer ad 
ranted. 

‘‘Hello, what’s this?” Andrei whispered. 

Jewish militiamen appeared in the streets for the first time since 
they had been terrorized into their barracks, but now they came at 
the end of Wehrmacht ba/onels. Several Jewish militiamen, obvi- 
ously of rank, were pulled from the hero and beaten mto the Civil 
Authority building. 

The sounds of machine pistol shots split the air. 

“Runner!” Andrei snappjcd. Stephan crawled alongside him. 

“Get a message to Simon. The Germans are rounding up the 
Jewish Militia. Some of them arc being executed in the Civil 
Authority building. Apparently the Germans don't know that the 
Civil Authority has defected. We can anticipate the Germans 
taking the Militia straight up Zamenhof to the Stawki Gate and 
the Umschlagplatz. We want instructions.” 

Stephan repeated the message, then scooted down the middle of 
the roof for the short run through the skylight of Mila 1 8 and down 
the stairs to the bunker. Stephan appeared at the same moment 
that Ana Grinspan’s runner appeared with an identical message. 
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Simon looked to Tolek and Alex. 

''Andrei wants instructions,” Stephan said. 

The Germans would march the Jewish Militia under the massed 
guns of Andrei’s companies and a company of Wolf’s Fighters 
neiu- the Stawki Gate. There were a thousand Germans m the 
street. They would be sitting pigeons. Should the rebellion begin 
on a note of saving Jewish traitors ? Would it not be poetic and 
historic justice to sec those ghouls marched off to the Umschlag- 
platz just as they had taken their own blood and flesh? An out- 
burst which would give these bastards a chance to spread and hide 
would all but deplete the ammunit.on stores of the Joint Forces. 

Command decision! God. If only Andrei were down here to 
knock me on my back. Tolek and Alex continued to watch him m 
the dim light. Simon sucked in a deep breath, then another. The 
Germans were in a box such as they might never be caught in again 
But . . . did it not take just as much courage to make the decision 
to let them pass out of the ghetto to give his Fighters a day, a week , 
ten days to find more ammunition? 

"Tell Andrei ... to keep absolute discipline. Let them pass.” He 
spun the crank of the phone to confirm his opinion, to assure him- 
self. "This is Jerusalem. Atlas speaking. The Rhme Maidens arc at 
Herod’s Palace and are taking Korah and Absalom to Egypt. Let 
them pass.” 

In the bunker of the Revisionists at Nalweki 37, Samson Ben 
Honn faced the commander of his Chayal group who were spread 
along the roofs over Zemenhof near Ana Grinspan’s company. 
The Chayal officer, Emanuel, snorted at Ben Horin. 

“Wc will not let them pass!” 

Samson Ben Horin stroked his newly grown beard. He liked it. 
The liaison runner from Eden’s headquarters looked from Ben 
Horin to his officer. 

"We are not obligated to carry out orders from Eden,” the 
officer prodded. 

"You are obligated to take my orders,” Ben Horin answered. 
"By coincidence they are exactly the same. Let the Germans pass 
through.” 

Emanuel was enraged. "The Germans are in a box!” 

Ben Horin shrugged. 

"You are a flunky of the Labor Zionists,” Emanuel cried. 

"I shall relieve you of your command this instant if you cannot 
obey,” Ben Horin threatened angrily. 

Emanuel sulked, simmered, calmed, and was returned to his 
post, distressed that Ben Horin had taken a position concurrent 
with that of the Joint Forces. 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Clump! 

Andrei crawled as close to the roof’s edge as he dared. He looked 
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over his people. Their sweaty hands tighten^] around their 
weapons. Black eyes blazed from hidden corners. Andrei poked 
his fist into the air in a “hold fire” signal. 

Beneath him the Germans took the Jewish Militia toward the 
Umschlagplatz and Treblinka. 

Andrei licked his lips. He sighted “Gaby.” the Schmeisser. on 
Sieghold Stutze’s heart. “Ah,” he whispeicd to himself. “What a 
lovely, magnificent target. So full of nice plump syphilitic blood.” 
He clenched his teeth, pulling his itching, wiggling finger off the 
trigger. 

The Fighters strewn out abc^e Zamenhof Street looked down on 
their tormentors, gnawing pains of restraint holding them from 
unleashing their wrath. 

“Look at that juicy Austrian. Ah, Stutze . . . Will I ever get such 
a lovely shot at you?” Andrei half cried to himself. “What a god- 
damn WLi !” 

“Hello, Jerusale.ii,” Wolf Brandel said. “The Angel from 
Lebanon advises us that the Rhine Maidens have taken Korah and 
Absalom into Egypt. They are boarding the train for hell. All is 
clear.” 

As the tail end of the German force disappeared out of the 
Stawki Gate, the hands gripping the guns and grenades and bottle 
bombs relaxed and their bodies slumped in exhaustion, drained by 
tension. 

A waving of signal (lags, rooftop to window, window to rooftop 
to street. A scampering of the runners. “.All is clear.” 

The generator in Mila 18 sputtered and span into life. The Ijphts 
flickered on. The children in Majdanck, lying lightly against 
orah on the floor, resumed their reading game and Rabbi Solor i 
lifted the chant of his prayer and Moritz the Nasher cut the ilouule 
deck of cards for another round of sixty-six and Alexander wrote 
down the notes in the journal. 

Simon Eden was doubled over the desk with exhaustion. Andrei 
came in and slammed him across the back. “Simon! Did I have 
that syphilitic Austrian in my gun sights! I ached from head to 
toe to blast his head oil. What discipline! Noi a whisper up there! 
Not a sign. Not for a single second did Stutze know he was under 
our guns! Simon! Simon! By God, wc have an army!” 

Simon nodded weakly. 

“You know,” Andrei whispered confidcntiallv, *T will wager 
anything you own that we can hold them for a week.” 
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Chapter Nine 


Oberfiihrer Funk arrived in Berlin somewhat regretful that he 
had allowed Horst von Epp to muddle his thinking. It was prepos- 
terous to suggest a new set of tactics for the liquidation of the 
ghetto. He should have followed orders and returned with heavily 
armed men the day after the January 18 act of banditry. But it was 
too late. He had no choice. When Funk proposed Von Epp’s 
theory of pacifying the Jews he *^^as chagrined that Himmler 
thought it an excellent idea. In fact, it was so well received that 
Funk took full credit for thinking up the entire scheme. 

In Berlin, problems were cropping up everywhere. The shock of 
the catastrophe at Stalingrad rocked the High Command, which 
was now facing a mammoth Russian winter counteroffensive. 

In North Africa, Rommel’s magnificent Afrika Korps was en- 
gaged in furious actions with the ever-strengthening Allied forces. 
A second disaster seemed in the makmg. 

Italy was all but militarily impotent. One could smell that Italy 
was about to defect politically, as well. 

In the air, the Luftwaffe had failed in its mission to crush the 
morale of the dogged Englishmen, and now all of England was 
being transformed into a gargantuan air field poised to return 
Gennan bombs tenfold. 

In the Pacific, the Americans had wrested the initiative. They 
seized island after island, which the Japanese had been certain was 
beyond the stamina of the American fighting men. The Japanese 
had not reckoned the extent of the uncommon valor of the United 
States Marine Corps. 

Throughout the German Empire one could sense the restless 
awakening of the conquered. Despite brutal reprisals for under- 
ground activities, secret armies continued to grow. Indeed, Yugo- 
slavia was gathering a force potent enough to divert badly needed 
German divisions off the eastern front. The policing of Greece and 
Poland required men and arms needed elsewhere. 

To a lesser degree, sabotage, assassination, harassment, espion- 
age flared up from Prague to Copenhagen to Oslo to Amsterdam 
to Brussels. Pin pricks, indeed, but enough stings were causing a 
painful swelling. Even in northern Italy a partisan army was 
forming. 

This was the sudden realization of the brute who thought himself 
invincible being felled and stunned for the first time and crawling 
to hk feet with a new appraisal of his adversary. Germany was 
stunned and smarted. The contemptuous smile was wiped from his 
lips. He was in pain. 

Funk’s visits with Eichmann at Gestapo 4B showed that 

392 



Eichmaim was still going about his job of rounding up the Jews 
with uncommon zeal, but he was hitting stone walls. Finland flatly 
defied German orders to turn over the Jews and threatened to use 
the Finnish army to defend them. A second flat refusal came from 
the Bulgarians. Then Denmark. King Christian of Denmark re- 
sponded to the German order for Jews to wear the Star of David 
by putting on the first one himself and ordering all Danes to follow 
iuit in a display that one Dane was the same as another. 

In France and Belgium and Holland, Jews were hidden in con- 
vents and attics, and even the Rumanians balked and the Hun- 
garians split on the issue. Itaify refused to become a partner to 
genocide. 

Although Eichmann’s agents were able to flush out Jews, get 
them through subterfuge and threat and strong-arm methods, 
nowhere in western Europe were they for sale for extra rations as 
they wciw in r'oland, Ukrainia, and the Baltics. 

Funk arrived in B%Tlin during a period of agonizing reappraisals. 
Himmler, Eichmann, and those most interested in the final solu- 
tion agreed that the Warsaw ghetto, largest symbol of European 
Jewry, had to be liquidated quietly. It would indeed be a terrible 
propaganda setback lor Berlin to admit the Jews were capable of 
fighting. It would be worse if Jews were to conduct the first rebel- 
lion against the Nazis that could start a chain reaction among the 
restless undergrounds. 

Alfred Funk returned to Warsaw just long enough to turn the 
matter of peaceful liquidation over to the district Kommissar, 
Rudolph Schreiker. He left immmediately for Denmark, where the 
pesky Danish underground was chopping the rail system tc /•*'Jts 
and leading in British bombers. Denmark, symbol of the >e 
Aryan” brother, was behaving badly. 

Throughout February 1913, Rudolph Schreiker bumbled 
through a fruitless campaign to lure the forty thousand survivors out 
of the ghetto. Joint Jewish Forces had a standing order that anyone 
volunteering for deportation or attemptmg to leave under German 
auspices would be shot. 

Joint Jewish Forces allowed small numbers of Germans to enter 
the ghetto unmolested. Schreiker’s emissaries went to the factories, 
attempting to win “labor transferrals” by guaranteeing good work- 
ing conditions in Poniatow or Trawniki. To hack up his intentions 
of good faith, Schreiker shipped in some food and medicine. 

A few prominent Jews in prison in Warsaw were sent into the 
ghetto to form a new Jewish Civil Authority to open schools 
and hospitals and resume cultural activities. 

But no one budged from his hiding place. 

In a week Schreiker realized the new Civil Authority was power- 
less and in an angry rage over his own failure had them executed in 
the bloody Civil Authority building. 
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The newspapers and the radio decried the lack of Jewish co- 
operation in the resettlement for “honest labor.” The Polish people 
were fed a line that it was Jewish behavior that’ was to blame for 
the Polish misfortunes, for if Jews reported for “honest labor,” 
then Poles would not be needed. It was a “logic” the Poles ac- 
cepted. 

Simon Eden had the one thing he wanted most, time. It was 
time he had played for when he held fire when the M ilitia was taken 
to the Umschlagplatz. Time gave him the chance to augment his 
meager forces. 

The Revisionists made firm contact with a small right-wing 
underground group, the ND Brigade, on the other side, fhrough 
the ND Brigade, the Revisionist groups — Chayal, Jabotinski, and 
Trumpeldor — were the best-armed company in the ghetto. 

The Communist underground People’s Guard was ill armed and 
could not spare a bullet for the ghetto, but they gave Joint Forces a 
strong liaison on the Aryan side with radio contact and hiding 
places in Warsaw. 

By March of 1943 the tiny Jewish Forces were deeply hidden in 
the catacombs oi the ghetto, were quick in their response to dis- 
cipline, had as good observation and communications and con- 
tacts as circumstances allowed. The small teams of Fighters had 
shown extraordinary restraint in holding lire and maneuvering 
without being seen and had developed leadership to such a degree 
that even the pessimistic Simon Eden was beginning to feel they 
could hold the Germans at bay for a week. 

Mid-March. Two months had passed and the Jews still held the 
ghetto. Alfred Funk roared into Warsaw, locked Rudolph 
Schreiker in his office, and berated him with obscenities for an 
hour. Schreiker was stripped of the duty. He was allowed to retain 
his post, for the Nazis could not admit failure in Jewish matters, 
but ghetto liquidation was turned over to Horst von Epp and Dr. 
Franz Koenig. ' 

On March 17 a single German staff car drove through the 
Leszno-Tlomatskie Gate with a pair of large white flags attached 
to either fender. It moved at a crawl up Zamenhof Street and slop- 
ped before the Civil Authority building. A single soldier without 
rank stepped from behind the wheel and held up another white 
flag. 

The car was under observation by Jewish Fighters the instant it 
entered the ghetto. The soldier shifted nervously from one foot to 
the other, unnerved by the quiet. 

Heads began popping out from behind doorways, crevices, win-, 
dows, courtyards, in a circle around him. He waved the white flag 
vigorously. Then his eyes narrowed as a woman holding a German 
rifle and wearing German boots approached him. leading a dozen 
men. 
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Ana Grinspan had seen Germans in her rifle sights before, but 
this was different. The mutual curiosity of enemy looking at 
enemy. The practical apphcation of Andrei’s continued lectures 
that these were not supermen. Hit them with a bullet and they will 
go down. The soldier was clearly puzzled at the face of his enemy. 
The ‘‘sub-human” was a tall handsome woman leadmg men whose 
prowess he had no desire to contest. 

‘‘I have a message for your commander from Dr. Franz Koenig 
representing the German authorities,” he recited. 

“Runner,” Ana commanded, “go to Atlas in Jerusalem and tell 
him that Pharaoh has sent a rtessenger under truce. We wiU hold 
him at Herod’s Palace.” 

A runner dashed off down Zamenhof Street. 

“Blmdfold him,” Ana ordcicd 

Moments later Simon Eden spoke to the back of the soldier. “I 
am the c aniiicinder,” he said. 

“Dr. Koemg wisl ^ s to have a meeting under tnice with you and 
your command. He guarantees complete safety ” 

Simon interrupted “Tell him that if he wishes a conference he 
will walk alone through the Leszno-Tlomatskie Gate holding a 
white flag and he will otop before the Civil Authority ouilding. He 
will come between twelve and twclvc-ten o’clock ” 

The single obese figure of Franz Koenig waddled into the un- 
earthly stillness. He quaked with fear, waving an oversized white 
flag back and forth with each step. 

Down tne middle of the empty street The eerie sensation that a 
thousand pair of eyes w'cre on him Hidden Looking at hur. '"e 
stole glances at the windows aqd the roofs. Not a stir. How cc f 
anything be so deserted? 

Koenig had wanted to wear civilian clothing, but he feared the 
Nazis would think he wav afraid to wear a un.torm He did slip off 
the swastika armband thetnstant he was inside the ghetto No use 
antagonizing them, he thought. 

He inched farther up the street, pr st Dzielna, past Pawia Still no 
sign of life. He stopped at the intersection of Gensia and looked in 
all four directions. Nothing. Only a snow ball of feathers. The struc- 
ture of the Civil Authority building was behind him. 

“Anyone here?” Anyone here . . . anyone here . . . anyone here? 
echoed his voice. 

“Hello!” Hello . . . hello . . . hello. 

Ten minutes passed. Koenig was numbed with fear. 

“Koenig!” 

He looked for the voice. 

“Koenig!” 

The front door of the Civil Authority building was ajar He 
walked gingerly up the steps and shoved the door open. It groaned. 
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He narrowed his eyes to slits to see down the shadowed corridor 
and waved the white flag. 

“Truce!” he called. “Truce!” 

The door slammed behind him. He turned and looked into the 
bearded face of Samson Ben Horin. 

“Hands up,” Ben Horin said. He frisked Koenig. “March!” 
Down the corridor. The walls were stained with dried blood 
from German executions. The plaster chipped away. Debris every- 
where. 

“Turn in there. Sit.” 

Franz didn’t like the sordid r(Pom. It was overturned and 
smashed. It smelled bad. He swallowed to loosen his throat and 
stared at the table, afraid to look into the eyes of Samson Ben 
Horin. Samson smirked. 

“So you are a superman,” he said. 

Koenig felt inept before the lean, fierce, black-eyed young Jew 
who could obviously rip him to shreds. Samson sat in the window 
sill and swung his leg back and forth. “So you are a superman,” he 
repeated. 

The door opened. Simon Eden towering over six feet three inches 
and like a band of steel, Andrei Androfski with the power of a 
lion, Rodel with the build of a tank — all came in and leaned against 
the wall. 

Koenig knew instantly that not only were the Joint Foices not a 
myth, but the survivors were a fierce breed. 

i^lexander Brandel helped Rabbi Solomon into the room. He 
and the old man sat opposite Koemg. 

“Stand up in the presence of our rabbi,” Andrei said, “and cover 
your head.” 

Koenig pushed the chair back from the table and arose. 

Rode! did not particularly subscribe to the idea of having Sam- 
son Ben Horin and Rabbi Solomon attend the conference. To 
him, Ben Horin’s Revisionists were a*.^in to fascists. Moreover, 
Ben Horin would not bind himself to Joint Forces. As for Solomon, 
it was sentimentality and nonsense. But for the sake of umty he 
did not protest. 

“Talk,” Simon said. 

“On behalf ... on behalf of the German authority, I am au- 
thorized to negotiate a settlement of our difficulties.” 

The pronouncement was made without reaction. Koenig cleared 
his throat and continued. 

“We would like to put the past behind us. Let bygones be by- 
gones. I mean, there is no use dragging out old skeletons in the 
closet. Let us forget yesterday and talk about tomorrow.” 

Stfll no reaction from the six men he faced. 

“What we wish to do is complete the resettlement of the ghetto. 
Now, before you say anything, let me assure you that I came hero 
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fully prepared to guarantee excellent working conditions at camps 
you are free to examine.** 

Ben Horin swung his leg back and forth from his seat in the win- 
dow. Rode! glared hatred. Simon and Andrei looked aimlessly at 
the floor. Only Alex registered some amazement. 

Koenig cleared his throat again. 

“We are prepared to sign a pact. Our word. A treaty, if you 
(4ease . . He stopped. All six pairs of hard eyes were on him now, 
registering disdain. He was making no progress whatsoever and he 
was getting more nervous. 

“All right. I ask you, under^hat conditions will you consider 
abandoning the ghetto?” 

There were no German tricks left, no more cunning or wile or 
ruses. 

“You must consider it,” Koenig continued. “Mind you, I am 
not makLig ti reals, but surely you must know that your position is 
impossible.” 

Still no reply. Koenig had come to barter, prepared to fall back 
to a line of retreat to get what he wanted; peaceful liquidation. 
Their continued silence had left him with no choice but to make the 
final offer at once. 

“You men here represent the leadership of what we estimate to 
be forty to fif ty thousand people. To show you we mean business, 
we are prepared to pay you a handsome indemnity. Several hun- 
dred thousand zlotys. We will deposit it in Swiss francs, American 
dollars, or however you desire, and we will give you two thousand 
visas to Sweden. We guarantee safe conduct under Swedish or 
Swiss auspices. If you wish, you can leave m lots of one hunJ-rd 
and arrange coded messages to assure each other of safe arri\ 
Now, gentlemen, what could be fairer than that?” 

Koenig’s offer was absolutely clear. It was a bribe for freedom. 
They would allow the leaders and part of ibc Jewish Forces to 
escape and, not only that? pay them to escape in exchange for 
leaving the rest of the survivors undefended and at the mercy of 
the Germans. Without Joint Jewish Forces there would be no 
further danger of resistance. The rest would go quietly. 

“Don’t keep Dr. Koenig waiting, Alex,” Simon said. “I’m sure 
you have an answer for him.” 

Alexander Brandel stood up face to face with Franz Koenig. He 
expectorated a large wad of spit which landed on Franz Koenig’s 
nose and dribbled down the German’s lips and chin. 

“Get out,” Simon hissed. 

Samson Ben Horin jumped down from the window sill and 
cocked his pistol. “Let’s give the Germans a real answer.” 

“No,” Rabbi Solomon said. “He has entered our house under 
truce. We are bound to protect him.” 

“Rabbi 1 This is Pharaoh! The blood of Jewish slaves is on his 
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hands. His fat pockets bulge with gold from Jewish sweat.** 

“No, Samson,” the rabbi admonished softly. “As elder of this 
community, 1 will not permit it.*’ 

Samson jammed the barrel against Koenig’s temple and snarled. 
Neither Andrei nor Simon nor Rodel cared to stop him. 

“Only one side in this war is the Nazis’. Let this miserable cur 
crawl out of here with the memory of honorable men engraved on 
his wretched soul living in fear of the moment the wrath of God will 
avenge us!” Solomon said. 

Simon heaved a sigh and grasped the gun barrel and lowered it 
from Koenig’s temple. “Let him gft,” he said. 

Samson Ben Horin whirled around and smashed the wall with 
his fist. 

“Get out before I change my mind,” Simon said to Koenig. 

Franz Koenig boiled out of the room, tripped and tumbled from 
his awkward fat, and crawled halfway down the corridor in a panic 
to escape. He ran out into the street, waving the white flag. 

“Truce! Truce! Truce!” 

Simon and Samson and Andrei and Rodel and Alex gathered 
about the window and watched Koenig stumble over the inter- 
section and out of sight. 

“Truce! Truce! Truce!” 

Andrei put his hand on Alex’s shoulder. '*Nu, how does it feel 
to be a man of violence?” 

“Not bad, Andrei. Not bad at all.” 


Chapter Ten 


Journal Entry 

For the entire month of March the Gjrmanv have made a frantic 
effort to lure Jews into the open. The Gestapo has initiated a '"‘visa" 
scheme designed to make '‘foreigners'^ register at the Polonia Hotel, 
The imMritten understanding is that Jews in hiding will be given 
passage to Sweden if they can purchase their freedom. 

The Gestapo has gone to extraordinary lengths to make the visa 
selling appear legitimate. A fake Red Cross unit is at the Polonia to 
administrate the plan. (Note: Fake Red Cross establishments have 
been used again and again by the Germans throughout Europe to 
bait escaped prisoners of war and others in hiding. They also use 
fake undergrounds with collaborators operating them,) 

Apparently they are allowing a few of the visa purchasers to reach 
Sweden to '‘prove" to the others that this is the real thing. 

We were astonished to learn that David Zemba has put so much 
credence in the visa scheme that he has come out of hiding and is 



actually at the Polonia Hotel for the purpose of contacting world 
Jewry to get money to buy visas. Visas go at from ten to twenty 
thousand zlotys each. 

We are certain it is an over-all scheme to lure us into complete 
complacency. The leopard does not change his spots. Wc are even 
more sure the visa scheme is a Jraud and that most oj those who 
register will end up in Treblinka. 

' Strange that a man with the experience of David Zemba could be 
duped so easily. I suppose the desperation is so great that people are 
ready to fool even themselves with a slim hope ihere may be a thread 
oJ truth. 

Consistent with the German ^*peace^' offensive, we have not had 
an overt act against the ghetto in two and a half months. There is 
still electricity in many areas and tap water is available. Food de- 
liveries continue to the factories, although the factories no longer 
are prod^^ti\> . Smuggling goes on with comparative ease. Moritz 
Katz has built a '^Quartermaster Coipi" with a dozen former 
smugglers. They have stocked enough Jood for a two-week supply for 
the Fighters and our immediate dependents. We store water for 
drinking purposes as quickly as we can find containers and storage 
space. (We e.stimate hc have a ten-day supply.) 

One thing is certain. The Germans do not wish to fight with us. 
The ghetto is plastered with "peace" posters urging the people to 
come out and report for labor. Joint Forces continues to warn of 
the dangers. We permit no volunteers for deportation. 

How long will the Germans continue to tolerate our behavior? It 
is already the first week in April. We expect the ax to fall at any 
moment. 

ALEXANDER BRANDED 

Dusk, the quiet transition to darkness, brought Deborah 
Bronski and forty children from the ages of three to ten years 
through a tunnel beneath Mila 18 to a courtyard near Muranowski 
Place. 

They emerged singly from beneath ihe earth, gasping deeply to 
fill their lungs with pure air, and they blinked at the intensity of the 
dying daylight. 

Jewish Fighters on the roof above them crisscrossed back and 
forth to guard the precious ones from a sudden attack. Sylvia 
Brandel was the last to emerge. They ran and jumped and rolled 
around and skipped and clapped hands with the joy of the release 
from bondage. Soon . . . soon it would be springtime. 

In a few moments the children played games that children play 
in a ghetto. They played the game of “smuggler,” hiding an object 
from the searching “Nazis and Nightingales.” They played 
“escape,” weaving in and out of passages of the abandoned house 
to reach the “Aryan side” past the “Polish Blues.” They played 

399 



^"Jewish Fighters and Germans/* peppering each other with 
imaginary bullets and bombs. 

Everyone wanted to be Atlas and Jan and Chess Master and 
Tolstoy. The girls wanted to be Tanya, like Ana Grinspan, or 
Rachael Bronski. No one wanted to be Pharaoh or Brunhilde or 
Nazis or Nightingales or Polish Blues. 

“Bang! Bang! 1 caught you, Jew!” 

A little boy tripped and feU in the courtyard and his nose bled. 
He did not cry although he was in pain, for he was taught not to 
cry when he was hurt, Nazis and their dogs listened for crying 
children, to find hiding places. 

Deborah hugged the boy and stopped the bleeding. In a moment 
he darted up the steps to resume the game. 

She looked at her watch. In a moment Rachael would be coming. 
Strange, Deborah thought, that after a time a person would begin 
to take on the characteristics of a rat or a mole. Living beneath the 
earth should dim human values. Tragedy should immunize one to 
pain. Darkness should ease loneliness, it was not that way at all. 
Her heart ached again and again when the Fighters brought a 
warped little body to the children’s room in Mila 1 8. A whimpering 
skeleton salvaged from the cold sidewalk or dark alley or aban- 
doned, shattered room. Deborah cried when it was dark for their 
wild little eyes and their sharp nails which lashed out like those of 
frightened animals. She cried at the slow, torturous inability to 
respond to tenderness. 

How she missed Rachael. That loneliness never left her. 

And Stephan. The gnawing fear each time he left the bunker with 
Andrei. How many times can a person die without the nerves dying 
too? 

If only Rachael could stay with her. It was dangerous for the girl 
to come out of the Franciskanska bunker at night to visit. But 
Rachael should be with Wolf. There was no room for the children 
other than at Mila 18. ^ 

“Saska Kwcmpa,” a Fighter called down from the roof. 

“Grochow,” a girl’s voice called up from the street, answering 
the password. 

Rachael was coming diagonally across the courtyard. Deborah 
could not distinguish her face from the distance. She wore new 
knee-length boots and a leather jacket crisscrossed with a pair of 
bandoliers. Grenades were hooked into the belts, a rifle was slung 
over her shoulder, and her black hair was knotted up under a 
worker’s cap. In her hand she carried Wolf’s guitar. Despite the 
subterfuge, it was still Rachael. Nothing could keep her from walk- 
ing like a woman. Nothing could taint her softness. 

“Hello, Momma.” 

“Hello, darling.” 

They kissed cheeks. 
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“Where is Stephan?” 

“Out with Andrei. Why isn’t Wolf with you?” 

“He’s holding pistol drill at the factory.” 

“Maybe you shouldn’t come out alone at night.” 

“Momma, I’m a soldier.” 

Deborah took off her daugher’s cap and unpinned her hair and 
let it fall down on her shoulders. “Don’t be a soldier for a while,” 
sbe said. 

Hachael nodded. 

“I caught you,” cried the voice of a child. “Off to the Umschlag- 
platz!” 

“Such wonderful games they play,” Deborah sighed. She sat 
down with her daughter on the top step and watched the children 
dart in and out of the courtyard. “You look fine,” Deborah said 
aimlessly. 

“You dor’t Momma. Are you sick?” 

“No, Just that . . . every once in a while this unreality becomes 
real and you stop working long enough to think. You’re in a hole 
under the ground, and the only way out is death When I have time 
to think I become frightened. Just plain frightened.” 

Rachael patted her rrother’s hand. “It’s strange. Momma, but 
being with Wolf. . . He has a way about him. I’ve always the feeling 
that we will get through.” 

“That is a good way to feel,” Deborah said. 

“Yes,” Rachael said quickly. “He makes everyone around him 
feel that way. I can hardly beheve it sometimes because he’s just 
like a little boy. He didn’t let me go on the Bnishmaker’s raid, but 
everyone told me afterward how he was. Cairn — like ice. A ,» d 
leader. 1 just know we can get tlirough anything together.” Rach:*' 
stopped short. What was she saying? Speaking of the hope c: 
freedom to her mother, when her mother’s position was hopeless. 
“I’m sorry. Momma . . . ! didn’t mean . . 

“No, dear. It’s nice to hSar a voice tilled with hope.” 

“Tell me about it. Momma.” 

“With Susan gone, I have no girl friends to talk to. You are my 
best girl friend now.” 

“I’m glad.” 

“Simon and Alex and Andrei arc moving heaven and earth to 
get Chris out of the ghetto. He’s the most impoi tant man here now. 
Alex calls him our passport to immortality. One day he will have to 
run for it. He must go alone, of course. It’s killing him, and it’s 
killing me.” 

Deborah lay her head on her daughter’s shoulder and sobbed 
softly, and Rachael comforted her. 

How terrible for Momma to love without hope. Each day a hell 
of torture and the knowledge of inevitable doom. The inability to 
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combat it, cry out against it With Wolf there was hope, always 
hope. 

“It’s all right, Momma . . . it’s all right . . 

Deborah was wound up like a spring. 

“It’s aU right, Momma . . . it’s all right . . . shhh . . . shhh.” 

“1 don’t know what’s come over me. It’s just that being shut in 
that bunker aU day with the children . . . pretending to them . . . 
making believe everything will be all nght. They know I’m an 
awful har.” 

“Xante Rachael !’’ Moses Braudel cried at discovering the visitor 
from Franciskanska. 

“Xante Rachael is here!” 

Children converged toward them from all comers of the build- 
ing. Deborah dried her eyes. “It’s time for us to get back,’’ Deborah 
said. 

They crawled through the tunnel into the Majdanek room. 
Rachael and Sylvia and Deborah lifted the children into layers of 
straw bunks and tucked them in. They lay close to the edge, tmy 
little faces looking to the lone candle on the wooden table near 
Rachael. Rachael strummed Wolf’s guitar, and her thin voice sang 
about a never-never land of milk and honey. 

And soon they fell asleep and Rachael left and Deborah dozed, 
waiting for Andiei and Stephan to return. 

“Deborah.” 

She blinked her eyes open. Andrei stood over her. She smiled. 

“Stephan is asleep in my office,” he assured her at once. “Come 
out into the corridor. I want to tell you something.” 

From the rooms of the Fighter companies, the voices of singing, 
joking, storytelling. A beep-beep-beep from the radio. A howl of 
laughter as Moritz the Nasher slapped the cards of a winning hand 
of sixty-six on the table. 

Andrei and his sister found a quiet place just inside one of the 
escape tunnels. « 

“Chris is waiting for you,” he said. “Muranowska 24. There’s a 
guard at the other end of the tunnel on the lookout for you.” 

“Thanks,” she whispered. 

“Before you go, Gabriela found places for three more children. 
You’ll have to make a selection. It’s an excellent place with a 
childless couple. Woodcutter and his wife.” 

Make a selection! Deborah hurt at the thought. She felt as 
though she were at the selection center in the Umschlagplatz. The 
power to give three children the ri^t to life. How to choose? 
Three sick ones? Three with the saddest eyes? Three with the 
most pitiful wails? How do you choose? By seniority as sub- 
terraneans? 

“Their chances of survival are excellent. Pick strong children,” 
Andrei said. 
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“Very well.** 

She and Andrei looked at each other and passed thoughts with- 
out words. Both of them had the same instantaneous impulse. 
Send Stephan. No one would blame them or accuse them of 
favoritism. The boy had more than earned his right to freedom. 
But Deborah and Andrei were trapped by the very things with 
which they had infused Stephan. How do you tell your son that 
dignity and honor are things for other people to die for ? 

Thoughts which never became words. 

Andrei patted his sister's cheek and handed her a flashlight. 

“Will Chris be leaving soon?* 

“Any day,” Andrei answered. 

She plunged into the tunnel, inching along with the dim light 
poking ahead of her through the narrow dirt walls beneath the 
dead ghetto above. The last twenty yards were on hands and knees. 

The Figliiei oii watch at Muranowska 24 pulled her through the 
trap door and helped her to her feet. She caught her breath and 
wiped the perspiration from her cheeks and stretched her back. 

“Is there water here?” 

He pointed to the storage basins. It was a ghetto and it was war, 
but Deborah was a woman about to go to her lover and she was 
going to make herself desirable. She washed the streaks of dirt 
from her face and brushed her hair and fixed it the way Chris 
liked it and was extravagant with a drop of a gram of perfume that 
Gaby had sent in with Andrei. Tlien she ascended the stairs to find 
him. 

When Chris had first returned to her Deborah was riddled with a 
feeling of sordidness. She was ashamed she could desire Chi f in 
such a place. Their trysts were in cellars and attics, cold straw, 
pressive heat, in hidden tunnels or on floors. In the torn-up bunk - 1 
at Mila 19, next to rushing sewer waters. Bodies sweaty or shiver- 
ing and pimpled with cold. 

She was ashamed of the^sensuous pleasures. The shame never 
faded, but neither did her desire for those pleasures. 

Deborah pushed open the attic door. 

Chris watched the lights of Warsaw blink on one by one as dark- 
ness swept the city. She slipped beside him quietly and watched 
them too. 

“A zloty for your thoughts,” she said. 

“My thoughts? They aren't worth a zloty, even with today’s in- 
flation.” 

“Then a kiss for your thoughts?” 

Chris smiled a smile that was not a smile. “I’ve been thinking of 
man, God, and the universe — all those damned things no one ever 
really understands.” 

“That is worth a kiss," she said. 

Chris could not be appeased. “Today, in a bunker at Mila 18, 
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Christopher de Monti of Swiss News listened to two men arguing 
philosophy over a minute point to which each adamantly clung. 
They clung to their points, althou^ it will never make a bit of 
diiTerenoe. It will never affect the price of tea in China. Alexander 
Brandel argues for Rabbi Solomon to make a statement in support 
of Joint Forces as a morale factor for the survivors of the ghetto. 
Rabbi Solomon quotes the Torah, Midrash, and Mishna opinions 
that an act of vengeance is a form of suicide which is roundly for- 
bidden. So there you have it, Deborah. Two men in a hole in the 
ground debating a question that is going to be solved for them any- 
how. Frankly, man, God, and the«jniverse give me a large pain.” 

”My, you are in a mood. Here I get all prettied up to make 
myself alluring and I cannot even seduce a kiss from you.” 

”Sex should never get in the way of man, God, and the universe. 
I think right now Fd give up sex forever for a cigarette and a good 
belt of scotch.” 

Chris walked away from the window, patting his pockets for 
cigarettes that were not there. “Why the hell doesn’t Andrei bring 
in a few packs of cigarettes from Gabriela?” 

“Some of us have been living this way for quite a few years now,” 
Deborah answered sharply. 

Chris sagged to the cot and mumbled that he was sorry. 

“What’s really bothering you, Chris?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

“Perhaps we’d better talk about it.” 

“I don’t want to.” He shook his head slowly. “I just don’t want 
to.’^They were at a dead end. In a few days Gabriela would find a 
route for him to take out of the country. Deborah would be left 
behind. There was no way for her to leave the children or Rachael 
or Stephan. There was no way for her to take them. He had to go 
and she had to stay. Simple and absolute. 

“I never felt sorry for those poor bastards I preyed upon for my 
bread and butter. The generals, the admirals, the heads of state. 
The great doers. Many of them looked upon themselves as pawns 
of fate. Not me. I said to myself: They deserve everything they get. 
They really crave this destiny bit. They beg for martyrdom. So, 
now I feel sorry for them. Look at me, Christopher de Monti, the 
great white hope of the battered trib^ of Israel. I am the voice 
beyond death which must not be stilled.” 

“None of us has a choice, Chris. Be grateful you may be able to 
walk in the sun again.” 

“Without you . . . Deborah ... All I want is to come home at 
the end of a day to you. I’m not made of the sterner stuff of Andrei 
and Alex and Rabbi Solomon.” 

“You’ll find it when the time comes.” 

“I cannot reconcile myself to what I have given you, Deborah. 
Torment. Love in the catacombs. I can’t make peace with it.” 
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•‘Chris, listen to me. When I die ” 

“Stop it!” 

“When 1 die, Chris, dying will be very painful. I will want to live 
because I have known what ecstasy is. If we had never met, there 
would be no regrets. How lonely and empty it would be never to 
know givmg and receivmg love and, yes, all the pain it brings.” 

Deborah knelt beside him. He hfted her face in his hands and 
spuled. “And on flows the Vistula,” he said. 

“For these moments we can make it stand still. You and 1 have 
the magic power to transcend the flowing river and the guns and 
the cries, ^ght now love . . . tliey are all far away ... far away.” 


Chapter Eleven 


Alfred Funk looked dovm at a blown-up map of the ghetto and 
rubbed his hands together with childlike glee and anticipation. He 
lifted a magnifying glass and moved it about, stopping at the dis- 
placement of troops, armor, and artillery marked with various 
colored pins. He changed a pair of pins indicating high-powered 
searchlight batteries. 

He was honored that Berlin was forgiving enough to give him 
the chance to vindicate himself. I’his time there would not be 
failure. 

His plan was simple. Every seven meters around the wall he 
would alternate a “foreign racial watchman” with a Polish I ^ 
policeman. An SS officer would patrol each section of two hundi* 
meters behind the Ukrainians to make cei tain their weapons com u 
not be purchased by the Jews. The circle of soldiers around the 
ghetto wall would make a breakthrough impossible and reduce 
the possibility of a single nfen sneaking through. 

The city engineers as well as army engmeers advised him against 
blowing up the sewers. The huge Karal pipes could cave in parts of 
the city as well as wreck the drainage to the Vistula. Instead, every 
manhole leading out of the ghetto would be under watch. Accor- 
dions of barbed wire would be dropped down the manholes. This 
would not impede the flow of sewage but would trap the Jews 
trying to escape through the sewers. Poison-gas smoke candles 
would be used both in the sewers and the bunkers inside the ^etto. 

With all exits blocked, Funk would then move in the Reinhard 
Corps, Wehrmacht and Waffen SS with armored pools held in 
readiness. Most of the forty thousand Jews were in the factory 
compounds. He would nip these ofif quickly and get them on the 
way to Treblinka. 

The magnifying glass stopped at a bank of searchlight positions 
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pinned on the map on the Aryan side near Muranowski Place. 
Master stroke. Funk complimented himself on the night lights. 
By working two shifts of troops day and night, die Jews would 
not have a chance to rest or alternate their positions. Once the 
factory workers were gone, he’d move in the dogs and special 
sound detectors to flush out the bunkers with dynamite, flame 
throwers, or poison gas. 

Water and electricity would be shut off the same night his troops 
moved into position. 

It was a marvelous, simple, and efficient foolproof plan. 

Everj^hing was ready at Treblinjja to give “special treatment.” 
The entire process would take three to four days. Five days at the 
absolute most. 

Now, about the Jewisli Forces, he thought. He wanted them 
to open fire first and commit themselves to combat. This way he 
could clean them out in a few hours. Once they were gone, the 
liquidation of the rest would be much easier. But would they fire at 
heavily armed troops? Damn it, no— they’d cower. 

If these Jews did open fire it would cost him troops. Ten or 
twenty casualties. Should he send in Ukrainians the first day and 
let them take the casualties? No. The honor had to go to the 
Reinhard Corps! Shame to risk blooding the Elite Corps, but such 
were the fortunes of war. They would be insulted if they did not 
enter the ghetto first. 

He ran over the map again, replaced his tanks for reserve, and 
set his artillery in positions to eflfect better cross fire, then set the 
magnifying glass and picked up the roster of troops being placed 
at his disposal. 

SS UNITS 

SS staff and officers, Warsaw 

Reinhard Corps, Warsaw 

Special Waffen SS, Trawniki and Poniatow 

SS Panzer Grenadier Battalion 

SS Mobilized Cavalry Battalion 

SS Police Regiment, Lublin 

SS Dog Company, Belzcc 

All Gestapo units, Warsaw 

WERHMACHT UNITS 
Battalion, Infantry 
Engineer companies, detached 
Flame-throwing companies, detached 
Battalion plus battery, artillery 
Special detachment anti-aircr^t searchlight units 
Medical Corps company 

LOCAL UNITS 

All companies, Polish Blue Police 
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All companies, Polish fire brigades 

FOREIGN RACIAL GUARDS 
One battalion mixed, Baltic guards 
One battalion, Ukrainian guards 

Alfred Funk sighed with contentment. His special brigade of 
eight thousand men was being assembled rapidly. Those from 
otitside the Warsaw district were en route. It was a nicely rounded 
force. He muttered his unhappiness at having to expose SS people 
to the first fire, but . . . no choice . . . simply no choice. 

Horst von Epp returned front his regular four-day monthly trip 
to Krakow with the knowledge that Oberfuhrer Funk had been in 
Warsaw for three days. The instant he entered Punk’s office the 
Obcrfiihrcr snapped up from his desk. “Aha!” Funk cried with 
obvious delight. “Aha! Enter Neville Chamberlain, the great 
negotiatoi. The great appeaser!” 

“From the tremor^ of joy in your voice, I should say that you 
have come on a mission of annihilation.” 

“Look !” Funk said, proudly pointing to the map. “T am grateful 
for this chance to vindicate myself.” He clasped his hands behind 
his back snappily and paced with a jaunty step. “The instant I 
returned from Denmark, Himmler called me in. ‘Enough of all 
this nonsense,’ Himmler told me. ‘Dcr Fuhrer commands you to 
obliterate the Warsaw ghetto immediately. This symbol of Jewry 
must be wiped off the earth. You, Alfred, have priority on all 
troops in the General Government Area.’ ” 

Horst von Epp grimaced and swung open die liquor cabinet 

Funk had his knuckles on the desk and bent forward rigidly, u 
blue eyes alive with vehemence. “You know, Horst, you actual 
had me fooled for a moment with your silky talk. Negotiate wiili 
the Jews, indeed ! 1 was a fool to listen to you. I should have carried 
out my orders to the letter ^n January.” 

One quick Jigger of scotch roared dowr von Epp\ throat, and a 
second followed, and a third was noured. Then he turned and 
faced Funk and began to laugh ironically. FunK’s face quivered as 
his expression changed from anger to puzzlement. 

“ ‘With reasonable men. I will reason; with humane men I will 
plead; but to tyrants I will give no quarter . . .’ ” 

“What in the name of hell are you babbling about, Horst?” 

“As a good propagandist, I studied the art of another good 
propagandist. We should all study our predecessors, don’t you 
think?” 

“1 don’t recall the phrase, nor do I see the occasion for your 
laughter.” 

“I give you William Lloyd Garrison, master American propa- 
gandist.” 
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The muscles in Funk’s face knotted with anger. “Perhaps it 
would be more fitting if you quoted Nietzsche.** 

“Ah yes. That great humanitarian, Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche. 
To enter into a higher civilization, a super-race must ruthlessly 
destroy the existing inferior civilizations. We must divest, purge, 
cleanse ourselves of Judeo-Christian perversions in order to 
achieve this ultimate form of hfe. Now, how’s that for Nietzsche, 
Alfred?” 

“It is men like you, who compromise with sub-human forms of 
life, who will keep the German people from reaching their goals.** 

Horst flopped his hands. “Heft we go, underestimating the 
Americans again. A chronic, incurable illness of ours, underesti- 
mating Americans. ’* Horst settled opposite Funk’s chair, tilting the 
bottle of scotch once more. “I paraphrase an underestimated 
American. Reasonable men reason. Compassionate men show 
mercy. Tyrants destroy. We destroy because we must destroy 
because we must destroy.” 

“You are playing dangerous games with this radical thinking, 
Horst. Take my advice. Change your tune. Berlin is not so happy 
over some of your attitudes.” 

“Save it, Alfred. You will need apologists around like me after 
the Third Reich is crushed to expound the theories of apologetics. 
What shall I say ? Ah yes, there was no one here but us anti-Nazis. 
What could we do? Orders were orders.” 

“You speak treason against the Fatherland,” Funk said 
menacingly. 

Horst jumped up from his seat and slammed the bottle on the 
desk. It was the first show of temper Alfred Funk had ever seen 
him make, and he was clearly startled into silence. 

“Damn you!” Horst cried. “I am neither damned fool nor 
coward enough to keep smiling and pretending and clicking my 
heels and bowing from the waist in the face of absolute disaster. 
Say it, Alfred! Germany has lost the war!” 

Funk’s eyes bulged with disbelief. 

“We have lost the war! We have lost the war! We have lost the 
war!” Horst bellowed. 

Funk paled and sat down. 

“Now we have the opportunity to soften the blows of defeat if 
we have the intelligence to recognize defeat and prepare for it 
carefully. So, what do we do ? Step up the murders at Auschwitz. 
Five thousand more Poles and Slavs a day ... We respond to the 
reality of defeat by throwing open the doors for our own destruc- 
tion.” 

Funk mopped his brow and smiled weakly. He thought he had 
better change the subject. Von Epp always tied him in knots 
when they argued. He was like the devil himself I One lovely day 
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Himmler would tell him to get rid of von Epp. What a pleasure 
that would be. 

Alfred Funk cleared his throat. “One of the things I discussed 
with Goebbels concerns you. Next week we are to meet in Lublin 
and design a campaign to minimize the unpleasantness in Poland. 
We start by understating the numbers of Jews involved in the 
final solution. Then we deny the special- treatment camps have 
facilities for other than labor. Bone-crushing machines are being 
installed in all special-treatment centers to elminate the evidence. 
In fact, those given special treatment by firing squa^ are being 
exhumed for cremation. Eichmann has full-time staffs at 4B 
making a duplicate set of records— court trials, epidemics, and 
such — which can account for a good part of the deaths. In 
Czechoslovakia, at Thcresienstadt, we have established a model 
camp for Jews and invited the Red Cross to inspect it. ...” 

“Shut ao, .\'frcd! We scratch like dogs to cover dung piles 
while v.'e proceed to drown ourselves in our own vomit.” 

Alfred Funk had that queasy feeling in his stomach again. He 
tested his words carefully. “The world has a short memory.” 

“1 think this time they are not going to forget. Jews have a long 
memory. They weep foi temples lost two thousand years and they 
repeat old wives’ stories of liberations and rituals from the dawn of 
time. Do you know what an old Jew rabbi told me once when I 
asked him about Jewish memory?” 

“What?” 

“The words ‘I believe’ mean T remember.’ Even Nietzsche is 
puzzled over their ability to outlive everyone who has tried to 
destroy them. 1 believe ... I remember. So you see, Alfrc^t *1 
thousand years from now old Jews will wail in remembrance 
the Nazi pharaoh who held them in bondage in Warsaw.” 

Terrifying thoughts ran through Alfred Funk’s mind. Damn 
Eichmann and his mama for rounding up Jews. Damn Globocnik ! 
Damn Himmler! Damn Hitler! They had all gone too far with 
this Jewish business. But what could he say? What could he do? 
He looked at the map on the desk. In a few days his army would 
be assembled. Perhaps . . . perhaps when he destroyed the last of 
the Jews he could enter into the higher form of life the Nazis 
promised. He restored his calm. To hell with Horst von Epp! 

“Shall I tell you something, Alfred?” Horst said, bleary from a 
rapid emptying of the bottle. “You are a man who understands 
the mathematics of checks and balances. We Germans respect 
mathematics. The punishment always balances the crime. We 
have only eighty million Germans. It is not a sufficient number to 
bear our guilt. To balance the scale, we pass on our sentences to 
be served by a hundred unborn generations.” 

Alfred Funk began to shake visibly. Words he dared not speak 
but thoughts he could not squelch were being hammered at him. 
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•‘Our names will be synonymous with the brotherhoods of evil. 
We shall be scorned and abused with no more and no less an 
intensity than the scorn c>nd abuse we have heaped upon the Jews ’* 
AJtred Funk pushed away from his desk He was perspiring 
badly He had to take a bath. 


Chapter Twelve 


Andrei sat in the back row of the small church of a village on the 
northern fringe of the Lublin Uplands 
GabrieJa Rak knelt before the altar, whispering prayers before 
a crudely hewn image of a bleeding Chiist on the crucifix She 
stood, lit a candle on the right side of the altar, knelt at the aisle, 
crossed herself, and retreated back to Andrei just as Father 
Kornelli entered 

“The children were exhausted,” Father Komclli ^aid “The 
two girls fell right to sleep The boy is waiting for you,” he said 
to Andiei 

“When will they leave?” Gabriela asked 
“In the mormng Gajnow and his wife will come and fetch them 
It IS about ten miles into the forest to their home Gainow is a 
good man The children will be safe with him You must of course 
tell them that they have to learn Catholicism for their own protec- 
tion ” 

‘ I have told the girls,” Gabriela said “They are bright children. 
They undei stand ” 

“rU talk to the boy now,” Andrei said 
“You will find him in my room,” Father Kornelli said 
Andrei crossed a dirt couityard filled with flitting geese and 
wallowing pigs He entered the pricst^> home The door to the 
bedroom was ajar He opened it a bit wider and looked at the two 
sleeping girls One child had only a name they had invented for 
her She did not know her name when they had found her The 
other was a twelve-year-old daughter of one of the members of 
the Civil Authority Deborah had been right Children were 
children This one deserved to have the second chance for life. 
Andrei shut the door and walked down the short hall to the sitting 
room and entered A bed had been made on the couch, but his 
nephew Stephan was still dressed 
“It has been a long day, Stephan,” Andrei said. “You should 
get some sleep ” 

Stephan looked at him with suspicion 
“Tomorrow you and the girls will be taken on the next stage of 
your journey.” 
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•*What about you. Uncle Andrei 7” 

“I must be getting back to Warsaw with GabrieL.” 

“You said I had a mission. What is it?” 

“Yes . . . I’ve come to give you your orders now. Your orders 
are to survive.” 

“I don’t understand you. Uncle Andrei.” 

“Stephan, you and the girls will be staying in the forest at the 
home of a very wonderful old couple.” 

"‘Staying?” 

“Yes Stephan. I’ve come to say good-by.” 

The boy’s eyes grew wide wit^ astonishment. “You tricked me!” 

“I told you to obey orders without question. That is not 
trickery.” 

“You tricked me. You promised me you were taking me on a 
special mission.” 

“You h?»'\, ^ ery special mission.” 

“No. I won’t stay. I’ll run away if you don’t take me back to 
Warsaw!” 

“This was a decision of your ciders, Rabbi Solomon and Alex.” 

Andrei walked to the bov slowly and put his hand on his 
shoulder. Stephan twist '‘d away from him abruptly. “You lied to 
me, Uncle Andrei! I’ll get back to Warsaw myself!” 

“I overestimated you, Stephan. I thought you were a good 
soldier. 1 guess you’re still a little boy.” 

“I am a good soldier ! I am as good as any runner in the ghetto !” 

Andrei shrugged. “Not really, A good soldier knows how to 
obey orders even though they may not please him.” 

“It is not a soldier’s assignment to hide m the woods lik a 
coward.” 

The boy was too clever to fool with games of words, Andr^ . 
had no alternative but to give him the hard facts in all their naked 
cruelty. Perhaps he should have done so earlier. 

“Are you man enough rfo hear the truth? Can you take it, 
Stephan?” 

“I can take it,” the boy answered firmly. 

“Your momma is going to die. There is no way out for her.” 

“No!” 

“Truth, Stephan. Momma is going to die. She cannot leave 
those children and she caimot get them out. She is trapped and 
she is doomed.” 

“Momma will live!” 

“Only if you survive and preserve her memory.” 

“I’ll go back and die with Momma!” 

“I said are you man enough to hear the truth? I have not 
finished.” 

Stephan’s eyes burned with an anger that told his uncle he had 
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the courage to see it through. Andrei pointed for him to sit down 
on the sofa. 

“Your sister and Wolf and I are in an impossible situation. 
The odds on reaching a star are better than the odds on any of us 
coming through. Do you think 1 lied to you when i told you 1 have 
a mission ? It is the job ol your mother and your sister and me to 
die for the honor of our family. It is your job to live for our honor. 
1 say this with all my soul Stephan. It is you who has the more 
difficult mission. You must go from this battle to fight your way 
into Palestine, and you will have to fight again for your freedom.” 

Stephan looked up at his uncle, i^ho was pleading for a sign of 
affection. The boy bit his lip hard to hold back the tears, but his 
eyes stiU showed anger. 

“Stephan, one of us must get through this to show who we were 
and what we stood for. It is a big job, son! Only the best soldier 
can do it. You must live for ten thousand children killed in 
Treblinka and a thousand destroyed writers and rabbis and 
doctors. It's a hell of a big mission.” 

Stephan flung his arms around his uncle’s waist and buried his 
head on Andrei’s chest, and Andrei patted his head. “I’D try,” 
Stephan wept. 

Andrei comforted him and knelt beside him and held his tear- 
stained cheeks in his hands and winked. “You won’t let me down, 
Stephan ... I know it.” 

Andrei removed the large gold ring which had been given to 
him as a member of the PoDsh team. “To seal the bargain,” he 
said. ' 

Stephan looked at it in disbelief and tried to slip it on a finger. 
It was even too large for his thumb. 

“WeU now, don’t worry about that. Once you get out at that 
woodcutter’s cottage and get fresh air and food and exercise, that 
damned ring will be too smaD for you. See if I'm not right.” 

Stephan tried to smother his tears, bat he could not. He wept 
convulsively. “I’D try ... I’D try . . 

“Come on now, let’s get you undressed. It’s been a long trip 
for any soldier.” 

Stephan submitted as his uncle unbuttoned his shirt and 
trousers and lifted him in his arms and carried him to the sofa. 
He clutched the ring in his fist and buried his head in the pillow. 

“Now there are parts of the orders which you wiD understand 
as a good soldier whose duty it is to survive. You’ve got to learn 
all this Hail Mary business, but it’s not so bad as you may think. 
You know Gabriela has been doing it all her life and she is a fine 
woman. We Jews have had to pray like that before — during the 
Inquisition, to fool the Spaniards-- — ” 

Andrei stopped short. The pillow was wet with the boy’s tears. 

*Tell me about Batory.” 
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“Batoryl Hah! Now there’s a horse for you. The blackest, 
fiercest animal in all of Poland. Only a few weeks ago I took him 
to England for the Grand National and he ran so fast he split the 
air and caused it to thunder. Well, sir, those Englishmen . . .** 

Father Kornelli and Gabriela waited in the tiny vestry. The 
priest poured two fingers of kirchwasser. She sipped it with con- 
triylled slowness, capturing its warmth. 

“1 was filled with unpriestly forlorn when the archbishop 
exiled me to limbo or purgatory or what have you. May the Holy 
Mother forgive me, but I am ijuite certain that the Lord won a 
battle with the archbishop. My little church has become a vital 
link to the partisans in the forests.” He winked with slyness. 
“There are grenades stored beneath the altar.” 

“Shame on you. Father.” 

“Gabrieia Rai:! I was delignted that I was able to make contact 
with you. I want to fii.d places for more children. Dozens of them. 
Gajnow is a good man. I must find others.” 

Suddenly Gabriela grimaced, paled, and drank the rest of the 
cherry brandy in a single swallow. 

“Is anything wrong?’ 

“Just a little queasy spell.” 

“Do you think you should be making such strenuous trips in 
your condition?” 

Gabriela was startled at the sudden unmasking. “1 didn’t realize 
I was being so obvious.” 

“There is nothing in my vows which says T cannot recognize a 
pregnant woman when I sec one. The first month or two is alwa' '' 
the worst, I understand.” 

Gabriela fumbled nervously with the empty glass. He pourea 
her another drink. “I don’t want a sermon. Father. I don’t seek 
forgiveness, nor do I confess to sm.” 

“1 am offended that yod look upon me as an oM fishwife in 
whom you cannot confide.” 

“I’m sorry, Father. Yes, I would like to hear my own voice 
speaking the thoughts I’ve held locked for so long.” 

“Having a child under your circumstances is a very diificult 
task.” 

“I’m fully aware of the consequences.” 

“Does Andrei know?” 

“Perhaps and perhaps not.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“We have had to adapt our lives to each other in a strange way. 
It’s full of unsaid things.” 

“It is a constant source of amazement,” Father Kornelli broke 
in. “The capacity of the human being to live with tension. The 
way nerves can be controlled, thoughts and fears locked ” 
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•‘Not really. Father. Andrei and I know each other's thoughts. 
A look, a touch, a sigh. A way he avoids my eyes. A way I 
avoid his. We read each other’s fears, though we never speak 
them. The sound of his breath in the darkness, the touch of his 
fingcis are all silent couriers." 

"What a wonderful experience to be able to communicate with 
another human being that way." 

She sighed deeply, unevenly, and sipped the drink once more. 
•‘Yes, I suppose he knows that I am carrymg his child." 

‘‘He should hear it from your lips.” 

"No, Father. It’s all part of^'silent understanding. Andrei 
returns to the ghetto now, and he will never leave it again. 1 accept 
it. I don’t challenge it arid I cannot burden him with worry about 
me. 

"You speak against every concept we hold sacred. You cannot 
live without hope. That is a sin.” 

Her eyes brimmed with sadness. "I know it and he knows I 
know. But we have never said it and we never shall. My Andrei 
is a man so full of pride it would be utterly impossible for him to 
leave so long as there is a bullet to be fired, and when the last 
bullet is fired he will fight them with his fists. That’s my Andrei, 
Father." 

The priest patted her hand. "My dear. My poor child." 

She shook off his sympathy and her own self-pity. "Don’t feel 
sorry for me. I don’t think you understand. I’m deliberately having 
this baby." 

His expression betrayed the idea that he was immune to shock. 

"I planned this with cold-blooded, meticulous calculation. Each 
time we part there has always been that gnawing fear that this is the 
last time. But you even harden to that. Now that the end has really 
come it is almost anticlimactic. This is the last time. I think he was 
hoping I’d do this, and 1 think he’s proud of me.” 

"Do you realize what you’re doing? ’ he cried in panic. 

“1 must have his life in my body. I cannot let Andrei be destroyed. 
This is the only way to preserve his life. I regret I cannot bear him 
a hundred children.” 

“This is not an act of love. It is an act of vengeance.” 

"No, Father. It is an act of survival. I will not let Andrei be 
destroyed!” 

He studied the animal fury in her eyes. She was a savage with 
the most basic of all instincts. And then he was puzzled. Had the 
absence of a prescribed ritual made their union less pure? Could a 
man and a woman cherish each other more deeply, sacrifice, give 
fidelity, truth, with a greater ability and depth b^ause of a pre- 
scribed ritual ? Had not Andrei and Gabriela behaved in a manner 
completely sacred to the eyes of God? He did not like these 
questions of himself. 
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Gabriela stood and turned her back to Father Komelli as the 
defiance ebbed from her, and her voice was shak>. “I have one 
terrible regret. I must leave the Church. Andrei’s child must be 
raised as a Jew.” 

He was dazed and hurt, but at the same moment of anger there 
was admiration for the completeness of her giving. He walked to 
her. “I cannot condone that and I cannot be your pnest,” he 
whispered. “But 1 can be your friend and I want you to know that 
1 will help you.” 

She nodded and remained rigid, then suddenly spun around 
and faced him in anguish. “WiU I be forgiven ?” 

‘‘I shall pray for you and your child as I have never prayed 
before.” 

Andrei suspected that Gabriela and Father Kornelli would be 
immersed in a deep and intimate conversation. When he left 
Stephan be n aJe sufficient noise upon entering the church to 
alert them of his pre<?ence. He entered the vestry chalky-faced. 

“How is Stephan?” 

“How? His heart is broken.” 

“What is he doing now?” 

“He’s trying very hard to be a man, but he’s doing what any 
fourtccn-year-old boy would do. He’s crying himself to sleep.” 

“Please know, Andrei, that Gajnow will protect those children. 
I will personaUy do everything in my power.” 

He patted the priest on the shoulder. “I am very grateful, 
Father.” 

Father Komelli changed the tone by opening the curtain to the 
storage closet for his vestments. He took out a bottle of vo("#i 
“Look! I have been saving this for a special occasion. Take 
Andrei.” 

“Father ... I couldn’t . . .” 

“No. Go on. I want you to have it.” 

Andrei looked towards ^jabriela, who nodded that it was all 
right. 

“You two children look completely done in. Now Count 
Borslawski’s hunting lodge is vacant and at your disposal. Just a 
mile into the woods. The horse cart is hitched up. You’ll find a 
roaring fire in the fireplace and a meal fit for royalty. Be off! Go on, 
get out of my sight.” 

“By God, Father Komelli,” Andrei said, ‘‘if there were a few 
more priests like you around. I’d seriously consider becoming a 
convert!” 
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Chapter Thirteen 


Journal Entry 

All week detachments of special troops have been arriving in 
Warsaw from Glohocnik's headquarters in Lublin^ the labor camps 
of Trawniki and Foniatow^ and the extermination camps. They are 
staging in Praga over the river. Oberfuhrer Funk has issued them 
extra schnapps and promised a mg^re three to four days* work in 
liquidating the ghetto. They have named themselves the Death's- 
Head Brigade after Globocnihs Lublin butchers. 

Strange. The two extreme political philosophies in the ghetto 
have been able to get the closest co-operation on the Aryan side. 
The Communists and the People* s Guard on the left^ the Revision- 
ists and ND Brigade on the right are in close alliance. Unfortunately 
both undergrounds are small and semi-effectual. We can expect no 
further help from the Home Army, 

The ND Brigade is even discussing trying to get the Revisionists 
out of the ghetto to form a partisan unit, (It would weaken our 
forces badly if they lejt^ but they are not under our command.) 

The Communists have two trucks in hiding in the Targowck 
suburb. We have heard rumors of Jewish partisan units forming in 
the Machalin Forest. The Communists have agreed to transport 
any people we can slip out of the ghetto to the forest. 

We have two short-range transmitters. One is at Mila 18 and the 
other at the FrancLskanska bunker. We only transmit messages in 
case of emergency. We know that German direction finders are 
trying to get bearings on our bunkers when we transmit^ so we must 
go through the cumbersome busine.ss of taking the radios out of 
the bunkers and moving them from place to place in order to send 
messages. As a last-ditch measure we have worked out a series of 
codes with the People* s Guards who stand radio watch on the Aryan 
side. We transmit on a low frequency which can be received by an 
ordinary radio. Our code tells them the number of people coming 
through the .sewers and through which manhole. Andrei informs me 
that Gabriela Rak is in contact with the People* s Guard in the hopes 
she will find places for more children. She stands a radio watch of 
several hours a day also. 

The Germans have dropped barbed wire into the sewers at most 
of the manholes leading from the ghetto. However, the sewer net- 
works are so vast and tricky, we can bypass the wire. We have also 
formed a special squad called the ** Sewer Rats,** whose duty it is to 
duck beneath the running sewage and cut the barbed wires in the 
main sewers. 

Jules Schlosberg delivered the land mine to my son Wolf. It took 
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longer than expected to manufacture because Wotj was adamant 
about wanting to be able to control the detonation. Wolj reasons 
he can get the maximum number of enemy this way. It is fixed to 
be discharged by a spark from a hundred and fifty yards' distance. 
The mine is a true curiosity; flat and nearly five feet in diameter. 
Jules says it has the power of a one-ton bomb^ and there are so many 
nuts and bolts stacked in it that he calls it the "''kasha bowl." I think 
Jules likens all of his inventions to food simply because he is hungry; 
the pipe grenade is called ""long strudel" the nut-and-bolt grenade 
""matzo ball" and the fire bottles ""borscht soup" 

Simon^ Andrei^ and Wolf argmed lengthily over the placement of 
the ""kasha bowl." Wolf wants to plant it squarely under the Brush- 
maker's main gate. He reasons that the Germans are too arrogant 
to enter the factory in spread formations and they'd march right m 
on top of the trine. Both Andrei and Simon, who are military men, 
doubt it' the Gennom have such a lack o] judgment. But Wolf won 
out. Under the gate it goes. Wolf is quite stubborn in his own quiet 
way — like his mother. 

We have not been able to find a safe route for Christopher de 
Monti. We cannot take any rhances oj his being captured. He is fit 
to be tied; particularly because he must stay with the ""women and 
children" in the bunker when the Fighters go to the roofs on alerts. 
Simon assures him it is far more difficult to stay than be upstairs. 
Simon almost dies with tension during the alerts. 

Optimism continues, but my OMn personal vie'^v is that we cannot 
hold for a week in light of the power the Germans have massed in 
Praga. 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 

OberfQhrer Alfred Funk glowered majestically before the assem- 
blage of officers of his Death’s-Head Brigade The swastika and 
the skull and crossbonee# were m evidence everywhere. With 
pointer in hand, he crisply explained the uisposition of troops. 

'‘Atw there questions?” 

Naturally, there were none. 

‘T read you now a message from Reichsfuhrer Heinrich Him- 
mler.” 

Everyone leaned forward in anticipation. 

” ‘This is a page of glory in our history, which has never been 
written and is never to be written. We have the moral right, we 
have the duty, to our people to destroy the sub-humans who want 
to destroy us. Only through the ruthless execution of our duty will 
we attain our rightful place as masters of the human race.’ ” Alfred 
Funk breathed deeply, awed by the words. He folded the docu- 
ment and placed it in his breast pocket. “SturmbannfuhrerSieghold 
Stutze. You will step forward.” 
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The Austrian limped crisply to the general and cracked his heels 
together with vigor. 

“To your Rcinhard Corps has fallen the ^at honor of leading 
the Death’s-Head Brigade into the ghetto to initiate its hquidation. 
Befitting this monumental occasion of the obliteration of the 
largest European Jewish reservation, 1 am pleased to notify you 
that you have been promoted from Sturmbannfuhrer to Ober- 
sturmbannfuhrer !” 

Stutze was hit with a wave of nausea. Not even for the rank of 
Obergruppenfuhrer did he wish to enter the ghetto first. Foi weeks 
he had been thinking of ways andmeans to attain a transfer to an 
extermination camp. He snapped his heels together once more, 
bowed to Funk, and then drew himself up straighter. “I am 
honored!” 

“Heil Hitler!” barked Funk. 

The room stormed to its feet. “Hcil Hitler!” they responded. 

Moved by the enormity of the moment, several officers burst 
into a spontaneous singing of the “Horst Wessel” song. 

“Close ranks! Raise the swastika! 

Storm troops, march with calm determination! 

Soon Hitler’s flags will fly over all ! 

Soon Germany will take its rightful place.” 

“Hello, Jerusalem. This is Tolstoy at Beersheba.” 

“Atlas in Jerusalem. What is it, Tolstoy?” 

“Water and electricity have been cut otf in our sector.” 

“We have the same report from Haifa. We are awaiting an 
Angel from Canaan for a full report. Have your Angels give a 
blue alert.” 

*\ShaIom and . . . good yontof.^* 

“Happy holidays to you too.” 

Simon set down the phone. Strange? he thought, that Rodel, a 
Communist and devout atheist, should wish him a “good holiday” 
for Passover. Simon faced Andrei, Tolek, Alex, and Chris. “Power 
and water are off in Rodel’s area too. He wished us a happy Pass- 
over Tolek, send out the runners. Spread a blue alert.” 

It became abysmally glum. The last-minute decision to bring in 
another forty children crammed Mila 18 beyond its c.apacity. Air 
circulation sufficient for two hundred twenty persons was in- 
adequate for nearly three hundred packed into the catacomb. 
The rooms had no place for movement. The corridors were crushed 
with sweaty bodies, stripped to undergarments, sucking at the 
oxygen scarcely enough to keep the candles lit. 

“Passover,” Andrei said sardonically. “The feast of liberation. 
What a damned joke.” 

Simon nodded in agreement. “Oh, where is Moses to lead us 
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through the Red Sea and drown Pharaoh’s army I The only pillars 
of fire are the ones that will devour us.” 

“Well,” Andrei said, “we have to have the seder.” 

Chris shook his head. “You Jews astonish me. In the pits of hell, 
about to be destroyed, and you mumble rituals to freedom.” 

“Doesn’t one cry out more desperately for freedom when it is 
taken from him? What better time can there be than tonight to 
renew faith?” Alexander Brandel said. 

“Come now, Alex,” Chris prodded. “Andrei, you, Simon . . . 
most of those out there are not renewing a faith they’ve ever kept. 
Rodel, the Communist, wishes ygu well. What was his synagogue ?” 

“Yes, Chris, you are right in a way. And it is v^ strange that 
we who have not lived like Jews have chosen to die like Jews.” 

“There is no reason and there is every reason,” Simon said. 
“We only know ... we must have the seder.” 

Passovei The night of the seder. The retelling of a story from 
the ancient Hagada ai old as recorded history. The liberation from 
Pharaoh’s bondage. 

How Jewish Warsaw would have reverberated with the weeks of 
unabated excitement brfore ihc war! Alex tried to remember the 
Tlomatskie S)magogue . . . crowds jammed to watch the elite fill 
the marble temple. 

In the homes of the poorest, brass and silver ^dl^ticks shone 
to a glisten and the white tablecloths and shining dishes daz 2 ded 
the eye and the kitchens smelled of baking and candies prepared 
with the very soul of the homemaker. 

The tables were fixed with special foods symbolizing the suffer' .? 
of Moses and the tribes. The diced nuts and bitter herbs for t** 
mortar of Pharaoh’s bricks which the Jews laid in bondage. 

What the hell kind of bitter vetch could there be for the ghetto 
in the future, Alex thought ! What symbol would there be for sewer 
water! 

Watercress for the coming of spring, and the egg for the symbol 
of freedom. Well, spring was coming to Warsaw. There was no 
^SSy no watercress. Forty thousand terrified people mumbling 
ancient prayers, begging of an unhearing God to fill His promises 
to bring forth ... to deliver ... to redeem ... to take the tribes 
of Israel. In six hundred bunkers the ritual was repeated in numbed 
and tear-fiUed voices while the Polish Blue Police took their 
positions around the ghetto walls every seven meters. 

But . . . the story had to be told. Was it ever to be told with 
greater futility? Alexander wondered. Still ... it had to be told. 

A tiny bench stood at the junction of the two corridors of Mila 
1 8. They held a pair of candlesticks Moritz Katz had managed to 
salvage. Substitutes took the place of the prescribed symbolic 
foods. 
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Alexander pushed his way past the jam of humanity into Rabbi 
Solomon’s cell. 

“Wc are ready to begin the seder,” he said. He helped the old 
man to his feet. Solomon was no longer able to see except in 
shadowy outlines, nor was he able to read. But that did not matter. 
His voice was yet clear and he knew the Hagda by memory. He 
was led to the bench and seated upon a pillow, for the pillow 
symbolizk^d the free man who relaxes while he feasts. From rooms 
Auschwitz, Belzec, Chelmno, Majdanek, Treblinka, and Sobibor, 
the Fighters and the children pressed to the door in bated breath 
to hear— -aonists plain and fancy,^ants. Communists, Bundists, 
Orthodox, and smugglers. 

One coiild hear gasping in the silence. The air was putrid and 
the heat oppressive. 

The silver goblet in the center of the bench was called Elijah’s 
cup. When the Prophet who had foretold the second coming of 
Israel drank from the Passover goblet, the prophecy would be 
fulfilled. Solomon’s ancient hands felt over the bench for the cup. 
He lifted it and jiggled it. It was empty, for there was no wine. 

“Perhaps,” he said, “this is a way we are being told that Israel 
will come again. Perhaps Elijah has come and drunk.” 

Someone began to sob, but one sob was melted into another. 
AH a shimmering mass of bodies. Another sobbed, and another. 

“A learned man walks through a maze searching for rooms 
marked ‘truth.’ Bits of the puzzle are given us in our Torah and 
our Mishna and the Midrash and the Talmud. But how strange 
that the real clues come to us at a time when we least expect them.” 

“Momma . . . Momma,” a child wept. 

Another began praying, and another and another. 

The old man’s voice cried out again. “Why are wc in this place? 
What is God trying to tell us? Why have I been spared when all 
my colleagues are gone? Is there a message for us here?” 

Alexander Brandel had never heara Rabbi Solomon rant like 
this. Why? The weeping was becoming universal. People were 
remembering candlesticks and tables bending beneath the weight 
of food. People remembered the faces with smiles of tenderness and 
lullabies. Sister . . . brother . . . lover . . . they remembered. . . . 

“Remember the stories of our people!” cried Rabbi Solomon. 
“R.emember Betar and Masada and Arbel and Jerusalem. Re- 
member the Maccabees and Simon Bar Kochba and Bar Giora and 
Ben Eliezerl No people upon this earth have fought for their 
freedom harder than we have. Tonight we a re on the eve of another 
fight. Forgive an old man who told you not to use arms, for he 
realizes now that the truest obedience to God is the opposition to 
tyranny!” 

'Fhe bunker was galvanized. Yes! Yes I Alexander trembled. He 
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has found a great key to all of life— to obey God is to fight the 
tyrant! 

The bony hand lifted Elijah*s cup. “Elija has drunk our wine 
tonight. Israel will come!” He chanted a prayer of the ages, and 
the bunker trembled. 

And then it was silent once more. 

“Let us begin the seder,” he said. “Let us begin our feast of 
liberation.” 

The youngest Filter in Joint Jewish Forces, an eleven-year-old 
runner named Benjamin, opened the Hagda to ask the questions. 

He asked, “Why is this night different from all other nights of 
the year?” 

And Rabbi Solomon answered firm and unwavering, “This 
night is different because we celebrate the most important moment 
in the history of our people. On this mght we celebrate their going 
forth in truimpti from slavery into freedom.” 

The Fighters in the Franciskanska bunker were tired and 
dreamy. Wolf and a squad of his people had just finished planting 
the “kasha-bowl” mine in the middle of the Brushmaker’s Gate 
and returned in time to conduct a symbolic seder. After the seder, 
the not-yet-twenty-year-old commander announced a great treat. 

When he had captured the Brushmaker’s he had found a case of 
schnapps in the office of Krebs, the disposed overseer. Wolf had 
hidden it for just such an occasion. Almost all of the eighty 
Fighters at Franciskanska had no knowledge of hquor, only 
passing forays with wine and vodka. It was not long before they 
were all suffused with a lovely, peaceful glow. Wolf, cross-lcgj^.' • 
on the earthen floor of the main room, began the song fest, playr 
his accordion. A squad of Communists attached to his command 
insisted upon singing Russian folk songs hailing victories of the 
proletariat. Wolf had to show impartiality to his command. He 
played for them and whatithey lacked in numbers, ♦hey made up 
in vigor. The Zionists answered with songs of how the pioneers in 
Palestine had redeemed eroded land. They played and they sang 
until they were hoarse, and then they hummed nostalgically. 
Wolf’s accordion was very beaten up and wheezed along with great 
effort. 

The guard changed. Everyone was at peace. The phone rang. 

Wolf retreated to his small three-by-six “office.” He lifted the 
receiver. “Haifa. Chess Master speaking.” 

“This is Atlas at Jerusalem, is the ‘kasha bowl’ m place?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

A pause at the end of the line. “Chess Master, the Angel has just 
returned from Canaan. Blue boys are all around the walls of 
Jericho. We expect the Rhine Maidens to come at dawn. Change 
the alert from blue to gray. Shahm'* 
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^^Shalom'* 

Wolf hung up. They were crowded about his office. Eighty pairs 
of eyes on him. “Runners. Change the alert to gray. Polish Blue 
Police have the ghetto surrounded. We anticipate the Germans at 
dawn.” 

As the runners scampered off to warn the satellite bunkers, the 
stumied soldiers continued to stare at him. Wolf nonchalantly 
shrugged, picked up his accordion again, and began to play. 

^^Havenu shalom aleichem! 

Havenu shalorff aleichem! 

Ve-nu ve-nu 
Shalom aleichemr* 

And with a snappy hora he got everyone to clap in rhythm and 
he passed around the last four bottles of the schnapps he had been 
hoarding. When the shock had passed, they became mellow again 
and dreamy. Wolf set down the accordion. 

“We’d better get some sleep. We want to be wide awake for our 
house guests.” 

He walked around the bunker, quietly checking last-mmute 
details, giving looks and smiles of encouragement. In one part of 
the bunker he had to kneel, for he was too tall to stand straight. 

The Fighters were dozing off one by one. Only emergency 
candles at the exits. It was still. . . . Those awake were at least 
fighting the battle within them in silence. 

Being commander had its small compensations. Wolf had his 
own private cubbyhole off the mam bunker and a sacking curtain 
over it. It was large enough to contain a table for the phone, a 
chair, and a bed of straw. 

Rachael’s rifle was propped against the wall. She unloosened 
her hair and let it fall. Wolf knelt in the straw, then squirmed his 
way close to her. With a free hand he sruffed out the candle. They 
had learned to lie together so tightly so that when cither spf)ke 
only the other could hear, 

“I’m so proud,” P.achael said. “You are so brave.” 

Wolf didn’t answer. He felt icy. He crushed even more tightly 
against her. " 

“Don’t worry. Wolf. You will get us through. Everyone trusts 

you Did you see the way they all calmed down after being so 

frightened?” 

Even in their room, privacy was limited. At any instant a mes- 
senger could poke a flashlight in. She carefully unbuttoned her 
blouse enou^ to draw his head against her breast, and she 
wrapped him in her arms and soothed him. As a commander, he 
never showed fear before his Fighters. But now, alone with her, he 
was cold and he trembled and it was she who was not afraid. Wolf 
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would get up in the morning and lead them to thes' positions as 
though he had not a care in the world. Her lingers stroked his hair 
and his face. . . . 

“I’m scared,” he said. 

“Shhh . . . shlih . . . shhh . . .*• 


Chapter Fourteen 


Five o’clock. The first light of day. The only movement, a snow- 
fall of feathers cascading from the roofs. 

Andrei wiggled up to his forward observation point and through 
binoculars s<u»'-ned the intersection. His four companies were well 
concealed. Less tnan half of them were armed. Cardinal rule: take 
guns from the enemy or from a fallen comrade. Distant sounds 
beyond the wall. Andrei took a borscht hre bomb-bottle from his 
jacket and shook it to wet the wick. It would be the signal to open 
fire if the Crcrmans camr into his area. 

Andrei heard movement behind him. He looked over his 
shoulder. A figure moved in his direction. Andrei put the binocu- 
lars on the figure. “Dammit! What’s he doing here?” he muttered 
as Alexander Brandcl, on hands and knees, muffler straggling, 
crawled toward him. 

“Who told you to leave the bunker?” Andrei snorted as Alex 
came alongside him. 

“Since I have become a man of violence, I was certain yr • 
would not deny me the pleasure of this moment,” 

“Get down below.” 

“Please let me stay, Andrei.” 

“Write your journal.” 

“It’s up to date.” 

“Shhh . . . here they come,” 

“I don’t hear anything.” 

“Well . . . it’s too late to send you down. Stay close to me and 
keep quiet.” ^ 

Andrei signaled to his people, then strained to hear. 

“I don’t see them,” Alex whispered. 

“Shhh . . . shhh.” 

Clump! Clump! CumpI Qump! 

Andrei looked around for a return signal. A blue flag waved in a 
window on Zamenhof Street “They’re coming down Gensia 
Street between the factory compounds. I hope Wolf lets them 
pass.” 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Clump! 

AnHw fivpH the binoculars at the intersection of Gensia and 
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Zamenhof, site of the abandoned Jewish Civil Authority building. 
The first of the black-helmetcd, black -uniformed troops appeared. 
Stutze was leading them. They would be under the guns of Ana 
Grinspan's company now. He signaled over the roof to hold lire, 
guessing they vvould come up ZanitMihcjf into the central area. 

“Hall!” Ihe command broke the silence. 

“Daggers leady ?” The Nazi knives were unsheathed. 

“Parade march!” 

Clump, clump, clump, clump, they goose-stepped ap 2^menhof 
Street. 

“Look at those arrogant syphilitic whores,” Andrei hissed. 
“All bunched up hke a rat pack, goose-stepping. We’ll scatter 
them, eh, Alex ?” 

Clump’ Clump! Clump! Clump! 

Andrei handed Alex the binoculars He pushed his glasses up on 
his forehead and focused on the black waves of uniforms filling the 
width of Zamenhof Street, pouring around the comer at them in 
row after row. Alex Iclt a knotting of his stomach He wished he 
had stayed in the bunker. Andrei was more concerned with the 
discipline of his troops So far no one mov<"d or made a sound. 

On they came around the corner of Gensia. The line of Na/is 
stretched lor a block, and still tliey came 

“Sing’” 

A thousand hairy hands thrust a thousand daggers skyward. 
Clump, clump, clump, clump, they goosc-stcppi.d. 

“When Jewish blood is squirting from our 
daggers! 

Only then the Fatherland will be free. 

When Jewish corpses rot and putrely. 

We’ll glory in Hitler’s victory.” 

Oump! Clump! Clump! Clump! i 

Their voices and their boots grew louder, and the marrow of the 
Jews was chilled. 

“When Jewish blood squirts from our 
daggers! 

It shall make us doubly glad. 

When Jewish skulls are stacked to the sky. 

Good Germans shall not be sad.” 


“Halt!” 

The massed Reinhard Corps stopped at the intersection of 
Zamenhof and Mila Streets. Sieghold Stutze called his officers 
together and huddled over a map and discussed the first phase of 
the operation. They stood directly below Andrei and Alexander. 
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The Reinhard Corps was in the gun sights of the f »ur companies 
of Jews awaiting the signal. 

Andrei took out a pack of matches. He began to light the bottle 
but stopped. “1 am a sentimentalist, Alex. I believe in historic 
justice. Have you ever lit one of these bottles?” 

"‘Me? God in heaven, no.” 

“1 hereby commission you to signal the uprising,” Andrei said, 
thrusting the bottle into AJex’s hand. 

Alex merely stared at it. “Well . . . what do I do?” 

“Light the wick and throw the bottle down on the street.” 

“Light . . . and throw . . .” 

“Yes, it’s very simple. You’re bound to hit one of those syphilitic 
whores. But hurry, before they disperse.” 

Alex licked his lips. The challenge was too tempting, the honor 
too great. “rH try” he said shakily. He carefuUy placed the bottle 
flat and srrjck a match. The wind blew it out. 

He struck another and tried to touch the flame to the wick 
hurriedly, and the wind blew that one out too. 

“Come along, Alex. Men of violence must act deliberately.” 

Alex struck a third m itch and sheltered the flame by cupping his 
hands, but his hands trembled so violently that lie could not steady 
it on the wick. 

He gave up. “We all battle in our own ways. I can’t do it.” 

“Try once more,” Andrei said. 

Alex clenched his teeth, fired with determination, and struck the 
match. An<lrei held his wrists, steadying his hanfls like a kindly 
father, and the flame touched the wick. It fiz/';d. 

“Throw It!” 

Alex flung it over the edge like a hot rock and it spiraled dov. ■ 
to the street, 

Whoinmmmrnmm! Plow! Fzzzzzzzztttt 1 

The bottle smashed on the helmet of an SS man and erupted! 

“Yaaaaaaahhhh!” the* human torch screamed. The ranks 
around him split apart and became transfixed on him as he twitched 
and kicked and rolled in the streets, being consumed by fire. 
“Yaaaahhhh! Yahhh! Yaaaaaaahhhhhh!” 

They all looked up to the roofs simultaneously. 

Blam! Blam! Blam! Blam! 

Blue flames spurted from hidden rifles and pistols, behind 
windows, doorways, the roofs. 

Wissshhhh! Whoom! blew the fire bombs. 

Sicghold Stutze’s eyes looked upward as Jewish guns vomited 
into their midst, spewing three years of pent-up rage. “Hans!” 
Stutze shrieked. “Look! A woman is firing!” He pitched forward 
on his face as a bullet tore at his chest. He crawled on his knees. 
The earth rumbled with deafening shocks of grenades. NiPs and 
bolts blew apart Sieghold Stutze’s stomach. He clutched at his 
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guts spilling into the street. A fire bomb fell at his feet and whisshed 
up his boots, and he groveled and screamed and gagged and died. 
Human torches and bullet- and grenade-riddled Germans turned 
the mtersecticn into a pond of carnage. 

Oberfuhrer Alfred Funk soaked luxuriously in a deep warm sudsy 
tub and sniffed the rising scented steam. The tones of Wagner's 
Tannhduser “Overture” crashed in from the phonograph in the 
living room. Between low points in the crescendo Funk could hear 
the sound of gunfire from the ghetto. He hummed m tune. “Da 
dam dam dam.” 

His orderly lay a tray containing his shaving gear on the rim of 
the tub. Funk sharpen^ the razor, looking up with disdain at the 
orderly, who never did it properly. He flicked his thumb over the 
edge and was satisfied. “Dum de dum dum,” he sang, “dum de 
dum dum dum dum dum ... de da da da,” as he lathered his face. 

“Hold the mirror still,” he snapped. 

‘Vfl, Herr Oberfuhrer.” 

Horst von Epp appeared in the doorway, bleary-eyed, wearing 
a dressing gown over his pyjamas. Funk looked contemptuously 
at him and snorted. “What gets you up at this hour of the morn- 
ing?” 

“You’d better drink this,” Horst said, thnisting the glass of 
schnapps forward. 

Funk screwed up his face. “At six o’clock in the morning? 
Never. Dum de dumm. Da da da.” He stretched his skin so the 
razor could bite off the stiff chin hairs. 

Horst took the mirror out of the orderly’s hand. “Alfred, put 
the razor down. You’re liable to cut your throat after what I tell 
you.” 

Funk merely glowered. 

“The Reinhard Corps has been massacred. Your men have been 
thrown out of the ghetto.” 

“Damn you, Horst ! This is the last of your nonsense I am going 
to tolerate!” He lifted the razor to resume shaving. 

Horst lowered Funk’s hand slowly. “We have succeeded very 
well in drawiiy; their fire. A hundred SS men have been killed. At 
least that number wounded. Our forces have fled beyond the wall.” 

Funk blinked in disbelief, then smiled weakly. “There must be a 
mistake. Those are Jews in there,” 

“I have prepared a press release that it wasn’t Jews but that we 
discovered gangs of Polish bandits hiding in the ghetto and have 
gone in to clean them out. The gunfire was not from Jews but from 
the bandits, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.” 

“Jews ? Jews threw the Reinhard Corps from the ghetto ? Jews ?” 

“Jews,” Von Epp answered. 

Funk threw over the tray and slushed to his feet, half sliooing. 
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He leaped from the tub and ran into the living ro “>in. A bloody, 
trembling officer stood before him. 

“Untersturmfuhrcr DolfuJis,” he said, snapping his heels before 
the naked, dripping general. 

“Speak, God damn you!” 

“We were caught in a terrible cross fire.” 

“Where?” 

'The confused lieutenant tried to find Zamenhof and Mila streets 
on the table map filled with pretty colored pins. Funk’s orderly 
threw a large towel over his master. 

“What the good officer is attempting to say, Alfred ... it was 
here,” Von Epp said. 

“So,” he snarled. “So. Tlicy want the taste of the whip.” Re 
lifted the phone. “Get me field hiadquarters. . . . Hello . . . OIxt- 
fuhror Funk here. Send the tank officer to my suite iinmedialely.” 

Noon. 

Six medium panzer tanks rumbled through the Swientojerska 
Gate and hugged the wall as they proceeded toward Zamenhof 
Street and into the con ’ al area. Their camions and machine guns 
peanted at the buildings. 

Their motors set up a din, and their weight caused the streets 
and the buildings to tremble. 

Tlie Fighters of Ana Grinspan's company became frozen with 
fear at the sight on the street. What could one do with pistols? 
The panzeis passed under the muzzles of ineffective guns and 
turned into Zamenhof Street. 

The gun turrets swung menacingly and aimed at the upi- 
stories of the buildings on both sides them. Gunners peercu 
through the slits, looking at the lifeless, motionless windows and 
roofs. Mow where was this army of tlie Jews'. ! low let them fire! 

Ajidrei tried to think aSpthe tanks rumbled toward his area. If 
they blasted liis people to cover or if his people cowered, the 
Germans would own the ghetto iinmediatcly. But how to stop 
tanks? For an instant an agonizing thought tantalized him. 
Perhaps wc are awards. Perhaps all the fight was gone from us 
after the first ambush. 

As the first tank rolled ovct the intersection «jf Kupiccka Street 
a lone figure darted out into the street so quickly that the German 
^nners could not train their guns on it. The figure ran directly 
in front of the lead tank. 

Andrei watched the single Jewish Fighter attack the panzer. 
The fighter’s cap fell off, revealing a long head of flaming red hair. 
It was a girl I With the tank almost on top of her, she jammed a 
pipe grenade into its treads. The tank rolled on the grenade and 
exploded it. With a resounding shudder the tread unsnapped and 
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lashed from its moorings and the tank spun around, helpless. The 
redheaded girl was crushed. 

Fighters watching on both sides turned the panzers into iron 
cottins. As from the tops of ravines, they rained down a hailstorm 
of borscht bottles. The tanks spun crazily, firing wildly at an 
enemy they could not see, trying to wipe the pricks of fire from 
their steel skins, but the rain of botUes increased. The tanks became 
engulfed in flame and turned into infernos. Fighters crept up close 
to make their hits more certain. 

One by one the hatches were thrown open and gaggitig, blinded, 
burned Germans stumbled out onto the streets, to be raked by 
cross fire. * 

Dusk. 

The German corpses were stripped of uniforms and guns and 
ammunition and stacked at the curbstones as Jewish corpses had 
once been stacked in the ghetto. 

The tanks were silent and smoldering and wrecked. 

The streets became quiet again. 

Tolek Alterman was the first up from Mila 18. He shouted at 
the top of his lungs, “The Germans have quit! The Germans have 
quit! Condition green!” 

“Condition green!” a voice echoed. 

Hand signals . . , runners flashed from block to block. 

“Hello, Haifa. The Germans have quit the ghetto! Condition 
green!” 

“Beersheba! Condition green!” 

The cries of joy and whoops bounced from building to building. 

A Fighter appeared in the street, running up and down, calling 
the all-clear. 

They poured out of the buildings and threw their arms about 
each other and skipped and somersaulted and hugged each other 
and cried and shouted and wept for jqy. 

In a few moments hora rings were dancing in the middle of the 
street and civilians cringing from the sounds of battle came up one 
by one in shock and amazement and kissed the Fighters. 

Anc^ei and the other commanders were tolerant of the break- 
down in disevline. Nothing could dim the exultation of those who 
had waited three years for this moment of tnumph. 

Gabriela Rak heard the voice of Alexander Brandel on her radio, 
as did all of Warsaw. “Fellow Poles. Today, April 19, 1943, we 
have struck a blow for freedom as the first to rebel against Nazi 
tyranny. By ejecting the Nazi butchers from the ghetto, the Joint 
Jewish Forces tonight hold the only piece of sovereign Polish 
territory. In the past we have begged you to join qs, and we beg 
you again. The Germans are murdering Polish citizens at a stagger- 
ing rate in the gas chambers at Auschwitz. They intend to reduce 
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Poland to a slave-labor pool by murdering more than half its 
citizens. No matter what our differences have been, the struggle 
for survival is mutual. Join us. Help us destroy the tyrant!” 

In Warsaw, things were rather gay. For a while there was con- 
cern over the noise and shooting from the ghetto, but the news- 
papers and radio quickly explained that bandit gangs were hiding 
tijere and the Germans had begun action to get them out. The 
Gtjrmans confessed to a half dozen or so casualties, but the noise 
was certainly nothing to get excited about. As for this repeated 
broadcast from a clandestine radio — well, it was typical Jewish 
exaggeration and really, who cared, anyhow? 


Chapter F'Jit -i 


The weary Fighters of Joint Forces slept deeply with delicious 
dreams of their victory. It was a victory largely belonging to a 
single girl who threw !■ '.rseit beneath a tank at the right moment 
to galvanize them into action, but she had done it and they had 
won the day. Tomorrow or the tomorrow after they would be 
asket^^o do the same as the redheaded girl, but tonight it did not 
matter. Victory is a balm. Alexander Brandel, a man of violence, 
celebrated longer and harder than anyone. He said he had two 
thousand years of defeats to make up for. 

While the rabble army slept, their commanders worked far ''to 
the night on more practical matters than celebrations. They ass'r* 
sed the day. It had been a good day mostly. Only six of the tweni. • 
two battle groups had been committed to action. Casualties from 
stray bullets were nominal. They had captured sixty rifles and 
pistols from fallen Germf^i soldiers. They had administered a 
wicked defeat to the best of Hitler’s Elite 
Yet the balance sheet added up to a minus based on one simple 
fact. Joint Fighters had expended more ammunition than they 
could replace. There would not be many more victories like 
today’s. It was a war of diminishing returns. A rather sober judg- 
ment said they’d shot themselves out of business quickly. The^ 
victory broadcast from the ghetto failed to stir the population or 
the Home Army. A dozen Polish youths tried to get into the 
ghetto to help but were shot for their effort. 

Tomorrow . . . another day. The commanders guessed that the 
Germans would go for the factories. Here was the largest pool of 
Jews in the mqst vulnerable place and most difficult to defend. 

Simon shifted two companies under Andrei to help Wolf at 
Brushmaker’s. Ana took her company from the central area and 



Tolek brought three groups down to Rodel at the uniform complex. 

They argued till dawn. Simon and Andrei demanded that Wolf 
remove the kasha-bowl land mine. The Germans surely would not 
dare march through the gates in close formation again after the 
lesson of the first day. Wolf reckoned differently. He was certain 
they had not learned or would not admit respect for the Jewish 
hating force. Wolf filibustered irntil it was too late to replant the 
mine. 

The second morning. 

Andrei and Wolf lay side by side in a second-story window which 
looked down at Bruslimaker*s mam gate. The plunger to set off 
the kasha bowl was at Wolf’s hand. He trusted no one else with the 
mine ignition switch. 

Half of Wolf ’s Fighters crouched inside the main factory build- 
ings behmd barricades placed there for the protection of the 
workers. Their position was vulnerable, for they had to meet a 
German attack head on. The second half, along with Andrei’s 
two compames, were scattered in a ring around the Brushmakcr’s 
in order to hit the Germans from the rear. The gamble was com- 
pletely upon the guess that the Germans would make a try for 
Brushmaker’s. 

Ten o’clock in the morning. 

“What’s holding them up?” Wolf wondered. 

“Confusion. They’re making their plans outside this time,” 
Andrei said. “Germans can’t improvise too well. They must fix 
their plan,” 

Wolf patted the handle of the plunger. “We’ll unfix them.” 

“A waste. They’ll never come in through the main gate.” 

“We’ll see.” 

At eleven o’clock runners reached them with the word that the 
Germans had concentrated a large force in the Krasinski Gardens. 
Eden had anticipated properly. The Germans were out to snip off 
the northeastern comer of the ghetto containing the Brushmaker’s 
complex. 

By eleven-fifteen runners reported movements outside the wall 
along Bonifraterska Street and opposite Muranowska Street. A 
ring of soldiers on the entire sector. 

“Hello, Jerusalem. This is Haifa. Troop concentration to cut off 
Brushmaker’s. They’ll be entering at any moment.” 

“This is Jerusalem. I have two companies ready to move at their 
backs if you need them.” 

“Hold them.” 

The Germans entered the ghetto in three places : the two Swiento- 
jerskagates opposite the gardens and at the PrzebiegGate touching 
Muranowski Place. 

They strung out quickly on Nalewki Street from the gardens for 
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two full blocks to Muranowski Place. The Brushmaker’s com- 
pound was completely cut off. Its eastern boundary was the ghetto 
wall along Bonifraterska Street. 

“They’ve a positive talent for walking into traps,” Andrei said. 
The Revisionists were also on top and behind the Germans. Andrei 
dispatched a runner to Ben Horin to hold fire. 

Now deployed, the Germans moved toward the main gate. A 
company down Gensia Street, a company up Walowa set to con- 
verge. 

Opposite the main gate, the Germans took cover near the build- 
ings. A loudspeaker unit was sc^ up. 

*'‘Juden Jews come out!” 

Five minutes passed. There was no movement from inside the 
factory. Fixed bayonets, battle ready, the Germans edged for the 
main gate. 

“See?” .\na.vi snorted. “I told you they wouldn’t march in.” 

“Wait.” 

With caution a squad poked inside the gate. A courtyard of forty 
meters of open space awaited them before they could reach the 
main building. They edged into the courtyard unmolested, but 
squarely in the sights oi the barricaded fighters inside. 

A second squad of Germans followed into the courtyard. They 
fired blindly into the main building. Glass shattered, brick chipped 
away, bullets echoed. No fire was returned. They fired again and 
again. No return. 

A third squad entered and set up a machine gun pointing at the 
main building, and the other two deployed to give cover to the main 
German force. 

“I’ll be goddamned!” Andrei said as he watched a Germa . 
battalion mass to march in. 

The protection squads gave an all-clear signal. 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Clump! 

Trawniki SS unsheathed their daggers and marched at the gate. 
The first line passed over the kasha bowl ... the second . . . the 
third. 

Andrei licked his lips and looked at the ignition plunger. Wolf’s 
hands toyed with it. 

“Now . . . now,” Andrei said. 

“Just a few, few more,” Wolf said. “Just . . a . . . few . . .” His 
hand thrust the plunger down. 

Warsaw bounced from the impact. 

Blood and sinew and muscle and shrieks soared skyward. Nuts 
and bolts erupted like an angry volcano. Disintegrated bits of a 
hundred Germans floated back to earth. The near living, the half 
living whimpepcd with shock, and the neatly deployed living were 
terrified. 

The three German squads in the courtyard were met with a 
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barra^ from the factory, but the land mine had already thrown 
them into disarray. 

From the rooftops Samson Ben Horin’s Revisionists— Chayal, 
Jabotinski, and Trumpeldor — ^poured a murderous fire at the backs 
of the Germans stretched out along Nalewki Street. 

It was a rout ! 

Fighters from Andrei’s and Wolf’s commands tore into the 
streets at the fleeting enemy with a vengeance. Confused Germans 
guarding the ghetto gates fired into their own troops pourmg out. 
Other Germans tried to leap the ghetto walls. Their hands were 
sliced to ribbons on the cemented broken glass, their bodies tangled 
in the barbed wire. 

Wolf’s judgment on the planting of the kasha bowl was con- 
firmed. 


Chapter Sixteen 


Journal Entry 

THE THIRD DAY 

Today we administered to the Germans their mo7t humiliating 
defeat of our infant rebellion, I shall describe it. 

The Reinhard Corps who survived the first day and Ukrainians, 
Lifts, Latts, and Estonians assembled at their parade ground off 
lOTZelazna Street and crossed and marched along the wall along 
Lcszno Street, apparently to enter at the Tlomatskie Gate. Rodcl 
has been anticipating such a move against the unijorm factory. The 
Germans moved in the former '"'Polish corridor*\ a slot between two 
sets of walls. RodeVs Fighters had rounded up twenty ladders. 
With the Germans singing and marching in the 'protected'' corridor, 
they rushed the ladders against the wdll, climbed, and pelted pipe 
grenades down on the Germans. The enemy never even got into the 
ghetto! 

Later in the afternoon Germans poured through four gates behind 
heavy machine-gun and mortar borages. Our strategy: let them in. 
Iheir protectfiie barrage must lift quickly after their troops pene- 
trate. Then we hit them from the rear. All four times we drove them 
out. 

Two events to hearten us! The first Russian bombers passed over- 
head for an air raid {on Germany^ we hoped). We cheered them 
wildly! 

Tonight the Germans admit on the radio broadcasts that the 
^'Polish bandits" have been joined by Jewish gangs/, perverts, sub- 
humans, nun rapists, etc., e/c.). This admission that they are fitting 
Jews is bound to have an impact on the people. 
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THE FOURTH DAY 

Our friends arrived at dawn. This time they neither sang nor 
marched in formation. They moved in dispersed^ heavily armed 
formations. After artillery^ mortars^ and machine guns drove us to 
covei\ they came in slowly. They crept along in the shadows oj the 
buildings. We no longer suffer from fright. It is they who show fear. 
We allow them to get deep into the ghetto, and then we hit them with 
cn^ss fires at intersections, hurl fire bombs and grenades down from 
the roofs^ shout at them in German to confUse them, jump them from 
the rear. 

Today they concentrated on ehe uniform factory. We estimate 
they used a thousand troops to seal it off. RodeVs forces harassed 
them unmercifully, but they managed to get a few hundred workers 
out. Frantic for a victory, they blew up a hospital near Pawiak Prison. 
All but the bed oatients had long been evacuated. 

THE FOURTH NIGHT 

Banks of floodlights in tall buildings over the wall lit up large 
sections of the ghetto. Their troops moved in to continue with a night 
attack on the uniform f wtory. Simon and Andrei have spoken of 
this possibility {night action) for some time. Simon tried our most 
daring foray. Broken into three groups, our people dressed in Ger* 
mf*. uniforms taken from the factory and trimmed {leather belts, 
netmets, even decorations) from fallen enemy. Group 1 was led by 
Andrei, Group 2 by Simon, and Group 3 by Tolek Alterman. Our 
'"'‘Germans'*'' merely marched out of the ghetto. The enemy mistook 
us. We got them completely offguard. Simon's group attacked e 
floodlights and artillery. They wrecked twenty floodlights and fiv> 
cannons. Tolek* s group raided the arsenal at SS barracks, captured 
machine gun and twenty rifles and several thousand rounds of am^ 
munition {desperately needed). 

Group 3, Androfski split info two parts. Part one raided the central 
market and '"'"confi.^cated*' three trucks loadi d with food. The second 
unit raided the Citadel Hospital for medical supplies. 

We know we have reached our high-water mark. We cannot u.se 
German uniforms at night again, as they will undoubtedly think of 
using a password to prevent future occurrences. {FurAier testimony 
to their respect for us as a fighting force.) Nevertheless, we can con- 
tinue to confuse them in the day by sudden attacks, wearing their 
uniforms. 

THE FIFTH DAY 

We took inventory. Ammunition is very, very low. Schlosberg has 
manufactured fjpur more smaller versions of the kasha bowl. We 
have planted them at key intersections, hoping for the best. 

Simon called in all commanders and called for less concentrated 
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fire on the enemy and more **indlvidual iny)rovisatU»C* lYanslated, 
this means more acts of individual heroism. 

Our Fighters responded today with incredible acts of courage. A 
tank blew up on one of the planted mines on NowolipkU but another 
tank and armored car were stopped literally barehanded. A Fighter 
from RodeVs command leaped on the tank^ threw open the hatch^ 
and hurled a bottle inside! The armored car was stopped by Fighters 
leaping on it from a second-story window with grenades in their hands. 

The Germans sense we are running short of ammunition. They are 
pressing us harder. Thank God they have not been able to replace 
the floodlights we destroyed. Tonight the ghetto was dark. Our 
fighters need sleep desperately. 

THE SIXTH DAY 

Incredible acts of heroism continue to save the day. Wolps cont- 
mand reports the following. 

Two Fighters without guns leaped on a German squad with knives; 
killed two, three fled. They took the weapons. 

Rachael Bronski was caught by a squ^ of Germans as she *endcd 
a wounded Fighter. She reached inside her skirt and flung a hidden 
grenade at them. 

In the central area, Andrei tells me that his people are making the 
Germans fight house by house, room by room. We start at the ground 
floor and make the Germans pursue us up, step by step, to the roof. 
We hurl bombs and grenades on them and we continue to fight clear 
up to the roof The Germans quit. They will not come on the roofs. 

From RodeVs command: ^ul Sugarman, an old-time Bundist, 
was badly wounded. He refused to die until he crawled back to his 
bunker and gave his rifle to his brother. 

Simon has called for hit and run only when we are behind the 
Germans; not to meet them head on. We don't have the ammunition. 
We should adjust our positions so that we can retreat and lead them 
into deadends to use our bombs with thb most effect. 

The Germans have managed to unearth a few bunkers of civilians. 
They have been marched out of the ghetto. I hear that Boris Presser 
and his family were taken to the Umschlagplatz today. Well? What 
can one say?. Has there ever been a doubt of Jewish courage? I 
suppose we all have wrestled with that. Andrei confided to me that it 
crossed his mind on the first day when he saw the six tanks come up 
Zamenhof Street. 1 hope these past six days answer that question 
forever. Sacrifice is commonplace. Not a single Fighter has sur- 
rendered. 

THE SIXTH NIGHT 

Still no replacement for the destroyed floodlights. The Germans 
press in on night patrols to keep us from sleeping. We butchered 
them. 
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Our Fighters shout in the darkness and the Germans fire blindly 
at our voices, revealing their positions and their fear, 

A report from the Aryan side tells us that Funk asked for SS 
volunteers for night patrols and no one volunteered! 

The report also says that the Polish people are awed by our fight. 
To hell with awe! Less awe and more help is what we need, 

^ 1 write this 1 realize that tomorrow begins the seventh day of 
the “rebellion. The four days* work Alfred Funk promised the Death's- 
Head's Brigade has proved false. This week we have prayed for will 
come to pass, God! Will we get help? 

THE SEVENTH DAY 

Simon Eden spoke to his commanders before dawn. We are to 
drop back to even more desperate tactics. We are to stay in hiding 
until the Ge^^na* so close we can smell his breath, count the hairs 
on his head. Attack by k nife, leap on him barehanded, and choke him 
to death. Fire only at point-blank range. We cannot afford the luxury 
of missing a single round. We cannot make a bad throw of a single 
grenade. We must constantly shift our positions at night to alternate 
bunkers. Finally, ajurthj^' cut m rations. Water: one glass per day 
per Fighter. 

Today the Germans finally cleaned out the uniform factory, 
Rodel's people did not have the fire power to stop them. We had 
\ managed to take most of the laborers from the Brushmaker's factory 
into buildings and bunkers. 

The bunkers are becoming unbearable. Mila IS has four hundred 
people (capacity 220), It is only an iota above suffocation level, 7. > 
thermometer today read 140 degrees, 

THE SEVENTH NIGHT 

The Germans have had enough of the ghetto in the dark. We own 
the night. We are the kings %f darkness! They do not come in here 
out of sheer cowardice and fear. Like college boys making drunken 
vows, we have fulfilled our "goal" of hjlding the ghetto for a week, 
Israel reborn has lived for seven days under fire! Ridiculous, isn't it? 
We are perilously low on ammunition. Food and water are not 
going to improve. We cannot replace a fired round of^mmunition. 
We cannot replace a killed fighter. Our wounded die quietly with 
no complaints about the little aid we can give them. But I am 
ashamed of my past cynicism. I have never seen morale so high, I 
have never been so proud to be a Jew, At night we walk tall and 
straight as free men. We sing and we dance. We tell jokes about 
our hunger and we laugh about our fear. Strange, so very strange, 
how a hopeless gause can be the cause of the most exhilarating ejc- 
perience I have ever known (forgive me, Sylvia), 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 
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Chapter Seventeen 


Simon Eden was chagrined. A week was over and his army was 
stiU intact and full of tight. Simon, who had dreaded the burden 
of command, had reacted to a himdred crises without hesitation. 
When in doubt, he personally led his troops on foray after foray. 
He had become transformed into a symbol of leadership. 

The week’s end called for a reappraisal. His Fighters no longer 
had the luxury of concentrating, gunfire. This meant that the 
Germans could cut off and fine-comb surrounded areas with a 
dctermmed effort. No longer able to protect the civilians in the 
southern area, Simon ordered Rodel to abandon a suicidal 
position and pull his Fighters mto the central area. 

Wolf was ordered to cut and destroy the phone line between 
Mila 1 8 and the Franciskanska bunker despite the fact that runners 
often needed hours to negotiate a few blocks during the daytime. 
There was too great a risk of the Germans finding the phone line 
and using it to lead them into the bunkers. 

A new standing order : all Fighters were to scour for food and 
water during the night in bunkers which the Germans had dis- 
covered during the day. 

In his favor was his continued night control of the ghetto, plus 
the fact that the Germans gave up using tanks and armored cars. 
And Andrei Androfski, his workhorse, his nonpareil warrior. The 
sight of Andrei nearby never failed to calm him. 

Simon worked throughout each night, having developed a 
remarkable facility to sleep in short snatches. P-odel came to Mila 
18, to the first floor, where Simon stayed during the night to escape 
the heat of the bunker. 

Rodel reported that all his Fighters were moved and deployed 
in the central area. ^ 

“Good. Get some sleep,” Simon said. “It’s four o’clock in the 
morning.” 

“I wanted to talk to you about something else. I hear rumors 
that Samsoq Ben Horin is taking the Revisionists out of the 
ghetto.” 

“That’s right,” Simon answered. “I’m going to see him now.” 

“Take me with you.” 

“Why? You and Ben Horin haven’t passed a civil word to each 
other for five years.” 

“They’ve no right to leave!” Rodel roared. 

This was what Simon had expected of the hotheaded Com- 
munist. No matter how many times a man must coHie to a decision, 
there is no immunity to the shock of a new decision. This was the 
most difficult he had faced the entire week. 
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“The Revisionists are not obligated to our commioid,” Simon 
answered softly. 

“But they do have a duty.*’ 

“What is their duty. Rode! ? Glorious death 7 They’ve fought 
well. We’ve all done what we set out to do. We can no longer 
protect civilians— you know that.” 

“But each day we can hold out, our monument grows higher. 
With the Revisionists here we can buy time. A day . . . two . . 

Simon did not know how to answer. “I’ve thought about this 
moment long and hard. There is a line which we cross when it is 
no longer our duty to die but to Mve. Each man has his line set in a 
difTerent place. 1 cannot command what a man m^ist choose for 
himself.” 

“All right then, but you don’t have to help them by approval. 
Simon, think* You’re setting a dangerous precedent. Others may 
decide to go.” 

“Yes ... I know . . 

The rendezvous with Samson Ben Horin was held at Nalewki 37 
in a lantern-lit room. It w ould be daylight in two hours. Samson’s 
neatly trimmed beard was in straggly disarray, and his hollow 
features made his weariness more pronounced. 

“Did you bring me a map of the sewers?” 

Simon spread it on the table. “Do you still plan to try it before 
dawn ?” 

“Yes. It shouldn’t take more than an hour to reach the Vistula. 
They’ll have a barge waiting for us.” 

“I don’t want to interfere, but you’re taking your people right 
under the heart of Warsaw by staying in the main line. It's dan- 
gerous. I seriously suggest that you consider using small cross 
lines . . . here . . . here . . . here . . .” he said, pointing. “This way 
you come out a few miles north in Zoliborz.” 

“We can’t change plans iTow. They’ll be vaiting foi us.” 

“Delay it for a day. Recontact your people on the outside and 
set up a safer route.” 

Samson hemmed and hawed, then sprang from his seat. He had 
thought of a safer route, but it would cost him twenty-four hours. 
“It’s a greater risk to stay,” he said. “We don’t think we can hold 
for another day.” 

Simon showed no reaction to the shock he felt. “Do you have a 
compass?” 

“Yes.” 

He penciled in the route. “Ifs almost perfectly straight. Watch 
for barbed wire here. Tides won’t be too bad. Hold hands, keep 
conversation ddwn. Be careful with lights.” 

Samson Ben Horin studied the map for several moments, then 
folded it and put it in his breast pocket. Simon arose. “I’ve got to 
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get back to my bunker/* he said ** We have a meeting scheduled in 
ten minutes. Our German friends are bringing up another battalion 
of artillery.” 

“Thanks for everything, Simon. Listen, I want you to know. 
What I mean to say is . . this is a group decision to leave.” 

“No explanation is necessary.” 

“It’s not as if we are running away.” 

“No one has accused you of that.” 

“Simon, when the ghetto was started we had five hundred 
people in Warsaw. There are fifty-two of us left. I want you to 
know that I personally voted to nmain. But ... as their leader, 1 
am obligated to take them out to the forests.” 

“I figured it was that way.” 

“Eleven of my people have decided to remain with you. Wc have 
also voted to leave you half our guns and eighty per cent of our 
ammunition. You’ll find it all in our bunker.” 

He extended his hand. Simon shook it. Samson Ben Horin, a 
rebel among rebels, headed quickly for his bunker. 

In ten minutes the forty-one remaining Revisionists were in the 
main sewer line under Gensia Street. They passed near Wolf’s 
Franciskanska bunker, under the Brushmaker’s compound, and 
they were beneath the wall. Every ten yards Samson flicked on his 
flashlight for a two-second bearing. A cham, hand to hand, 
moved silently. 

The light found the barbed-wire trap. 

Five men with wire cutters bit their pliers into the barrier and 
worked it apart slowly. 

Samson peered at his watch. It was going too slowly. It would 
be light in fifty minutes. “Hurry,” he whispered, 

“It’s very thick.” 

“Hurry!” 

They grunted as their rusty instruments tried to break the wire. 
Samson flashed his fight again. They were only a third of the way 
through. He pushed past the wire-cutting team and with his hands 
squeezed the accordions flat. The barbs tore his flesh in a dozen 
places, but h^ batted at the wire until there was a partial clearance. 
They slugged through. The wire ripped their flesh and their 
clothing and they were bloodied and in pain. 

Overhead, a Polish Blue policeman patrolling the area was 
drawn to the manhole by foreign sounds. He knelt and lay his ear 
against the manhole, then darted off to the Citadel gate only a 
block away, where the Wehrmacht had a camp. 

“Tl^re are people in the Kami. I’m sure of it. I could hear them 
grunting.” 

The last of the Revisionists passed the entanglement. Their 
bloody legs were washed with sewage. The manhole cover behind 
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them clunked open. A blasting light probed in. German voices! 
The Revisionisis flattened against the slimy side of the bricks, 
just out of reach of the beams. 

“See? Some of the wires have been cut!” 

“Get a ladder!” 

Samson was dizzy. Simon’s warning about going through an 
arterial flashed through his mind. Trapped in a black feud coHin. 
OltGod! He could feel the tremors of fear running up and dovvn 
the line. Stay? Fight when they come into the sewer after us? Run 
back to the ghetto? Bolt for the river? 

“Let’s go, we can’t stay hey!” He pushed on down Fran- 
ciskanska Street, slushing as fast as his feet could hold in the 
slime and muck. Samson wanted to flash his light to study the 
map and find a small connecting Kanal^ but there was no time to 
stop. Two mains converged. Freta Street. Large intersection. We 
are halfwa> there. The sewage ran swiftly. 

Behind them they cc*uld hear the Germans lowering a ladder and 
they could see a crisscross of lights searching for them. 

“We have to change our course,” Samson said. 

“No.” 

“Yes, 1 say. Up Freta Street.” 

“No. We won’t make the river.” 

“Come on. Up Freta Street!” 

“Samson !” someone shrieked at the end of the line. “Samson! 
Poison gas!” 

Samson turned on his flashlight and saw the billows of smoke 
rolling at them. 

There! A built-in iron ladder leading up to the street! Coughi*il, 
screaming at the end of the line! Samson climbed the ladder an< 
put his shoulder against the manhole and shoved the lid off. He 
poked his head out, then squirted onto the street. Two, three, four, 
five, six seven, they fled after him. 

Blinding lights! 

Red streaks of tracer bullets from an arc of German machine 
gunners shot them down. Some scampered back to the sewer and 
were shot down the hole into the poison gas. And then, after a few 
more shattering screams as the gas converged from four directions, 
it was still. 

The longest-sought German breakthrough came just before 
dawn on the eighth day with the destruction of the Revisionists 
whose attempt to break down a main Kanal proved as foolhardy as 
Simon Eden had feared. 

On the eighth day the Germans roared into the ghetto, inspired 
by the victory • It had a strange reaction on the Jewish Fighters. 
It brought to them a full and final realization that there was no 
escape, that the fight would have to be fought to the very end on 



this ground. The Jews turned savage, hurling themselves into 
German ranks as living grenades and torches. Cornered, out of 
ammunition, they fought with rocks and clubs and bare hands. 

Each step the Gormans took into the central area, they paid 
moi c heavily 1 he Jews were on top of them, behind them, beneath 
them, and thc> fought like manicics 
On the oighth day they drove the Germans out. 

The calculated concealment of news of the uprising burst apart 
The word rolled over the length and breadth ol Poland. 

Jews have rebelled in the Warsaw ghetto! 

Jews ha\c been holdmg againtt onslaught after onslaught for 
over a week * 

1 ales of the fanatical Jewish courage dribbled out The myth of 
Jewish cowardice was burst. 

Berlin was shocked 

Jews fighting, routing the Elite Corps’ It was catastrophic, a 
humiliation as bad a propaganda defeat as Stalingiad was a mili- 
tary defeat 

On the ninth day Funk mounted his most furious assault, using 
SIX thousand troops, and at the .nd of the ninth day he received his 
ofheers, who babbled stories of yet another defeat. 

• “Herr Oberfuhrer, they strike like phantoms’” 

“And you strike like cowards,” Funk shouted “You discrace 
the SS, the I atherland You disgrace our Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler ” 
Funk threw them all out except Horst von Epp He loathed the 
mampersonally but had to rely on him more and moic m the past 
davs Von Epp rould make up the most magnificent excuses 
Funk sat at his desk to write his report Si/ hundred Jr ws had 
been taken out of the ghetto on this, the ninth da> In all, only eight 
thousand removed in ten days and most of them from the unifoim 
factory There were still over thirty thousand of them hidden, and 
It was gett’iig more difficult to locate them each day At this rate it 
could take forever His promise of fou^days to liquidate the ghetto 
was haunting him like a joke — like Goring’s promise that no bomb 
would drop on Germany He could sense the disdain of the officers. 
No, they would not dare replace him, for that would be admission 
that the Jews^had defeated the SS * 

Horst concentrated heavily on which woman to bring in for a 
weekend Alfred Funk wrote his daily report The report was con- 
cise and boasted of progress wnich had not been made and 
exaggerated enemy strength and expanded the myth of a large 
army of Polish bandits helping the Jews Crisp, dull, military. 
Copies to Police General Kruger in Krakow, to Globocnik m 
Lublip, and to Himmler Ultra-secret 
Horst walked over to him in a turmoil between a» redhead and a 
blonde and lifted the report and scanned it. “Have you ever heard 
of the Ass of Balaam, Alfred 
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“The what of what?” 

“The Ass of Balaam m the Bible.” 

“Ot course not ” 

“The Ass of Balaam attempts tocurse the sons of Israel and ends 
up praising them 1 think the Ameiu am call it a left-handed rom- 
pliinenl ” 

“Must you always talk in riddle^ 

“Look at these phrases in yuur report You refer to the ‘enemy * 
Since when do we admit the Jew > are a mihtary enemy And here— 
‘Jewish disregard for death and the unshakable decision to resist’ — 
why don’t you recommend we ^ixorate them with Iron Crosses*^” 

Funk took the report and tore it in half “I’ll do it over ” 

“They tell me it’s like a nightmare in there,” von Fpp said 

“1 don’t understand this at all Most of these troops have pier- 
formed 'i\cll Vi thecuSh rn front 1 imply don’t understand it ” 
Horst’i mnd wa<5 l>ick on thr women Alfn d Funk’s was not 
“ Wc htive to get them off the roo^s ’ he said ‘M ust get them down 
on the grr)und 

The phone rang Funk answered He turneo callow and clapped 
his hand over the mo ithpieee Himnilei cilliiip fiern Berlin ” 
Alfred Funk lifted his latest reports ind read pas'* iges, spoke of 
German devotion and courage, gave a* suranee > rh( n he became ^ 
quiet and listened and list^ ned Hi** shading turned to crim'^on and ^ 
then to gray He phecd the rcceiv< r un the hook very, very slowly 

“New^ of this insurrection h *s spread all over Europe Hitler has 
been in a rage all day ” 

Horst von Epp’s hand clutehed his thioat enconseiouslv 

“D imn ' Damn hunl* wah<*d to Uk wlndov^ in a violent angt 
“Dimnth ii filthy Jew soul ’ 

He whii led to Horst f Iis face was a m of evil Von Epp was 
frightened 

“What arc you ^oln^ to do Alfred'^” 

“I’ll get these filthy in nAls down from ♦he roof I ^hall burn the 
ghetto to the ground'” 


Chapter Eighteen 

“Heinkel bombers'” cried the Fighters on the roofs 

The German airplanes swooped in at a height of two hundred 
feet over the Brushmakcr’s and slowed their speed Tons of black 
bombs fell from their opened wombs on the crush of buildings 
They hurled d«wn, tore through the i oofs, splattered on the streets. 
Ignited. 

The incendiaries smoldered and their groping flames licked 
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around for fuel. The wood spurted into sudden fire and roared up 
the stair wells to the roofs. 

“The ghetto is burning!” 

The Heinkels zoomed in on a second and a third pass. There 
was nothing to shoot back and deter their “dnll" with human tar- 
gets. Palls of smoke billowed and spiraled heavenward and fianies 
leaped on the roofs, turning them into frying pans. Glass windows 
exploded and scattered on the streets, and orange-and-red fingers 
of flame leaped violently through the windows. 

A scorched runner spilled into the bunker at Mila 1$, holding 
his blackened hands, and anothef. with wild eyes came in, and 
another. All of them had the same story. 

“We have to abandon the roofs.” 

The ghetto burned crisply, concisely, and hopelessly, for there 
was not so much as a single drop of water to stop the conflagration. 
Fire, a hungry beast, devoured all that would succumb and relent- 
lessly searched for more. 

Warsaw’s fire brigades surrounded the ghetto with power hoses 
ready. Orders: keep the flames locked in on the Jews. Occasionally 
an angry spark would leap the wail and ignite on the Aryan side, 
lliese fires beyond the wall were quickly stamped out. Not a single 
drop of water went into the ghetto. 

At the end of the tenth day of the uprising the northern quarter 
of the ghetto was in flames. 

On the tenth night the new artillery battalions went to work. 
They poured five thousand rounds of artillery fire from the mouths 
of their cannons over the wall at point-blank range. Debris flew in 
the wake of the shell fire. Walls that refused to fall to fire were 
blasted apart. 

Blam! Blam! Blam! Blam! bellowed the German guns. 

The earth shook and windows rattled and the muzzles flashed 
lightning and no one slept in Warsaw. 

Blam! Blam! Blam! Blam! they reached out at the silhouettes 
outlined in the fire. Blam! Blam! Blam! Blam! until daylight. 

And then the Heinkels came back and showered more coals into 
the inferno, and the fire raced from house to house, leaped over 
intersections, block to block. The tightly packed poor Stawki area 
raged, and the fire raced down Zamenhof, up Niska, along Mila, 
along Nalewki, devoured the Brushmaker’s complex. 

Immense belches of violently twisting columns of smoke stream- 
ed skyward and turned into yellow-black clouds and blocked the 
sun and turned day into night. Showers of soot rained down 
thickly, covering the city with a snowfall of ashes. Everything was 
an ugly disintegrating gray. o 

One by one Simon called his groups down from the roof. The 
very key to their defenses was burned from under them. Fighters 
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whom the Germans had been unable to force down were now 
driven out by the ever-probing, darting flames. 

The wall of fire billowed down Zamenhof and encircled and ate 
the Civil Authority building and ran down Gensia, once a com- 
mercial artery of Warsaw, and the Pawiak Prison erupted hke an 
immense torch. 

Easter Sunday! 

^Jhe mighty organ of the cathedral bellowed a tribute to the 
resurrection of the Son of God. The confines of the cathedral and 
of every church in Warsaw were overrun with pious who knelt, 
crossed, prayed. Hailed Mary, dipped holy water. Choir boys with 
shiny faces sang out to the glory of the Lord in falsetto voices. 

The flames from the ghetto warmed them and caused the pious 
to perspire profusely, but they pretended no discomfort, for tins 
was a joyous time. 

“Hail Mar>. lull of grace , . . Mother of God . . 

Gabriela Rak kneP in the last row of the mighty tabernacle. She 
had wept until she had no more tears. A coughing broke out in the 
cathedral as a ind shift sent gusts of smoke from the ghetto racing 
down to the altar. 

Gabriela looked up at the bleeding, limp Chrisf . The archbishop 
chanted prayers rapidly in Latin. 

“Oh my God,“ Gabriela whispered to herself. “My hatred for 
these people around me knows no hounds. Help me, God. Help me 
not to hate them . .. help me not to hate . . . please let my child 
live. My child must live, but I am afraid because of my hatred. O 
Jesus . . . how can you do this to your own people?” 

Gabriela knelt alone after the cathedral Wiis empty. 

It was a had day for an taster Sunday. The gardens and t 
Vistula P.iver and the places where one CLlcbratcs the resurrectio 
and the coming of spring were simply unbearable because of the 
damned fire inside the ghetto. Soot poured do" n on their clothing, 
and it was humid and darl* A perfectly wonderful day was being 
ruined. 

“O Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. Why are you making them suffer?” 
Gabriela moaned. “Help me, help me. Help me not to hate.” 

In deference to the holy day, the fire brigade poured their water 
jets over the ghetto wall to keep the Converts’ Churen from falling 
to the flames as they reached the southern bonncLiry. 

Easter night. 

Fires lit the sky from the Converts’ Church on the south to 
Muranowski Place on the north; from the cemetery on the west to 
the Brushmaker’s on the cast. All of the ghetto blazed. 

Horst von Dpp stood transfixed before his window and watched. 
A naked oil-covered girl lolled on the bed behind him. He was 
drunk as he had never been drunk. He hung onto the curtain. 
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‘‘Fire is fascinating/* the girl observed. 

“That is no fire. That is heU. That is hell the way the devil meant 
it to be!” 

“Horst, be a good boy. Gose the curtain and come to bed.** 

“HeU!” He poured a drink sloppily. It ran over the edge of his 
^ass and down his arm. “I salute our thousand-year empire! See 
it ! See it ! We shaU live in fires bke that for a thousand years 1 We are 
cursed!” 

He turned and looked at the girl wildly. “Cursed, damned . • .** 
The shadows of the fiames crisscrossed her body. 

“You frighten me,” she whimpered. 

“Get out, you slut!” 

Inferno! Inferno! Inferno! 

Large beams devoured by the fire plunged from the roofs 
through floors. Choking, gagging, blmdkl Jews scrambled dazed 
into the streets and walked in helpless circles. Jews hurled their 
children from wmdows and then themselves. Jews were crushed 
and buried under coUapsing walls. 

On the thirteenth night of the rebeUion the artiUery began again 
to make up for its one-day Easter holiday. 

Jews were charred into unrecognizable smoldering corpses. 

Jews were roasted in bunkers which were turned into coffins by 
wind shifts and downdrafts. 

Jews were choked to death in clouds of smoke which crushed 
their, lungs. 

Jews leaped from their hiding places into the sewers and were 
boiled to death in bubbling, sizing waters. 

On the fifteenth day the ^etto burned. 

On the sixteenth day the ghetto burned. 

On the seventeenth day it burned. Pillars of smoke continued to 
reach for the sky, and for miles in every direction it was black. Un- 
draped skeletons defiantly remained standing. 

Searchlights picked out the dissenters and the guns rankled and 
the walls fell. 

Because of the extreme depth of Mila 18, it had been spared 
direct contact'k^ith the fire. But the bunker was a continued scene 
of the epitome of agony. Heat reached 170 degrees. Naked people 
collaps^ atop each other in exhaustion. The Treblinka room, the 
central area hospital, was loaded with groaning, charred ruins of 
human beings. Many were burned beyond recognition. Deborah 
Bronski and the other nurses had no salve for their wounds and 
but a drop of water for their parched lips. Day and night they 
begged to be put to death to escape their misery, but not even a 
bullet could be spared for that. 

And when they died they were taken through the Majdanek 



room, the children's part of the bunker connected to the sewer. 
Their bodies were floated out in the sewer to make room for more 
near death to be brought down from the inferno above. 

His voice grew weaker and weaker, but day and night Rabbi 
Solomon wailed in a stupor the chant “Eh, Eli.” 

“My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?*’ 

In fire and flame our race did they burn. 

With shame our masses bnmd. 

Yet none turned away from thee. 

Not from Thee, my God,^nor Thy Torah. . . . 

On the nineteenth day nearly everything that could be burned 
had burned. Now was a time for smoldering. Iron beams sizzled 
out their stored-up heat. Pavements could not be walked on. The 
boiling sewers ran cool again. 

And when Uie sizzling sloped on the twentieth day, the Germans 
returned to probe th» enemy strength, hoping that their work had 
been complete. 

But most of the Fighters lived and throughout their agony 
begged to see the face of the enemy once more. Rodel and ten of 
his people moved behind the broken walls, searching out bunkers 
of Fighters, when the Germans came in. 

He hid his men in a rubble pile as a patrol advanced toward him 
along Lubecka Street. 

The Germans moved cautiously, fearfully, hopefully expecting 
every Jew would be gone. 

An officer pointed to his sub-machine gunn^^r to check the rubble 
pile on his right. 

Rodel had a quick decision to make. The Germans had twei 
men spread on the street. His people did not have the equipmcni 
to attack them. Yet the soldier would surely discover them if he 
kept coming. Rodel tightened his fat lips ana felt his pistol. His 
eyes became glued to the soldier’s weapon. A lovely sub-machine 
gun, and then he saw the soldier’s water canteen. 

The German had almost reached Rodcl’s group. 

“Stay under cover,’’ Podel ordered, and in the same instant 
leaped out of the rubble. 

“Jew!” screamed the startled German in his last word. Rodcl’s 
knife slit him in half. He snatched the sub-machine gun, jerked off 
the ammunition belt, and drew the German patrol away from his 
own Filters. 

“After him!” 

The WaflenSS fired. 

Rodel dropped back into the skeleton of a building. Half its 
walls had fallen away, exposing the stairway up to the top floor, 
which was still burning. He crouched and let go a burst which 
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scattered them and he began to climb the exposed stairs. Half of the 
twenty Germans raced in after him, and the second half stayed in 
the street and fired into the denuded building. 

Up one flight, up two. He crouched and shot down on his pur* 
suers. 

His own Fighters used that moment to make their escape. 

Rodel came to the top floor. The rooms were burning. He re* 
treated to a dead end. Fire lapped all around him. The Germans 
came up the steps and forced him to break ground with a grenade 
lobbed at his feet. He reeled back, his machine pistol spewing de- 
fiantly. Curses poured from his moitth. The fire caught tus shirt and 
flared up his back. He snarled and moved into his tormentors and 
fired, and they began retreating down the stairs, awed by his rage. 

A human torch spit at them from a landing. His gun went 
empty. He pulled his pistol out and fired. 

A German bullet struck him, two, three. He staggered and crash- 
ed out of the building, flaming down to the sidewalk, and his body 
smashed on the pavement. With broken bones protruding from 
his body, he kept crawlmg toward the Germans on the street and 
firing his pistol. 

On the twentieth day the Germans returned with sound detec- 
tors, engineers, and dogs. Thirst-crazed Fighters leaped at them 
with vengeance, but the tide of war had turned unalterably. 

While the ghetto burned, Oberfiihrer Funk meticulously plann- 
ed the block-by-block extermination of what remained of the 
ghetto. With military efficiency the Germans set up barricades over 
a block and then took it apart house by house, room by room. 
They were able to unearth one bunker after another and find 
people cowenng in the rubble. Once a bunker was located, the 
engineers moved in efficiently and set dynamite charges in 
them. The blasts were followed up by teams of flame throwers, and 
finally the last of the ‘‘experts*’ pumped poison gas in. 

Manhole covers were thrown open and poison gas filled the 
sewers. They were flooded to the height of the pipes. Soon the 
putrid waters were clogged with corpses entangled in the barbed- 
wire traps. 

On the twenty-first and twenty-second days, bunkers fell by the 
dozens. Still the pesky, arrogant Jewish Filters continued their 
attacks. The Germans detested running into the Fighters because 
it called for a struggle to the death. 

By the twenty-third day a hundred fifty bunkers had been metho- 
dically located. 

A next tactic was tried. 

Five-^dlon cans of drinking water and freshly baloid bread were 
set out by the Germans at intersections to lure the starved, thirst- 
crazed survivors into the open. Once a child was captured, he was 
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tortured before bis mother to reveal the location of a bunker. The 
b^tial dogs forced their share of confessions. 

Fifteen thousand near dead were uncovered and marched to the 
Umschlagplatz by the end of the twenty-third day. 

On the twenty-fourth day the Germans were certain they had 
won the hardest battles and it was now a downhill fight. During the 
night Andrei Androfski, whose job was to reorganize the Joint 
Fighters after each day, pulled together two hundred sixteen 
filters and the entire stock of firearms and waited for the enemy. 
Fighting out of rubble, they audaciously threw the Germans out 
of the ^etto in a series of amb|ishes, captured the planted food 
and water, and crashed through the Gensia Gate into the Aryan 
side, where they raided a small arsenal and threw the arms over the 
wall to their waiting comrades. They had captured enou^ food, 
ammunition, and water to sustain them for another angry gasp. 

Sylvia Biondu was killed in this action, trying to tend to a fallen 
Fighter. 

So great was Oberfiihrer Funk's frustration, he shot one of his 
officers to death in a rage. 

“German patrol over^iead.” 

Mila 18 went into a familiar pattern of silence. Deborah Bronski 
kept the remaining twenty children quiet, llie Fighters did not 
breathe. The wounded prayed silently, daring not to shriek out 
their pain. 

An hour passed . . . two . . • 

The Germans still hovered over them, pressing in to find the 
elusive headquarters of the Joint Fighters. 

On the third hour Rabbi Solomon began to weep prayerr 
Simon Eden nearly choked him to death to silence him. 

Overhead, dogs sniffed up and down Mila Street ; sound detec- 
tors begged to hear a cough, a cry. 

At the end of the third hoig the tension became unbearable. Heat 
added to the stillness. One by one they pitched forward in dead 
faints. Christopher de Monti yanked Deborah’s hair to keep her 
awake. 

And then a cry! 

Simon and Andrei and Tolek Alterman pistol-whipped the 
weepers into silence before a mass outbreak of hysteria. 

Fix hours . . . six . . . 

The utter collapse as the Germans left the street. 

Journal Entry 

Tomorrow our battle goes info its twenty-fifth day, I want death 
to take me, I mnnot stand more of it. Till yesterday I managed, 
but now Sylvia is gone and Moses is close to death. What has he 
had? What has he had? 
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Our boys and girls still fight fiercely. The enemy cannot claim the 
ghetto, I will die with pride. There is only one thing I wish now. 
Christopher de Monti must be taken out of the ghetto. He alone 
knows where the entire works of the Good Fellowship Club are 
buried. We cannot risk keeping him here any longer. I have not 
prayed in synagogue since I have been a boy, I have taken a position 
of convenience by calling myself an agnostic, I therefore did not have 
to submit to the hypocrisy of dogma^ but on the other hand it spares 
me from exposing myself by saying I am an atheist and do not be^ 
lieve in God. Yes^ a true position of convenience. Now / ask God 
to prove Himself. I beg him to f^t Christopher de Monti live so 
that this history will not die, 

ALEXANDER BRANDEL 


Chapter Nineteen 


Andrei roUed his tongue over his gritty teeth and peered out from 
behind the rubble pile. Muranowski Place before him was ht up 
with arc lights. It looked like day. Andrei thought, this night life is 
killing me. There was no chance of getting into the bunker from the 
Muranowski entrance. The square had at least two companies of 
Germans in it. He scratched his beard. Got to remind Simon to 
trim my beard tomorrow. I looked like hell in the mirror. Come to 
think of it, I owe Simon a trim too. 

Andrei patted the Schmeisser, “Gaby,” and sized up the opposi- 
tion. He had only one clip of twenty bullets and a grenade. Poor 
Gaby, Andrei said to himself. I can’t keep you clean any more. I’m 
all out of oil. Your pretty little sights are all rusted. Sorry, Gaby, 
we simply can’t take on a hundred of these whores by ourselves. 

Well, they’re not moving, Gaby, sa we’d better move, because 
I’m tired. I’d love to brush my teeth again before I die. 

Each night since the beginnmg of the rebellion Andrei made a 
roundof the Joint Fighters’ positionsand reset them with orders for 
the next day. After the Germans were driven out of the ghetto in 
the first days ihc job was not too difHcult. He could travel walking 
upri^t with runners at his side. During the fires it was night- 
marish. Leaping flames, crumbling walls, and those damned 
artillery shells. 

Now the communications between bunkers were all but broken. 
Two days ago he carried an order from Simon that each ^oup was 
independent to act and improvise against the conditions in the im- 
mediate area. Each commander was responsible fgr forming his 
own hit-and-run attacks and, even more urgent, finding the food 
and ammunition and medical supplies to continue the fight. 
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Each night Andrei left Mila 18 to regroup the dim’nishing army. 
The Germans were getting bolder and bolder. Theii night patrols 
increased. It took Andrei almost all night to find his scattered 
people, although their area was becoming smaller and smaller. 
Caution every damned step of the way. The Germans owned the 
southern end of the ghetto. Now at Muranowski Place they had a 
foothold in the north. On artenals like Zamenhof and Gensia, they 
dwjg in with permanent positions. 

Joint Fighters shrank their area. Two bunkers holding half the 
force formed the extreme boundaries. At one end was Mila 18 and 
at the other end Wolf firandel in the Franciskanska bunker. 

Between these two bunkers the balance of the Joint Fighters had 
an interlacing network of a dozen smaller bunkeis and two hun- 
dred people. 

Ana’s company pulled back into Franciskanska. Tolek Alter - 
man was t ..i of Mila 18 to take over Rodcl’s command of the 
small bunkers on the northern fringe. 

Tonight Andrei pulled them in tighter again. 

A month was coming to an end. It was a miracle, but over half 
the Joint Fighters were alive and armed. They had captured enough 
to sustain the rebellion into a second month! 

“Fdthy whore,” Andrei grunted, realizing the Germans had a 
permanent hold in Muranowski Place. His mind ventured the 
thought of a hit-and-run attack on them tomorrow night. He was 
very weary. He slid out of his hiding place and crept over the rubble 
piles down Nalewki Street through a puzzle of broken walls. He 
prowled with the deftness of a large cat playing with shadows and 
sped in his search to find one of Mila 1 8’s six entrances out of S‘ . f 't 
of the enemy. 

The entrance from Muranowski Place was out of the questioi 
The drainage pipe on Nalewki 39 was too close to German activity 
to try. He went for the third entrance in what had been a courtyard 
in the rear of a house on K'^piecka Street, which had a tunnel con- 
necting to an air-raid shelter. Andrei peered out from ihe wreckage 
at the shelter. It looked clear, then be narrowed his eyes. 

Something out there 

Andrei’s eyes could penetrate the darkness with the sharpness of 
the large cat he was when he moved in the night. H« saw the out- 
lines of German helmets. They were in an emplacement of some 
kind past the courtyard and they were facing Mila Street with their 
backs to him. 

Andrei calculated the odds. If he ran for the air-raid shelter and 
its tunnel entrance, there was every chance he would make it with- 
out being sighted. But any risk involving German discovery of 
Mila 18 had t^ be avoided. 

His choice was to move on to the fourth entrance on Zamenhof 
Street or the sewers. Neither choice appealed. Zamenhof Street 
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wouldbefiUed with the enemy, and the sewers were dangerous. He 
decided to have a closer look at the German emplacement 

Andrei slithered on his belly over the courtyard and crept up be- 
hind the enemy. Andrei observed what seemed to be a squad of six 
men fixed in an emplacement which looked over part of Mila 
Street from behind a barricade of fallen bricks. 

He studied the area around them. On their left, a fallen building. 
On their right, a partially standing building. Andrei calculated 
that if he co^d reach the half-ruined structure he could get over the 
top of them, but any movement beyond his present position would 
be detected. 

He felt about for a brick and tbrew it to the left. It skittered over 
the rubble. 

“What was that!” 

The Germans turned a machine gun on it. 

Rat-a-tat! Rat-a-tat! 

Andrei sprinted in the opposite direction. He made a flying belly 
flop in the mined stmeture and began to climb up while the Ger- 
mans continued to be occupied with the decoy. 

“Stop your fire. It is only falling mbble,” someone ordered. 

“Yes. Don’t be so nervous.” 

The Germans laughed jumpily. 

Andrei was above them now. He inched up so he could count 
helmets. Four . . . five, six. Bastards! Whores! They had set up a 
machine gun to cover part of Mila Street as a permanent emplace- 
meni. Filthy whores ! Andrei squinted. Regular army, Wchrmacht. 
Good, they were less willing to die bravely than the SS. It was a 
stupid position. What audacity to put up this ^n without flanking 
cover, he thought. Well ... I shall have to give them a lesson on 
how to be soldiers. Too bad they shall not be around afterward to 
benefit. Look at the fools, all clustered up as if they were at a 
Hitler rally. How lovely, ^ 

Andrei unhooked the hand gmnade from his belt, placed the 
handle in his teeth, and with his free hands slipped his clip of 
ammunition into the machine pistol. Now, Gaby, don’t you be a 
naughty girl and jam on me. 

He calculated his moves. I’ll have to hit them very fast. Un- 
fortunately my grenade will min their machine gun. 1 must throw 
at the fat one and go for the three on the right with my machine 
pistol. Remember, Andrei . . . first I go for their pistols and the 
privates with the rifles. Then I yank off their ammunition belts, 
then their water. One, two, three, four; pistols, rifles, ammo, water. 
He looked back over his shoulder to the air-raid shelter. A twenty- 
five-yard dash back. Won’t have more than a half minute to do the 
job. Okay . . . ready . . . 

He pulled the pin from the grenade, steadied the machine pistol, 
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and counted . . . one . . . two . . . three . . . and lobhcd the pine- 
apple down on the fat soldier on the left. 

Startled shrieks! A flash! Men held ripped faces! 

Andrei counted . . . one . . . two . . . three . . . four . . . while 
the bits of the grenade spent their wrath, and he leaped. 

Straight down, fifteen feet, into the writhing Germans. Gaby spit 
a blue flame at the three soldiers on the righ^ side of the maciiine 
gun, and they were still. The gun jammed before he could turn it on 
the other three. 

One lay groaning under the gun, and a second leaped wounded 
into Mila Street, screaming, “Jews! Jews! Help! Help!” 

The last soldier was knocked Sgainst the wall. He crawled to his 
feet. Andrei pulled the trigger of his weapon. !t wa£» jammed. He 
hit it with his fist, but it was stuck ti^t. 'fhe soldier jerked his 
pistol out of his holster. Andrei flung his weapon at the helinetless 
readheaded wiie.nv, and the barrel cracked against his skull and 
caused him to fire wild. Andrei’s hst smashed the German’s 
mouth and shattered his jaw. A kicK in the groin, and he sank to his 
knees, and Andrei brought the flat of his hand on the German’s 
neck and it broke with a loud pop. 

He was dead. 

The wounded soldier crawled for a pistol. Andrei’s boot 
smashed into his jaw and he too was still. Half a minute gone. 
Hurry! Pistols, rifles, ammo, water . . . Where’s that goddamned 
rifle? Can’t find it. 

The sounds of boots converging from both ends of Mila Street. 
Andrei tried to turn the machine gun on them, hut the grenade had 
wrecked it. 

He leaped out of the wrecked emplacement and scampered into 
the air-raid shelter and into the secret entrance to Mila 18. 

“Where in the hell have you been!” Simon Eden greeted him 
with relief and anger. 

Andrei shrugged. “It’s slpw moving up there.” 

Then Simon saw the guns and belts and water canteens draped 
over Andrei. “What happened?” 

“Nothing much. Just routine.” Andrei treated himself to a 
couple of swallows of water, took enough ammunition to fill three 
clips, and turned the rest over to Simon, grumbling ihat he wished 
he could find some oil to lubricate the Schmeisser. 

After seeing Deborah to tell her Rachael was all right, he saw 
Alex to report that Wolf was fine, then went upstairs with Simon 
to a small closetlike room which they felt was safe during the night 
hours, and there they rehashed their diminishing position Over 
three hundred Fighters remained, but the circle of bunkers was 
shrinking. Th^re was enough food and water to hold out for an- 
other five or six days. Ammo ? One sharp encounter and they would 
be depleted. What to do when the ammo was gone? Dig deeper 
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and hide? Suicide? No thought of surrender. Attempt escape or 
fight barehanded. 

**Maybe Moritz Katz will come in with ammunition/* Simon 
said, hoping beyond hope. 

Andrei yawned. “Moritz will do it if anyone can.’* 

“If he brings in a couple hundred rounds, 1 want you to make a 
raid on the Przebieg Gate. There’s a field kitchen and some loose 
arms supplying the troops in Muranowski Place.” 

Andrei stretched out on the floor. “Przebieg Gate . . . good idea. 
Holy Mother, I’ve got to get some sleep. Tomorrow you have to 
dip my beard. I’m a mess. Wake me up at daybreak.” 

It seemed to Andrei that he had no more than closed his eyes 
when he felt a sharp slap across the soles of his boots. He and his 
m^hine pistol awoke at the same instant. Simon was over him 
His finger slid off the trigger. “What . . . hell . . . Simon ... it isn’t 
daybreak yet.” 

Then he rubbed the thick cakes of sleep out of his eyes and saw 
Alexander Brandel next to Simon. Andrei propped up on an 
elbow. “What’s wrong?” 

“Moritz and two of the smugglers got captured very close to the 
Kupiecka entrance to the bunker. They were taken away alive.” 

Andrei was fully awake in asecond. “We’d better start moving the 
Fighters to some of Tolek’s bunkers.” 

“Can’t,” Simon answered. “Mila Street is crawling with Ger- 
mans. Movement is impossible. We’ve been lying frozen all night. 
Fm afraid hysteria is going to break out down there any minute.” 

“E)e Monti,” Andrei said. 

“That’s right,” Alex answered. “We’ve got to get Chris moved 
immediately,” 

“Have you heard anything from the Ayran side? Any word 
from Gabriela?” 

“No, but we can’t wait. The Germens are all but breathing on 
Mila 1 8. 1 want you to take Chris over to Wolf’s bunker. We’U try 
to reach the Aryan side to set up an emergency hiding place for 
him.” 

“What time is it?” 

“Almost flP/e o’clock.” 

“It’s going to be a tricky business getting him over there in day- 
light.” 

“I think we’re out of extra chances, Andrei.” 

Andrei nodded. 

“Get him over there and get back here.” 

Andrei was already on his feet 

Chris and Deborah stood in the tunnel exit through the Ausch- 
witz room which led to Nalewki Street. Farther down the tunnel 
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Andrei probed about to make certain there were no Termans near 
the entrance. Chris tucked his pistol into his belt an^l flicked the 
flashlight a couple of times and knelt and tightened the rags 
wrapped around his feet which would assure greater silence in their 
movements. And then there was nothing left to check and he was 
forced to search for Deborah’s face in the half darkness. 

‘‘It’s so terribly, terribly strange” — his voice trembled — “how 
you wait for a moment and dread it. You dread it every living 
moment of the day and night. Now it is here. Somehow I’m almost 
glad — it’s almost better to bear the agony than live with the ten- 
sion.” 

“I’ve always known,” DeborJh said, her fingers feeling for his 
face and tracing the contours of his lips and chin. “I’ve known 
you’d be able to do it, Chris.” 

“Oh God, Deborah . . . help me . . . help me . . 

“I’ve alv.ays known you’d be able to make the right decision. 
Chris . . . you must . . ” 

Then all she could hear were deep futile sighs. “My anger against 
them is nearly as great as my love for you. All day and all night I’ve 
memorized the places where the journals arc buried. I’ll be tor- 
mented until I can uneai ih them and hold them up for the world to 
see. ril never rest, Deborah . . . it’s like a brand scared on my soul.” 

They felt a closeness of each other and were softly holding each 
other. 

“Thanks for everything,” Chns said. 

“Thanks for . . . life,” she whispered. 

They could hear the shuifle of Andrei’s rag-covered boots com- 
ing toward them and they seized each other desperately. And.v* 
cleared his throat. 

Deborah gasped and spun out of Qiris’s arms and bit her hanu 
hard. Chris grabbed her from behind and she sagged and writhed 
to keep from breaking down. 

“We have to go,” Andrei said sternly. 

Chris still held her. “Go,” she cried, “piease go!” 

“Chi ist I” Chris wailed. 

“We have to go,” Andrei repeated. He took Chris’s arms from 
Deborah and she plunged out of the tunnel into the Auschwitz 
room of the bunker. Chris started after her, but Aadrei grabbed 
him and his hold was like a vise. 

“Steady, Chris.” 

Chris collapsed and buried his head in Andrei’s chest. “Steady 
. . . steady,” An^ei said as he dragged the grieving man up toward 
the entrance. 

It was turning light outside. They poked their heads out of the 
drainage pipe Jn the Nalewki 39 courtyard and sprinted to cover. 
Around them, fires continued to sizzle. They could hear a rumble 
of trucks assembling in Muranowski Place. 
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Andrei gestured that they had to move along under cover to the 
intersection of Nalcwki and Gensia, a single block. They were 
almost completely hidden by the few wsdis, shell holes, immense 
rubble piles. 

At the intersection they were in for trouble. It was a main cross 
street which ran parallel to the rums of the Brushmaker's and was 
filled with patrols and movement, it would be hell to get across the 
street without being seen. 

Andrei crept along a few feet, si^aled Quis to follow, crept an- 
other few feet, signsded Chris again. 

They inched along for fifty yards. It took two hours. 

Clump! Clump! Clump! Qurfip! 

They lay flat as a company of soldiers passed. The boots seemed 
to be only inches away from them. 

A hundred feet north, the Germans had discovered a bunker ot* 
civilians. A little emaciated boy and two girls no more than six 
years old crawled out of a pile of bricks, holding their hands over 
their heads. They stood trembling under the guns and bayonets of 
the German soldiers, who were amused with their find. An officer 
ordered the children to hold their hands higher so he could pro- 
perly photograph his “prisoners.” 

Dogs were moved into the area along with sound detectors. 

Freeze or go ? Andrei did not like his present position. His only 
cover was out toward Nalewki Street. The Germans were fanning 
out and would be behind him. He nudged Chris and pomted to a 
shell hole a few yards away. 

Andrei slid up to it cautiously. It was perfect. Tlie bottom was 
covered with fallen timber, mud, and muck. He plunged down six 
feet headfirst and Chris made his move m a leap and dive atop 
him They squirmed under the charred timbers to cover their 
bodies. And they lay. 

An hour passed. The sounds of activity overhead never faded. 

GrnrriT ! Grrrrrrrr ! 

They heard a dog's claws padding around, sniffing. Andrei 
opened an eye just a sUt. 

A dog crouched on the rim of the shell hole. He could see fangs. 
The animal sniffed and growled. 

“What doiyou see. Schnitzel?” a soldier said. 

“Jews down there, Schnitzel boy? I see nothing.” 

The soldier unhooked the dog's leash and the animal skittered 
down to Chris and Andrei. 

The animal poked his nose through the boards and sniffed. 
Chris felt the dog’s wet nose against his face. The animal’s jaws 
opened and the teeth pressed close to Chris’s throat. 

“Schnitzel! Up here, boy! 

“Up here I say!” 

The dog backed slowly off the buried bodies. The soldier hooked 
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his leash again and knelt and squinted into the shell i )le. He called 
another soldier. 

“Schnitzel smells Jews down here. Do you see anything?” 

“No . . . Wait. Is that a hand?” 

“Where?” 

“In the mud there.” 

“Ah yes ... I see it now.” 

*-‘It looks like they are dead.” 

“Well, let’s make certain. Stand back. I throw a grenade.” 

... the grenade slowly roiled down the hole. 

Andrei lifted his head, snatched the grenade in a lightning 
motion, and threw it back up. 
filam! 

The dog yelped. 

“Jews!” 

“Move >our a'S, Chris! Move your a':s!” 


Chapter Twenty 

The Germans were in Mila 18. directly over the bunker, smash- 
ing around to find the entrance. 

In the dark catacomb tlie hidden could hear guttural orders 
being snapped, the clumping of boots, the crash of axes, Simon 
Eden slipped from the cot to the floor. The cot creaked too much. 
It could send up a sound. He propped his bacK against the dirt 
wall, and his bleary black-ringed eyes went upward in his head. 
Alex sat against the wall opposite him, bent double with tension, 
exhaustion, and grief for his wife. The stunted, hly-pale boy Mosv 
Braudel, who had spent must of his life in silence, was silent again. 

For five hours the enemy prowled in Mila 18. In this endless 
agony the hidden tried to make their breathing soundless and their 
hearts stop, for surely the jfeiectors would catch a sound of life. 
Alex raised his head long enough to look at his watch. It was three 
more hours till darkness. 

Oh Lord . . . what then? Even when darkness comes they would 
be locked in this, their tomb, their final collin. Foui hundred lungs 
gasped for the meager ration of air. Four hundred of Ihe damned — 
numbed, sweaty, half naked, half dead. 

The sixty Fighters who remained still had enough anger in their 
heart to spoil for the making of a gesture of defiance. 

Simon tried to rationalize. It was dilficult to do that any more. 
The sewers were deadly and filled with bloated gassed corpses. 
There was no door open to tliem beyond the wall. We are finished, 
anyhow. Why^not take my Fighters up and make a final attack? 
What would happen to the children and the civilians if we went up ? 
V/hat would happen to them? 
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Either way, doomsday was at hand. We^ Simon, make the 
choice, he said to himself. Be baked alive in this catacomb or 
destroy some of the enemy along with us? So hard to think. So 
hard. 1 wish Andrei would get back. 

The noise above them stopped. For that instant everyone’s 
heart in the bunker stopped too. They waited ... a moment . . . two 
. . . three. 

“They’re gone,” Alex whispered ever so softly. “Do you sup- 
pose Chris and Andrei got to Wolf?” 

Simon didn’t hear Alex. His stomach churned with anger. The 
instant Andrei returned he would split into two forces. He would 
take one and Andrei the other, 5tad they would throw every last 
grenade, tire every last shot in a suicide attack. Goddamn Ger- 
mans! Dirty bastard animals! Dirty bastard animals! 

Deborah Bronski slipped into the cell. They learned to speak ana 
hear the other by barely whispermg. “Will 1 be able to take the 
children up toni^t ?They’ve been lying still for two solid days and 
nights without speaking. They must have some air . . . some 
water . . .” 

Simon was detached. Alex and Deborah tried to speak to him, 
but he was in his own fuzzy world of logistics, trying to organize 
an attack with knives against cannons. 

“Simon, don’t do it,” Alex begged. “Don’t do what you’re think- 
mg. 

“At least we’ll die looking at the sky,” Simon said. 

Oberfuhrer Allred Funk’s field headquarters were in the Citadel, 
a few blocks from the northern gates of the ghetto. His goading 
obsession for several days had b^n focused on a blown-up sec- 
tional map of the central area filled with markings where sounds 
had been detected along Mila Street. Trails of underground 
sounds indicating tunnels, all in the proximity of the middle of the 
block. He knew it led to the Jews’ mair bunker. Two entrances had 
been located. One in an air-raid shelter on Kupiecka Street, the 
other in a house on Muranowski Place. But he could not attack 
yet, for there were certain to be three or four more entrances and 
the Jews could either escape or hide in the other exits. 

A large bkek grease-pencil mark was drawn around the houses 
from Mila 16 to Mila 22. 

Funk walked to the second-story window and looked out at his 
handiwork. Most of the ghetto had been leveled. Engineers were 
systematically d 3 mamiting the standing buildings one by one to 
flush out those Jews who had hidden themselves in sub-floors. It 
had.gone weU in the last few days. Since the final action more than 
twenty thousand Jews had been taken to the UmschJagplatz and 
another five thousand were known dead. How many were burned 
or oassed? Impossible to tell, but the total indicated that victory 
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over the invisible of the Jews was at hand He could not 
fooUshly declare victory until the Mila Street bur.ker had b^n 
found. 

Funk was desperate to find it quickly, for soon the rebellion 
would be in its second month and that would look very, very bad. 
Polish Home Army activity had been spurred by the Jewish 
rebellion, and unrest among the occupied countries could be felt as 
sJjdirect result. He simply had to finish it off before it went over a 
month’s duration. 

A knock on the door. 

“Enter.” 

An eager young Waffen SS officer from Trawniki entered, 
snapped his heels together, unable to contain his joy. “Heil 
Hitler!” Untersturmfuhrer Manfred Plank crackled. 

“Heil Hitler,” Funk grunted. 

“Herr Ooeirnhrer! We a. e certain we have located another en- 
trance to the main J . w bunkei !” 

^^Ja'r 

^^Jawohir 

Funk showed the man the map. The young officer snapped off 
his cap and tucked it under his left arm, and his right forefinger 
shot out and pointed to the location of Nalewki 39. “Here we have 
discovered a drainage pipe. It runs in this direction ... so. Along 
with the tunnel on Muranowski Place and the tunnel on Kupiecka 
Street, it converges on the same location . . . here . . .” 

“Mila 18.” 

“We may also have found the location in Mila 18 itself. A large 
removable oven on the first floor of the building which still stuit 
is extremely suspicious. Wc did not wish to take action until 
received your personal orders.” 

Funk rubbed his hands together eagerly. “Four possible en- 
trances. Good.” 

In a few moments ObfrfUhrcr Alfred Funk emboldened his 
troops by another of his personal appearances in the ghetto. Sur- 
rounded by two squads of sub-macliine-gun-bearing Nazi guards, 
he marched alongside the exuberant Unterstunnfiihrer Plank until 
they came to a place which had once been a building, now a 
rubble heap. Manfred Plank showed where the driinage pipe had 
been uncovered. 

“We sent a man twenty meters deep into it. Tt becomes a tunnel 
at that point and turns sharply toward Mila 18.” 

Funk looked at his watch. Two and a half hours of daylight left. 

A staff car at the Przebieg Gate whisked him across town to 
Shucha Street and Gestapo House. Gunther Sauer was in a foul 
mood. His dpg Fritzie had developed a cataract and was going 
blind. Moreover, his wife wrote complaining letters about the 
shortages of butter and meat developing at home. 
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Now Funk. These SS people were impossible. Himmler's saving 
grace was his love for animals. Poor Himmler couldn't bear to see a 
hurt dog. It was confided to him at one of the gassings at Treb'inka 
that he had attended with Himmler. Himmler despised Goring, 
who was cruel to animals. 

Sauer gave Fritzie an affectionate pat on the head and looked up 
to Alfred Funk in his grandfatherly way. 

*‘1 want to see the three Jews from the bunker. The Moritz Katz 
man and the others." 

‘‘So?” 

“We have located three entrances to their precious bunker. 
Faced with these facts, perhaps tltey will talk.” 

Sauer reached in the drawer and gave the dog a tidbit. “Can’t see 
them,” he said. 

“And why not?” 

“They’re dead. Tried to break them down. Turned them over to 
the dogs last night. There, Fritzie . . . good boy . . . good boy.” 

“Simon, come quickly.” 

He pushed down the dark corridor. Alex opened the curtain to 
Rabbi Solomon’s ceil. The last doctor left in the ghetto knelt over 
the old man’s prostrate body. The rabbi presented little more than 
a weightless bag of bones. His eyes were opened like a defiant 
Elijah doing combat with the wicked priests of Jezebel. His bony 
fingers clutched Torah scrolls. 

Simon lifted his body and placed it on the cot and closed Rabbi 
Solomon's eyes, and he looked inquiringly at the doctor. 

“Don’t ask me why he died. Old age, lack of air . . . grief . . . 
who knows?” 

“Last night he told me he would die today,” Alex said. 

“And what did he say?” Simon snapped. “To fight tyrants is to 
honor God ?” 

“No ... in fact, he said he wished he were like King David with 
a young wench to warm his bed.” 

Simon spun around and into the corridor. “Fighters up!” he 
called. “We’re moving up for an attack!” 

“Fighters up!” 

“Fighters u^i!” 

A hideous shriek came from the arsenal in the Chclmno room 
simultaneously with an explosion of the stored munitions. 

Jules Schlosberg’s body was hurled into the corridor. 

“Germans!” 

Simon plunged over the bodies of confused, frantic civilians 
into the turn of the corridor. The bunker was in a dark panic. He 
smashed his way into the Belzec room, where half of the Fighters 
were housed. A blinding light probed through the secret entrance 
from the tunnel up to Kupiecka Street. 
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“Germans !*• 

**Juden >ausr a voice commanded from the otrer end of the 
tunnel. 

Simon dived over the corridor to the Auschwitz room. Another 
light penetrated from the tunnel at Muranowski Place. 

Mass screaming and wailing and praying and crushing broke 
loose among the scrambling, aimless ants who battered forth 
ffom the tunnels. Simon and the Filters used pistols and clubs 
on them to force them back and intosilence. He wascrushed against 
a wall. A dozen broke out in the Ausch>\itz room up the tunnel. 

“We surrender,** they cried. 

Rat-a-tat ! The German macAinc gun blasted them down. 

Simon kicked his way clear and drove into the Majdanek room, 
where a dozen of his Fighters already blocked the room to keep 
the children from getting trampled. 

Simon 7i<iniAed his flashlight to I>eborah and pulled the bricks 
away which led into ihe sewei. He poked his head through and 
flashed the light up and down. There were no Germans, but billows 
of poison gas floated in from both directions. 

With Alex and a dozen Fighters forming a chain across the 
Kanal to Mila 19, Simon and Deborah passed the cluldren out of 
the room one by one to the old bunker across the Kanal, Some of 
them were swept up by the rushing sewer waters. Others doubled 
over, gagged and blinded, as the cloud of gas enveloped them. 

Outside Majdanek, frantic people tried to batter past the 
bayonets of the Fighters to get to the dubious safety of the death- 
filled sewers. 

“Hold your breath, children ! Duck under the water I Keep > • 

eyes closed!’’ 

German machine gunners at the head of the entrances shot dowx. 
the panicked civilians, and then poison gas and lashes of fire from 
flame throwers ate up what little oxygen was left in Mila 18 and 
the bunker became a hugej g:is chamber filled with a screaming, 
frantic doomed mass. 


Chapter Twenty-one 


Chris and Andrei froze for the rest of the day in the second floor 
of a gutted structure from which they could watch the Germans 
methodically move over the area inch by inch, dragging the dregs 
of humanity from beneath the ground. The Germans were finding 
bunkers quickly now. Thirst-maddened people who had to live in 
silence for ^ys on end broke. 

Often at disk there was a respite as the Germans pulled their 
forces off the streets and out of the ghetto to give it a working over 
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with artillery, picking out for target practice the diminishing 
numbers of skeletons of buildings. 

Andrei used this lull to make the final lunge for the Francii^- 
kanska bunker. Andrei always looked forward to seeing Wolf, for 
there was always an air of frivolity, jokes, songs, poems. 

Not this night. 

When Chris and Andrei arrived. Wolf and Rachael and Ana 
were sprawled glassy-eyed on the floor of the big room. Andrei 
looked around. There were only twenty-odd Fighters present. 
Everyone seemed only half conscious. There was no greeting for 
them. There had been no guard at the bunker entrance. 

Wolf’s head hung between buiibhed-up knees, and Rachael lay 
on the floor beside him, her face in his lap. Ana looked up for an 
instant and half recognized Andrei and sagged again. 

“What happened?” Andrei demanded. 

No one answered. 

Andrei turned to Ana. He didn’t like looking at her these days. 
All the tall fine hard round woman that had once been Ana was 
gone. She was wasted. 

“Ana! What happened!” 

Ana sniffled and mumbled incoherently. 

“Momma . . . Daddy . . . Momma . . . Daddy . . wailed a 
woman Fighter. “Momma, m be with you soon.” 

Andrei turned abruptly m all directions. Living dead. 

He reached down and jerked Wolf Brandel to his feet. Wolf 
slumped at the end of Andrei’s arms like a rag doll. Andrei shook 
him. Wolf blinked his eyes. 

“Fool’s gambit,” he mumbled. “Fool’s gambit . . • fool’s 
gambit.” 

Andrei’s hands let Wolf go, and Wolf fell to the ground again 
and he lolled on the floor, smacking his lips for water. Rachael 
groveled for her canteen, turned it over. It was empty. Wolf pulled 
Rachael to him and propped his back.j'tgainst the wall and looked 
up at Andrei. 

“What the hell do you want?” Wolf said. “The canteen is 
empty. We have no ammunition left.” His hand flopped and hit 
the accordion beside him. “Even this thing won’t work any more.” 

“Get on yotit feet, you son of a bitch,” Andrei bellowed in a tone 
that shook the bunker. “Get on your feet! You’re a commander of 
the Jewish Fighters!” 

Wolf Brandel was shocked back to life. He dragged himself up 
and hung laboriously before Andrei Androfski, swaying back and 
forth . . . back and forth. 

“Now, what happened?” 

Wolf licked his lips. “Germans . . . got close to ^le bunker . . . 
we all came up. Wc were committed to Are by a fool who opene<|^p 
on them. In ten minutes we were out of ammunition . . . not a 
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thing left ... so we started throwing stones ! Know how weO stones 
stop the German army! Know that, Andrei! Stones! Stones!” 
Wolf caught his breath and puffed to fill his lungs with air. “They 
hit us with mortars and flame throwers. I watched ... 1 watched 
while they turned my soldiers into torches and 1 threw stones at 
them ...” 

“Leave him alone, for Christ sake,” Christopher de Monti de- 
manded. 

^drei kept at Wolf. “Is this what is left? * 

wolf blinked like a drunkard and looked at his people. Last 
night seventy-four of them had sat in the bunker and laughed 
about wanting to take a bath anilhow the twenty girls could hardly 
service the men and if only the men had money what fortunes 
could be made! And they sang about the Galilee until the accor- 
dion broke. 

Only a few scraggly scarecrows left . . . 

“Stop it!” \r.ii screamed. “Stop it, Andrei!” 

Andr^*i lit ted tier up and slapped her across the face with a sound 
that struck everyone in the bunker. 

“Stand up, damn you all*” he bellowed unrelentingly. “Stand 
up, you bastards.” 

One by one they st*ug>dcd to their feet. 

“Now hear me. So long as your lungs breathe, you fight. We 
move back to Mila 18 and we find weapons.” 

Christopher de Monti was paralyzed by Andrei’s wrath. Yes, 
Andrei had the mystic power to take tliis punch-drunk crowd for 
yet one more attack. 

“Ssshhh . , . someone is coming!” 

Silence. 

Tolek staggered into the bunkers. His long hair was caked wiifj 
innumerable layers of dirt and muck. He looked like a wild hair> 
ape from another age. His clothing was tom and his head was 
bloodied from the rcopenyig of an old wound. He wavered to 
Ajidrei and jerked his head towards the commander’s cell. 

Andrei and Tolek were alone in Wolf’s room. 

“They’ve got MUa 18,” Tolek said. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes. I am sure.” 

Simon! Deborah! Rabbi Solomon! Alex! Andrei covered his 
face in his hands and bit his lip so hard that blood poured from it 
and he shook so hard that Tolek grabbed his hau- and wrenched it 
“Hold on, Andrei . . . hold on . . .” 

And then things became very, very clear. 

“How many Fighters do you have left, Tolek?” he asked softly. 

l]A hundre^ thirty-two.” 

ilThere must be twenty or thirty more on the southern boun- 
dw,” Andrei said quickly, his mind calculating and making 
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decision upon decision. He fished around the table top for Wolf *s 
duplicate niap of the sewer system. He marked in a routing. . . . 

“I’m going back to Mila 18/* he said. “You stay here. At four 
o’clock 1 will have rounded up your people and any survivors 
around Mila 18. We are going to make a diversionary attack on the 
western side of the ghetto to draw the Germans away long enough 
for you to take to the sewers. There is only one thing important 
now. Christopher de Monti must be saved.” 

“I'll go with you to Mila 18,” Tolek said. “Wolf will take them 
through the sewers.” 

“We’ve got no time for this no^nse. You’ll take them through 
the sewers!” 

Tolek clenched his teeth and nodded in obedience. 

“At four o’clock when we make our attack you will break radio 
silence and send a message to the Aryan side that you will be 
coming out at Prosta Street.” 

Tolek’s eyes narrowed. 

“Prosta Street! But . . . through this course it is over five miles 
through small connecting pipes! It’s impossible. It will take six or 
seven hours!” 

“Every damned fool who tries the sewers obliges the Germans by 
walking down main lines. These small laterals are your only 
chance.” 

“The Vistula is running high. We’ll have to go on our hands and 
knees in the small pipes. We’ll drown.” 

Andrei punched Tolek on the shoulder. “You’ll make it, Tolek. 
Living Zionism, you know.” 

Tolek took the map from Andrei. “I’ll try.” 

Andrei stepped out to the main room. He collected the half 
dozen bulletless guns and pistols and strapped them on his back 
and tucked them into his waist. 

“Well,” he said, “you go to the sewers at four o’clock. Tolek and 
Wolf will take you through a new rou^. Have a good trip. See you 
next year in Jerusalem.” 

Wolf and Chris and Rachael stood at the ladder leading out of 
the Franciskanska bunker, blocking Andrei’s way. 

“We heard,” Chris said. “Mila 18 has been attacked. We’re 
going back wdth you.” 

“Uh-uh,” Andrei answered. 

“Don’t try to stop us,” Chris threatened. 

In a single motion Andrei jerked Chris’s pistol from his belt and 
knocked Wolf Brandel flat on his back and shoved his n|pce 
sprawling. 

“Tolek!” he said, flipping the pistol to him. “If either of tjjfese 
two move, use the pistol. You have my orders to ppt one threagh 
Wolf’s brain. As for Chris, just wing him — but not too serioMy, 
or else he will be a horrible burden dragging through the sewK.” 
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Chris made an angry pass at Andrei, but Tolek was between 
them and the cocked pistol was leveled on him. There was no 
doubt in Chris’s mind that Tolek would follow Andrei’s orders. 
He snarled, then backed off. 

“Chris . . Andrei said softly. “Don’t forget where those 
journals are buried . . . will you?” 

“1 won’t forget,” Chris answered hoarsely. “I won’t forget.” 

Andrei took two steps up the ladder. 

“Uncle Andrei !” Rachael cried. 

He stepped down for an instant, and she flung her arms around 
him and wept. 

“It is good,” Andrei said, “tflat even in this place we still have 
tears left for each other and broken hearts. It is good that we are 
still human. Rachael . . . you will go from this place and become a 
fine woman.” 

“Good-by, Uncle Andrei.” 

Outside. \n :i wrapped the rags on his feet tightly and began 
darting ovei the rubble, playing cat-and-mouse with the crisscross- 
ing searchlights, flopping flat ahead of the hurling bombs. A few 
things left that would burn scared and sizzled. A wall tottered 
behind him and crashed, sending flying debris about his head. He 
groped and stumbled aii i fell and ran in the holocaust. 

in an hour he reached Mila 18. 

The Germans were gone. As always, they left a bunker after they 
had poured gas and gunfire and bullets into it, returning in two or 
three days to send in their dogs before they dared enter themselves. 
Andrei climbed down the main entrance from the demolished Mila 
18. The poison gas had spent its fury. 

He was in the small corridor lined with tiny cells. He was sta^'i- 
ing on a mass of entwined corpses. His flashlight played over then* 
He pushed into the commander’s cell. It was empty. He fouiiO 
Rabbi Solomon in his cell, still and stretched on his cot, a Torah in 
his waxy hands. 

Andrei stepped over the bodies into the main corridor. The 
Chelmno room with its ammunition stores was a sight of devasta- 
tion. Bodies were charred, unrecognizable from the explosions of 
the bottle bombs. 

Wait! 


Coughs! 

Weak . . . weak coughs! 

Sounds of gagging and gasping from the M ajdanek room, 
ndrei plunged over the bodies. 

Simon! Deborah! Alex!” his lone voice called in the dark. 

*s light sped frantically over the bodies in Majdanek. Two or 
of then^were breat^g with the desperation of fish out of 



Andrei rolled over the body of his commander. Simon Eden was 
dead. And then the light fell on the lifeless face of Alexander 
Brandel holding his infant Moses against his chest. 

He turned the corpses over one by one. Fighters who had tried 
to hold back the civilians. Children . . . children . . . children . . • 
and the light poked at the bricks removed to the sewer. 

“Deborah!” 

He knelt behind the body of his sister, who hung half in, half 
out of the room, stricken down while passing a child through the 
sewer to the safety of Mila 19. As he touched her she gasped. There 
was yet life! 

“Deborah!” 

“Don’t . . . don’t . . 

“Deborah . , . you’re alive!” 

“Don’t . . . look at me ... I am blind.” 

“Oh God! Deborah . . . oh, my sister . . . oh, my sister . ..” 
He lifted her in his arms and found a corner and held her and 
rocked her back and forth and kissed her cheeks. 

She cou^ed and gagged in terrible pain. “Some children are 
alive in Mila 19,” she rasped. 

“Ssshhhh . . . don’t talk . . . don’t talk.” 

“Chris . . . Rachael . . . Wolf . . 

“Yes, darling . . . yes. They have escaped. Tlicy are safe.” 

She made a sound of relief and groaned as the sharpness of the 
gas jabbed her lungs. 

“Andrei . . . pain . . . children in pain. Kill them . . , put them 
out of their misery . . .” 

“Deborah! Deborah! Deborah!” 

“So good . . . you holding . . . me . . . Andrei ... I lost my pill 
. . . please . . . give . . . me . , . one.” 

Andrei reached in his breast pocket and took a small cyanide 
capsule and put it against his sister’s parched lips. 

“So good . . . you holding me ... I was afraid I’d be alone. 
Andrei . . . sing Momma’s song . . . when we were children . . 

“What is the best Sehora? 

My baby . . . will . . . learn the Torah. , . 


Chapter Twenty-two 


Gabriela bolted upright in bed, her heart pounding unmerciMy. 
A dream of a chill wind passing through the room was unfourftd 
She perspired from the clarity of the nightmare. Anarei was a ^ftst 
floating over the smoldering rubble of the ghetto. She rolled tHne 
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side and squinted to read the luminous dial of the bedside clock. 
Three forty-five. 

She flicked on the radio automatically, as she aIwa>o did during 
the waking hours. Perhaps there would be a radio signal from the 
^etto transmitter today. There had been none for twenty-six days, 
since the last time they fetched four children out of the sewers and 
took them to Father Komelli. Twenty-six days of silence. 

She slipped into a dressing gown and walked out to the fifth- 
stoi^ balcony. Far from the dream of cold, it was warmish out, 
fighting its way into late spring. Moonlight threw light on the 
ghetto. She watched for ever so long, just as she had stood and 
watched for hour after hour diB-ing the day. She had taken the 
new apartment because of its view of the ghetto. 

The artillery fire had stopped. Almost nothing remained stand- 
ing. The moonbeams played on disorganized heaps of brick. 

Beep . . . beep . . . beep . . . 

A weak souuc’' tame from h^r radio. 

She ran into the room. 

Beep . . . beep . . . The signal faded and became drowned in static 
and re-emerged. Beep . . . beep . . . beep. 

It stopped. 

She sat with bated Dr ith for a repeat. There was no further 
sound. 

Then from the ghetto a sudden crackle of gunfire startled the 
stillness. She ran once more to the balcony but could see nothing. 
The gunfire sounds heightened. 

Gabriela closed the balcony door, pulled down the blackout cur- 
tain, and flicked on the lamp beside the phone stand. She hedged 
for several moments, hoping that the transmission from the ghet^'^ 
would be repeated. She lit a cigarette and pulled at it nervously, 
then with an impulsive spur of decision dialed a number. 

A half-sleeping voice answered at the other end of the line. 

“Kamek. This is Alena,”^Gabriela said. 

••Yes?” 

“Did you hear it?” 

“Yes, but I could not understand it.” 

“Neither could I,” Gabriela said. “What should we do?” 

“There is nothing wc can do until after curfew. Co»|ie over to my 
place as soon as it turns light.” 

Aberffihrer Funk blinked sleepily over the report. It was almost 
fow o’clock in the morning, yet he wanted it for Kruger, Globoc- 
nifland Himmler, finished and en route by dawn. It was preciously 
cl& to the one month marking the uprising. He wanted to give 
a^nnees that the bulk of the action was over. Any further action 
wBnerely the formality of a mop-up. Soon, quite soon, victory 
c^B be formally declared. 
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He yawned, bleary-eyed, affixing his signature to the report A 
last sip of schnapps and then some sleep. 

Four o'clock. 

Funk untied his silk night robe. 

The sound of gunfire! What the devil! It was not possible. He 
had ordered the artillery to cease fire at two-thirty and for the 
patrols to resume their fixed positions. 

He tied his robe quickly and started to lift the phone, then let his 
hand drop. A sudden grip of fear encompassed him. Could it be 
possible that the Jews were attacking? No ... it was . . . discovery 
of another bunker, that was all. Don’t let your imagination run 
wild. Calm . . . calm, now. Anot^ er large belt of schnapps and he 
sat slowly behind his desk again. 

The crackling gunfire was sharper now. His hand once more 
touched the phone, fell from it. He licked his dry lips, sagged in the 
chair, and waited. The report to Berlin, Lublin, and Krakow lay 
face up before his eyes. 

From: The SS and Police Fiihrer, Warsaw District, Special 
Actions. 

Ref. NO: 1 ab/ST/Gr-16 07-Joumal No. 663/43 SECRET 
Re: Large-scale Ghetto Operation 

To: Reichfiihrer Der SchutzstalTel Himmler, Berlin 
SS Obergruppcnfiihrer, Police General, Krakow 
Gruppenfuhrer General Government SS, SD, Lublin 

I beg to advise the following information: 

1. A total to date of 34,795 Jews and other sub-humans caught 
for deportation, 7,654 known destroyed in former residential area. 
Estimate another 11,000 destroyed in bunkers by asphyxiation, 
flames, etc. 

Conclusion: 

Except for sporadic resistance from the few remaining Jews and 
sub-humans, we have succeeded in odr mission. 

2. Account of reduction of Jewish residential compound. 

(a.) 612 bunkers destroyed. 

(b.) So-called Jewish residential area is nonexistent. Three 
buildings Remain standing; that is, the Converts’ Church, parts 
of the Pawiak Prison, the Jewish Civil Authority building (former 
post office convenient for us to make immediate on-the^te 
executions of those we do not desire to transport). 

3. Booty captured to date: 

(a.) 7 Polish rifles, 1 Russian rifle, 7 German rifles. 

(b.) 59 pistols of various calibers. 

(c.) Several hundred hand grenades, including Polisbflad 
hopie-made. 

(d.) Several hundred incendiary bottles. 
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(e.) Homemade explosives and infernal machines with fuses, 
(f.) A variety of explosives, ammunition of all calibers. (In 
destroyed bunkers we were not able to capture further booty, 
which was destroyed. The captured hand grenades were used by 
us against the bandits.) 

Furthermore, I beg to report 

1. 1200 used German uniforms (tunics) and 600 pair of used 
trousers. (Some uniforms were equipped with medals.) - 
2* Several hundred assorted German helmets. 

3. Four million zlotys (from deportees). Fourteen thousand 
dollars, nine thousand dollars i^ gold; an undetermined value in 
gold, rings, watches, jewelry. 

1 beg to report that today the principal Jew-bandit bunker was 
located at a place known as Mila 18 and it was summarily destroy- 
ed by gas, flame throwers, dynamite, and smalUarms fire. 

The ruins of the Jewish residential reservation will give us vast 
amounts of scrap material ar i used brick which can be salvaged 
for future building pri jects. 

May I make mention of the valiant SS WafTen and Wehrmacht 
troops attached to this command whose uncommon devotion in 
the face of the “invisible” enemy has brought about this success. 
They went into the sewers, crawled into bunkers, and otherwise 
exposed themselves to the gunfire of the enemy. These comrades 
will not be forgotten. 

Under separate cover I recommend the following decorations; 
Iron Cross, Second Gass — SS Haupsturmfiihrer Zisensis. 
Cross of War Merit, Second Class with Swords — SS Unter- 
sturmfiihrer Manfred Plank, SS Rotlenfuhrer loseph Blcsche. 

IT IS MY FIRM OPINION THAT I WILL BE ABLE li*' 
ADVISE YOU OFFICIALLY OF THE FINAL EXTERMIN 
ATION OF THE JEWS IN WARSAW WITHIN SEVENTY- 
TWO HOURS. 

Heil Hitler! 

Signed: 

SS Oberfiihrer Alfred Funk 

Certified copy: 

(Jesuiter) 

SS Sturmbannfuhrer 

Horst von Epp entered the room but did not speak. The two of 
them listened and listened and listened for nearly an hour until 
thegunfire in the ghetto stopped, 
gvc o’clock. 

fThe moments before dawn of the second month of the uprising 
came. Neither Vvifred Funk nor Horst von Epp dared lift the tele- 
pH^e. A knock. 
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"Enterr 

Untcrsturmftihrer Manfred Plank, showing the effects of battle 
stood wild-eyed before his general. *‘Ueil Hitler,*' he said with 
somewhat less than his usual vigor. 

“Heil Hitler,” Alfred Funk answered. 

“What happened out there?” Horst von Epp asked. 

It seemed as though Plank's fine young Aryan body would 
collapse. 

“Speak!” ordered Funk. 

Plank’s lips quivered. “We were moving into our fixed position 
at the western end of Niska Strcft . . 

“Speak!” 

“Like . . . like ghosts, they leaped out of the ruins on us! They 
did not fight like human beings . . .” 

“Speak!” Funk screamed again at the faltering man. 

“We were compelled to abandon our positions.” 

“Swine!” 

“Herr Oberfiihrer!” cried Manfred Plank. “I have been decor- 
ated twice for valor on the eastern front. As a result of my fearless 
attitude in combat 1 was sent to SS Wafien training. 1 tcU you, sir 
. . . 1 tell you . . . there are supernatural forces in there!” 

“Get out,” Funk hissed. 

He did not hear the Untersturmfuhrer click his heels and make 
his squarely conceived exit. 

Funk’s hands were so slippery w'ith sweat, he could not hold his 
drink. He took his report promising victory and dropped it in the 
wastebasket after tearing it to shreUs, and he looked up at Horst 
with dazed puzzlement. 

“Even from their graves . . .” 

“Tonight we have really lost this battle.” 

On his hands and knees, his shouldej*s rubbing against the top of 
the pipe. Wolf Brandel crawled first into the sewer pipe that cut 
diagonally down the eastern end of the ghetto. Rachael, second in 
line, grabbed his ankle with one hand and followed. Tolek, next in 
line, took Rachael’s ankle and Chris took Tolek’s and Ana took 
Chris’s. The f hain spread down for the twenty-throe who left the 
bunker after sending the radio signal to the Ajyan side. 

Eight beeps, a pause, sbe more beeps. Repeat the message twice. 
Decoded, it meant: “Twenty coming through the Prosta Street 
manhole.” 

Ten seconds after Andrei started his diversionary attack in the 
western ghetto. Wolf and Tolek began their perilous journey. 

The lateral pipes connecting to the large ones were slightly more 
than a yard in diameter, and to move in them onb had to crawl 
laboriously on hands and knees. 
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Silence — absolute^ complete, utter silence — ^was commanded by 
the leaders. 

They inched into the pitch-blackness while overhead Andrei 
leaped out at Manfred Plank’s SS company and threw the Germans 
into confusion to draw attention from the evacuees. Andrei had 
chosen the desperation route carefully. No one was apt to watch 
the smaller laterals under the ground simply because it was not 
believed that a human could move for long through thiin. 

They came to Nalewki Street. Their small pipe dumpel into the 
big KanaL Wolf halted the line and sloshed around in the Virkness, 
feeling the walls to find the continuation of the small pin on the 
other side. Corpses floated swiffly down and hit against and 
knocked his feet from beneath him and he went under in tl^sewer 
water. He got to his feet after being swept ten or twenty yai^ and 
again slogged upstream to feel for the lateral. An hour pass^ be- 
fore his hands found it. 

He recroc^d .ho Kanaiznd look Rachael’s hand. Hand in h^id^ 
the chain crossed the > ig line and re-entered the lateral on t^i^ 
bands and knees. 

For another agonizing hour of step by step, the chain pressed ^ 
in measured progress. Their backs were breaking, their knees ra 
and bloody from the dragging. The stench blinding and numbmg 

The pipe ran into the Zamenhof KanaL 

Three tortured hours had passed since the beginning. 

Again Wolf had to cross alone and grope around from memory. 

Another hour passed. 

When he had gotten the chain over the Zamenhof Kanal the 
lateral pipe was running high and fast. They crawled on hands and 
knees, ever southward, with the sewage splashing up to then chi^'t. 
floating into their eyes and noses and ears and hair. 

Six hours later they were under the Converts’ Church and the site 
of the demolished uniform factory , . . now under the wall in the 
“Polish corridor.” 

Along the chain one Fighter after the other fainted. They had to 
stop long enough to slap them into consciousness and drag them 
further. Silence could not be broken even when someone pitched 
flat into the sewage and drowned. The line tightened. There were 
twenty-two left instead of twenty-three. 

Another went under and another. 

After they crawled eight hours on hands and knees the pipe 
widened. They were able to stand bent over. The water running in 
this direction was only a few feet high. Wolf did not give them a 
chance to glory m the respite. He drove them on while the chance 
for makingprogress was good. Hiestrongdragged the weak to their 
feet. Pain , . . nausea . . . numbness . . . half sanity . . . half life . . . 
they trudged on, on, on through the bilge and filth, until in the 
ninth hour they had passed out of the ghetto and the “Polish cor- 

' 469 



ridor,** and now they looked for the main JS!ana/ which would take 
them down Zelazna Street. 

I^mehow in the darkness they had taken a wrong turn and 
veered back north. Then they splashed around in aimless circles. 
Wolf stopped them, trying to find his bearings and the main 
KanaL WitWpt compass, light, conversation, and using only a 
hazy mcmfry of a few hours' study, he was utterly and completely 
lost. Ther was no use pushing on. Three more had fainted, in- 
cluding /na. Unless he gave them rest they would all be done in. 
Wolf cnwied back to Tolek and broke the nine-hour silence. 

“Res,” he said. 

Rest* . • rest . . . rest ... the ma^c word fired back along the line. 

Xh«^ sat in the pipe with the sewage waters swirling around their 
chest they gasped and groaned with hunger and thirst and 
weakness and bloody hands and knees. 

'plek and Chris held the head of Ana, who was unconscious 
frcii falling into the water. 

A^olf crawled away alone, counting each step carefully until he 
(fne to a large Kanal. He was utterly confused, for the Twarda 
treet line veered into the system at an angle. He could not under- 
tand. They were more than a mile away from the designated Prosta 
Street manhole and completely confused as to direction, but the 
big Kanal had ledges and would give them a place to recover their 
strength. 

Wolf retraced his steps and led them to the Twarda main, and 
they crawled on to the ledges and collapsed. 

Wolf and Tolek and Chris stayed half awake, trying each in his 
own mind to comprehend the situation, and the same set of ques- 
tions crossed their minds without conversation. Had their message 
to the Aryan side been received? Would someone be waiting for 
them on Prosta Street ... if they reached Prosta Street? 

As commander. Wolf Brandel had other decisions to reach. He 
tried to reason out their proximity. guessed rightly that they 
were under the former little ghetto area which was now largely 
reinhabited by Poles. The area, he knew, was under close watch of 
the police because of its proximity to the ghetto. Overhead they 
could hear motor vehicles and the marching of soldiers. Perhaps 
we are near GhT^bow Square, Wolf thought. It was an assembly 
point for the Germans to enter the southern end of the ghetto. 

Daylight showed through manholes on either end of their ledge. 
Wolf looked his people over. It was a battle of endurance against 
exhaustion more than anything at this point. One by one his people 
had passed out into semi-consciousness. If his guess of location 
was right, they would now be safe from poison gas and out of 
reach .of the prying sound detectors. The tides w^re going high 
again. Water splashed over the ledg^. Nothing to do but wait until 
darkness . . . nothing to do but wait. 
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Kamek*s house in Brodno was the first stop in the underground 
railway to the Machalin and Lublin forests. Ga’^riela arrived 
shortly after the morning curfew was lifted. 

“They’re down there!” she cried. 

Kamek was unexcitable. He put his hands behind his back and 
deliberately pieced everything together. “Where are they? We do 
not know. Neither you nor 1 got the -signal clearly. It could be one 
of fifteen manholes.” 

Gabricla pressed her temples and tried to reason. 

“Moreover,” Kamek continued, “both of our trucks arc gone. 
The Gestapo raided our headquarters last night; our people are 
dispersed.” 

“The Home Army . . . Roman . . .” 

“We cannot depend upon them. Someone may sell out.” 

Gabriela knew he was right. She winced. Kamek, once Tgnacy 
Pownicki, had been a journalist and an ardent supporter of both 
the ruling ...jIo h. is’ clique aP'1 the reactionary pre-war noblemen’s 
caste. Events during the war changed his thinking. Humanity over- 
powered nationalism. Kamek was one of the few who were re- 
volted by and ashamed of the behavior of the Polish people toward 
the things happening in Poland’s ghettos. He did not embrace the 
leftists* philosophy pero onally, but he joined them, for they were 
the ones who gave the fullest support to those m the ghetto. Kamek 
lost his identity as Ignacy Pownicki to immerse himself fully m the 
underground work of the People’s Guard. 

He was a cool man, seeming almost lazily detached from the 
urgency. 

“They’re under there somewhere,” Gabriela mumbled again. 

“Keep calm, Gabriela. You and 1 are the only two who -^re 
aware of it and who are left in a position to help. The Jew *'’ 
Fighters’ leaders all know your address. Certainly they will attenii' . 
to contact you. The best thing you can do is go home and wail.” 

The cuckoo chirped thc^our. “Ah, time for the news.” 

Kamek flicked on the radio and closed his eyes to concentrate 
on the true meanings, for the real news was between the lines and 
filled with cryptic clues. The war since Stalingrad continued to go 
badly for the Gennans, and their double talk could not fully cover 
it. There was not a single mention of the ghetto adion. This also 
was a good indication, for they were quick to brag of victories. He 
flicked off the radio. 

Gabriela was already on her feet, walking toward the door. 

“Keep calm,” he said once more. 

The light filtering through the manholes was turning dimmer and 
dimmer. Wo|f watched it fade. Soon it would be night again. He 
slipped off* the ledge and inched along where the nineteen survivors 
lay entwined like a net full of freshly caught fish. During the day 
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they had passed out and awakened, slept in snatches and gained 
back an ounce of strength from what they lost during the terrible 
crawling of the ni^t before. 

Wolf satished himself that all of them could be marched again* 
The instant darkness fell he alerted them to stand by. Soon the 
movement overhead thinned to silence and then, a break. Ack-ack 
guns in the distance popped at another Russian air raid. This would 
keep the Germans busy in the streets. 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

The water ran chest-high. Wolf first, Tolek second, Chris third, 
they pushed against the current, moving southward in a direction 
which they knew was leading thei#away from the ghetto. Some of 
the shorter girls had to go up on tiptoes to keep the sewage out of 
their mouths and noses. 

Hand in hand, they inched down the Kanal^ hoping desperately 
to find another arterial. Wolf counted steps. 

In three hours, he estimated, they had moved two and a half 
blocks. Someone was always slipping or collapsing or breaking 
silence. 

And then the luxurious sound of loud rushing water farther 
down the line met his ears. It meant another large Kanal! This 
sound spurred the half-dead line of marchers to another effort. 
The two sewer lines merged in swirls and whirlpools battering 
together. 

Wolf halted the line. From his memory of the maps, he tried to 
remember where two such intersections merged at such an angle. 
There was no place like it in the ghetto. A Kanaliht size of the one 
before him must be near the Jerusalem Boulevard area. If so, they 
were entirely beyond both the big and little ghettos. Wolf decided 
to gamble uith his flashlight. It was soaked and unworkable. Chris 
had dry matches in a pipe pouch. 

A single match sent a dullish yellow glow on the moist bricks. It 
also revealed the shocking condition of his people. Wolf knew the 
race for life had to be speeded, more gambles taken. He lit a second 
match and sloshed nearer the intersection. A third match found 
him what he was looking for, an iron ladder leading to the street. 

“Hold the line still,” Wolf told Tolek and Chris. “I’m going up 
to find out where we are.” 

“Wolf . . . don’t . . .” Rachael cried. 

“It will be all right. There’s an air raid going on up there.” 

He climbed the ladder and shoved hard to wiggle the manhole 
cover loose. It gave after a fifth renewal of effort. He held it open 
just enough to look out to the streets. Good luck! Pitch-black in 
a blackout! Streets deserted! 

“Help me lift this manhole cover.” 

Chrik, Tolek, and Wolf hung on the narrow ladder and granted 
together and dislodged it. Wolf darted for the cover of a building, 
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worked toward the comer, and sprinted back, replacing the lid. He 
huddled with Tolek. Chris was too occupied holdi ig Ana and 
Rachael erect. Rachael fainted again. Ana had been ir a bad way 
for hours. 

“We are directly under the intersection of Twarda and Zclazna.” 

“That means we are just two and a half blocks from Prosta 
Street.” Would someone from the People’s Guard be waiting for 
them there? Both agreed that it was a small chance. It was twenty- 
fouA hours since they had sent the signal and entered the sewer. 
Moreover, in dayli^t this present intersection would be too 
crowded. Wolf decided to try a push for the quieter Prosta Street 
and at the same time send Tolek^o Gabriela's flat. 

“Careful, and bring back water.” 

Tolek and Wolf once again dislodged the manhole cover and 
^oved it back into place. 

Wolf lowered himself once more and went back to the other six- 
teen. 

“We are three hour*; from Prosta Street. We can make it by 
daylight if everyone tries with all they have. Tolek has gone out for 
water. He will be waiting for us.” 

“No! No!” a girl shrieked. “We’ll never make it! No!” 

“Keep her quiet,” Wolf barked. 

“No!” the girl screamed again. She began drinking the sewage 
in her thirst madness. 

Wolf went back and lit a match and fished for her head and 
jerked it out of the contaminated bilge. The girl was insane. In a 
moment the poison hit her stomach and she gave a last two or three 
writhes of agony and was dead. 

Wolf let her loose, and she was washed into the merging wate. t 
spun in a whirlpool, and swept into the larger KanaL 

“Listen, all of you ! We’re going to live ! 1 promise you we’ll live i 
Two more hours and there will be water to ^ink ! Fight ! Live !” he 
pleaded. j 

They took hands and pres.sed north into the whirlpools. The 
rushing water broke their line, and before they could pull it 
together another Fighter who was moving in a coma was swept 
under and drowned. 

“Together!” rasped Wolf, “Hands together . , . push . , . push 
. . . we’ll be through this intersection in a rninute.” 

They pressed north again in foggy oblivion. Each agony-filled 
step, each one called upon God unknown. 

“I’ll live . . . I’ll live . . . I’ll live . . 

“Survive . . . survive . . . survive ...” 

“God help me live . . . live . . . live . . . live . . 


473 



Chapter Twenty-three 


Tolck Alterman wove his way through the streets of Warsaw 
with the skill of an alley cat. Years of moving around in the ghetto, 
later in rubble and flame and falling walls, made tlus trek seem like 
child’s play by comparison. 

It was four-thirty in the morning when he stopped before an 
apartment door on the top floor of Dluga 4. The name read “Alena 
Borinski.” He knocked sharply. The door opened a crack, 
stopped by the night latch. * 

“Who is it ?“ Gabriela asked cautiously from the other side. 

“Don’t scream when you see me. I’ve been in the sewers.” 

Gabriela flung the door open. Tolck tumbled in and looked 
around desperately for the kitchen. He stumbled to it and turned 
on the water faucet and let the water spill into his throat and guz- 
zled it like a lunatic. She locked the door behind her and looked at 
the scene of madness. He emitted animal-like grunts as the water 
found its way to his caked innards. 

A gray stinking creature from another planet, unrecognizable as 
human, sucking at the faucet. He drank too fast and began vomit- 
ing in the sink and drank again, and sharp pains hit his belly. At 
last he was appeased and he slipped to the floor, weeping hysteric- 
ally. 

Gabriela ran to the phone. “Kamek ! Come to my flat as soon as 
the curfew is over. Bring clothing and any food you have.” 

“Have they arrived?” 

“Yes.” 

Gaby dipped a rag in alcohol and wiped Tolck’s forehead and 
comforted him. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I’m sorry . . ,” 

“Please tell me about it . . . plcasc.i’ 

“Twenty-two or twenty-three of us went into the sewer. . . . Did 
you get our signal ?” 

“Yes, but we couldn’t distinguish it. Good Lord, have you been 
in the sewer for twenty-four hours?” 

“Yes. Maybe sixteen, seventeen left. Few went crazy from thirst 
. . . drank the sewage . . . told them not to . . . some others 
drowned.” 

“Where are they now?” 

“Trying to make Prosta Street. We’ve got to get water to them.” 

“There’s nothing we can do for another hour and a half, until it 
turns light and the curfew is lifted. Kamek will be here by then.” 

Gabriela studied the thing before her. “Your^voice. Don’t I 
know you?” 

“Tolek.” 
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my poor dear. I didn’t even recognize you.” 

”Don’t suppose anyone could.” 

•‘Who else is down there?” 

“Christopher de Monti. We must get him out.” 

She nodded and her eyes widened. “Who else?” 

“Rachael . . . Wolf . . . Ana . . .” 

He stopped, and the pained expression she bore both asked the 
wordless question and answered it. She stood up and walked to the 
kifthen chair and sagged into it. She bit her lip. The last tears she 
had left in her trickled down her cheeks. Andrei was still out there 
in the ghetto . . . leading cavalry charges . . . Andrei would never 
come out. She knelt beside Tolel!A)nce more and helped him to his 
feet. 

“Come,” Gaby said, “let’s steam you out so you look present- 
able.” 

Gabriela filled f he last of four shopping bags with bread, cheese, 
and bottles of watci-. Fach hag had a rope tied to the handles so 
it could be lowered quickly into the Kanal. 

Kamek was a picture of his usual calm. “Today is Sunday,” he 
recited for his own benefit. “Sunday is trouble. We cannot ride 
through the streets with a load of hay on Sunday. 1 must get a 
covered truck and Iry fur the best.” 

Tolck came in from the bathroom. He had been soaking and 
scrubbing for two full hours. It brought him back to the semblance 
of a man. He tucked a short crowbar into his belt for lifting the 
manhole cover quickly and took two of the shopping bags from 
Gabriela. 

“1 hope they made it,” Tolek mumbled. “They were in a bad 
way when I left them,” 

Kamek stood up. “After you get that food and water down . 
them, wait in the cafe down the street. Watch for my truck.” 

“Hurry with that truck,” Gabriela said. “They’ve been down 
there almost thirty hours.” 

“Leave it to Kamek,” Kamek said. 

“It’s day,” Wolf said, looking up to the manhole cover atop 
him. “It’s day and we’re at Prosta Street. Today we’ll be saved.” 

Weeping . . . 

“Our Father which art in heaven.” 

“O Merciful God . . . save us . . . siive us . . .” 

Christopher de Monti leaned against the bricks. He held Ana 
with one arm and Rachael with the other. Both of them were semi- 
conscious. 

Death closed in with each passing second. There were only 
twelve left. 

“O help us, merciful God . . .” 

‘Today we’U be saved,” Wolf cried. “Today we’ll be saved.” 
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Christopher skidded to his knees and struggled to his feet» poll- 
ing the girls up. Feverish fire tore through his body. 

Shadows over them! 

“Shh . . . someone’s up there . . • silence . . 

“Merciful . . . merciful . . 

“Sslihh!” 

Their eyes looked up in terror. The cover slipped off. “It’s me, 
Tolek ! It’s me, Tolek ! Are you down there ? Are you down there ?” 

“Help ... help . . .” 

“Tolek . . . help . . . us . . .” 

“Thank God 1 They’re alive. Listen, down there. We are lowering 
bread and water. We will remain close by until the truck arrives. 
E)o you hear me?’’ 

“Water . . . water . . 

“Water!” 

“Water!” 

“Water!” 

“Quiet,” Tolek commanded. The bags were lowered. “There are 
smelhng salts in one of the bags.” 

Mass weeping broke out as the bottles were opened and they 
gurgled and wetted their dehydrated bellies. They tore at the bread 
and the cheese with the savagery of starved animals and grunted 
and wept and prayed. 

Even the calm Kamek was worrying. Yle was running out of 
chances. Two covered-truck owners had their vehicles in repair. 
Throe others were out of the city in the countryside to bring in food 
from villages. 

It was almost eleven o’clock. 

Church bells pealed. The pious were coming and going to Mass. 

Kamek walked into the Solcc to the house of Zamoyski, the 
teamster of thieves. He did not like to do business with Zamoyski. 
He was a slimy crook. Kamek had no choice. From time to time on 
desperate occasions the People’s Guard used Zamoyski’s truck . . • 
for a price. 

When Kamek came to his house Zamoyski was in his usual 
Sunday pose — coming out of a bombastic Saturday-night hang* 
over. 

“Sunday?” 

“Special load.” 

Must be important, Zamoyski thought. I’ll take him for plenty. 
He grunted disdainfully. “It’s heathen to drive on Sunday. Be- 
sides . . .” 

A roll of green American dollars from Kamek’s pocket to the 
center of the table cut short the oration and bargaiping. 

“Wait till I get my shirt on.” 

“Bring a ladder.” 
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-A ladder?” 

“Yes. The gum we are running are up in a loft” 

Noon. 

Gabriela and Tolek drank their fourth cup of tea in a caf6 on 
Prosta Street. Bells pealed. Tolek was a nervous wreck. 

The pious paraded in their finery after their hour with God. 
“What the hell is holding Kamek up?” Tolek sputtered. “They've 
been down in that hole almost thirty-six hours.” 

Gabriela patted his hand. “Kamek won't let us down,’* she said. 

In the sewer the food and drink had restored the twelve sur- 
vivors to a state of consciousncsiaand gave them enough strength 
to cling to life for another few hours. 

They could hear the church bells. 

Children played in the street almost directly above them. The 
children stood in a circle and threw a ball and sang a song and 
clapped hai.ds 


**Raz! dwal trzyl Onef Two! Three T 

The ball was thrown. 

“Tlic Roman king had many sons, 

Until one born became a Caesar, 

Low to the ground, high to the air, 

Raz ' dwa! trzy! One ! two threel 
Yes he was, yes he was. 

The great Caesar.” 

Zamoyski’s truck rumbled up Jerusalem Boulevard. 

“Where to?” he* asked. 

“Prosta Street.” 

He turned up Zclazna, tl^n into Prosta. 

“Where?” 

“Stop by the manhole halfway up the b'.ock opposite the cafe.” 

Zamoyski’s face opened with the sudden discovery. “What’s tliis 
all about, Kamek? I don’t like this business. Wait a minute. Jews! 
I’m not getting mixed up in Jew business!” 

Zamoyski felt something cold against the side of his face. It was 
the barrel of Kamek’s pistol. 

The truck screeched to a halt beside the manhole. Kamek held 
Zamoyski at bay. Tolek and Gabriela sprinted out of the cafe. 
Tolek knocked the cover off the manhole, ran to the back of the 
truck, and pulled the ladder off. Gabriela took a short-barreled 
shotgun from inside her trench coat. 

The burst orlight from the street blinded those in the Kanal for 
an instant. Chris held one side of the ladder, Wolf the other. They 
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dragged the other ten and literally threw them up. Tolek reached 
down and pulled them through. 


dwa! trzy! One! Two! Three! 

The Roman . . 

The children stopped and gawked at the things emerging from 
the sewer. Gabncla’s shotgun menaced them back. 

People stopped tlieir Sunday stroll and looked at the sight. 

Stunned customers of the cafe gaped in amazement. 

Zanioyski cried and cursed. ‘‘1 am rumed! 1 am trapped! Holy 
Mother! 1 am dead!” 

Wolf Brandel tumbled out last and hobbled heavily. He was 
thrown bodily atop the others in the back oi the truck, and within 
two minutes of their stopping they sped away toward the bridge 
and Brodno. 


Chapter Twenty-four 


7, Christopher de Montis shall make the final entry in the Brandel 
Journals of the Good Fellowship Club. After months of hiding I 
have arrived here in Sweden with Gabriela Rak^ whose child is due 
at any moment. She does not want it to be born on Polish soil. I 
shalt see to it that neither she nor her child shall ever want. 

Little is known here about the uprising despite the fact that 
Artur Zygielboim, a Jewish member of the Polish government in 
exile in London, committed suicide last June in protest to the world^s 
indifference to the genocide of his peopje. 

What of the Warsaw uprising ? How does one determine the results 
of such a battle ^Jewish casualties were in the tens of thousands while 
the Germans merely lost hundreds. 

/ look through the books of history and I try to find a parallel. 
Not at the ilamo, not at Thermopylae did two more unequal 
forces square off for combat. I believe that decades and centuries 
may pass, but nothing can stop the legends which will grow from 
the a.shes of the ghetto to show that this is the epic in man^s struggle 
for freedom and human dignity. 

This rabble army without a decent weapon held at bay the mightiest 
military power the world has ever known for forty-two days and 
forty-two nights! It does not seem possible, for many nations 
fell beneath the German onslaught in hours. All of Poland was able 
to hoklfor less than a month. 
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Forty-two days andforty-two nights! At the end of that timeSS 
Oberfiihrer Alfred Funk ordered the Great Tlomats^'e Synagogue 
dynamited to the ground to symbolize the destructsnn of Polish 
Jewry, He received the Iron Cross for valor. 

But A lfred Funk failed, just as all the other Pharaohs failed. 

The new year will see Nazi Germany crushed. Germany's cities 
are destined to be dismantled brick by brick and her people to 
perish in flames in much the same way as they destroyed the Warsaw 
ghftto. 

What of the murderers? What of Horst von Epp and Franz 
Koenig? No doubt their ilk will die in bed of old age, for the world is 
a forgiving world and they will say Shey were merely following orders. 
And the world will say ... let us forget the past. Let bygones be 
bygones. Even the Alfred Funks may escape. Already we hear the 
verbal gymnastics of the Polish government in exile spouting theories 
of apologetic^ in behalf of their people who committed the con- 
spiracy of sdem^e. 

I, Christopher de Monti, swear on the eternal soul of my late 
friend, Andrei Androfski, that / shall not let the world forget. I 
shall return to Poland I shall find the Brandel journals and I shall 
make it a brand on ie conscience of man forever. 

Wolf Brandel ana Rachael Bronski, folek Alterman and Ana 
Grinspan are fighting in a Jewish partisan unit near Wyszkow. 
Stephan Bronski is alive and well in the home of a woodcutter 
named Gajnow in the Lublin Uplands. We shall all meet again 
someday. 

I shall close this final entry with the words of the man who wrote 
the first entry and who is responsible for the historical documents 
of the Good Fellowship Club. On our last night together in the 
bunker of Mila 18**this is what Alexander Brandel told me: 

*‘// the Warsaw ghetto marked the lowest point in the history of 
the Jewish people, it also mqffied the point where they rose to their 
greatest heights. Strange, after all the philosophies had been argued, 
the final decision to fight was basicaliy a religious decision. Rode) 
would decry my words: Rabbi Solomon would be outraged if I told 
him this. But those who fought, no matter what their individual 
reasons, when massed together obeyed God's covenqpt to oppose 
tyranny. We have kept faith with our ancient traditions to defend 
Uhe laws* In the end we were all Jews.*' And Alexander Brandel, 
always mystified by ways of God and strange ways of men, shook 
his head in puzzlement. ** Isn't it odd that the epitome of man's 
Inhumanity to man also produced the epitome of man's nobility?'* 
Alexander Brandel told me something else. *7 die, a man fulfilled. 
My son shall live to see Israel reborn. I know this. And what is more, 
we Jews have avenged our honor as a people.** 

CHRISTOPHER DE MONTI 
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